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PREFACE 


‘ I ’HIS collection, consists of the poems and plays con- 
tained m the foUowmg volumes Interludes and Poems 
(1908), Emblems of Love (1912), and Deborah (1913), pub- 
lished by John Lane, Four Short Plays {1^22), Phoenix (1923), 
and Twelve Idyls (1928), pubhshed by Martm Seeker, and 
The Sale of Saint Thomas ( 1 9 1 1 ) pubhshed by myself I must 
express my gratitude to Messrs John Lane (The Bodley 
Head) Ltd , and to Messrs Martin Seeker Ltd , for their 
kmdness in allowing the collection to be made, and it is 
nght that I should record my sense of the pecuhar honour 
which Its mclusion m this senes confers The invitation to 
collect these pieces for pubhcation by the Oxford Univer- 
sity Press was one which I could not but accept ivith the 
keenest pleasure, I allowed it to overbear a certain un- 
^vlIh^gness to biing together poems which, to me, must 
chiefly represent unrealized ambition 
The plays have been grouped together at the end of the 
book, and the shorter poems at tlic beginning For the 
rest, I have kept the chronological order of pubhcation 
This docs not exactly correspond to the order in which the 
poems -were composed, but the Interludes and the Idyb each 
form a set of expenments in a certain kind of imUng, and 
Emblems of Love was meant to be taken as a single poem 
The distinction bctivccn poems and plan’s may perhaps 
seem somewhat notional, ivlien the poems arc in dramatic 
form and the plays arc in blank verse For me, however, 
tile distinction is \ahd enough, though tlic nomenclature 
IS a httlc confused, for, of course, to print a pla> in sense is 
to submit It to be read and judged like an) other compost- 
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tion in verse. Nevertheless, dramatic poem and poetic 
drama proceeded from wholly different motives. The 
plays were written to be performed; they were written in 
verse because that is the medium proper to the land of 
drama they attempt; they were written in blank verse 
because nothing else can combine so effectively the flexi- 
bihty of speech-rhythm with the formality of metrical 
pattern. Against the opinion, which I believe exists, that 
to write a play in verse is thereby to render it unstage- 
worthy, I would maintain that, equally on the stage as in 
print, the chief function of the dialogue is to be, not imita- 
tive, but expressive; and language frnds its most expressive 
use in poetry', for which the natural rhythm is metrical. 
That, at any rate, was the motive from which these plays 
proceeded; it is not to the point that their success on the 
stage has, in fact, been of a very modest order. 

But the poems in dramatic form were not written as a 
sort of compensation for failure to make poetic conquest 
of the stage. Historically, no doubt, the dramatic poem 
derhes from the stage-play; but the form has been for 
centuries as independent of the actor as the epic of the 
rliapsodist or tlic l^iric of the musician. Ever since Plato, 
indeed, the advantages of dramatic form in literature have 
l)een sufficiently evident; and poetr)^ has as much right to 
use them as prose. The Romantic Movement vindicated 
that right, one would think, beyond question; and yet the 
dramatic poem is still sometimes spoken of as a bastard 
mrt of composition. But die argument which would make 
it 50 v.f>ukl equally bastardize all other forms of literary 
* ompodtlon. 1 have come to think, however, that, if it is 
Ic'juimatc to u^c dramatic form for purposes wholly inde- 
pendent of its origin, some substitute should be found for 



PREFACE vu 

the now useless convention of acts and scenes and stage- 
directions Hardy’s magnificent prose m The Dynasis com- 
pletely transformed that convention, Barley m The May 
Qjieen suggested a charmmg way of circumventing it My, 
experiment has been, m some of the Idyls, to give the dia- 
logue a narrative setting a device which, after all, is as 
old as Theocntus 

The poems and plays are reprmted almost -without 
alteration This does not mdicate any complacency on my 
part. It merely mdicates a very positive conviction that 
they must take their chance as they were written, under the 
impulse m which they origmated Who can see their faults 
better than I can? But even if I could correct their faults. 
It would almost certainly be by introducing something 
worse — disharmony of mood and spirit 

L.A 
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SOUL A?ro BODY 


Body 

ART thou for breaking faith, after these years. 
These many mamed years 
Wherein we have ourselves so well delighted^ 

Why art thou sick? Art thou beginnmg fears 
Tliat our dear joys have been unholy things? 

Trust me, smce we have been so long phghted, — 
Whate’er be this white worship thou dost mean 
To reach on these unlucky wngs, — 

Thou wilt miss the ivonder I have made for thee 
Of this dear ivorld ivitli my fashioning senses. 

The blue, the fragrance, the singing, and the green 
And thou wilt find, not having me, 

Cnppled thy high powers, gone to doubt 
Thy indignation and thy love, without 
Help of my lust, and the anger of my blood. 

And my tears 

Try me again, dost thou remember how tve stood 
And lookt upon tlic world exultingly? 

What IS for rapture better than these ^ — 

Great places of grassy land, and all the air 
One quiet, the sun taking golden case 
Upon an afternoon, 

Tall hills tliat stand in weather-blinded trances 
As if they heard, drawn upward and held there. 
Some god’s eternal tunc, 

I made tlicm so, I wath my fashioning senses 
Made tlic devoted lulls ha\c their great patiences 
Not lent thee any health of ccstas) ? 

Or when the noi^i came shouting to the bcacli. 
Wind that would gag in Ills throat a lion’s speech. 
And spindnft waili a whining liiss went by 
Like swords — wert thou not glad wath mc^ 
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O who will lodge thee better than 1 have done 

In exultation? — who alone 

Gan wash thee in the sacring of moonlight, 

Or send thee soaring even that above 
Into the wise and -unimaginable night, 

The chambers of the holy fear, 

Or bring thee to the breasts of love. 

Soul 

Dear Body, my loved Mend, poor thanks have I 
For aU. this service. As if fires had made me clean, 

I come out of thy experience. 

Thy blue, thy fragrance, thy singing, and thy green. 
Passions of love, and most, that holy fear: 

Well hast thou done to me with every sense. 

But there’s for me a fiercer kind 
Of joy, that feels not, knows not, deaf and blind: 
And these but led to it, that we did try 
When we were person, thou and I; 

Woe for me if I should dare 
Partake in person now 1 see 
The lights of unware ecstasy. 

I must not in amazement stay, 

Henceforth I am for a way 
Beyond thy senses, beauty and fear, 

Beyond wonder even. 

I want neither earth nor heaven, 

I will not have ken or desire. 

But only joy higher and higher 
Burning knowledge in its white fire. 

Till I am no more aware 
And no more saying T am I,’ 

But all is perfect ecstasy. 
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THE TRANCE 

I ORD GOD, I saw thee then, one mind, last night. 
Met thee upon thy ways 
I was upon a hill, alone, 

My drudged sense was aching in amaze 
Into my thought had too much gone 
The mconceivable room of the blue night, — 

The blue that seems so near to be 
Appearance of divimty, — 

And the continual stars 
I was afraid at so much permanence. 

And was in trouble tvith vastness and fixt laiv 
AU round about I saw 
The law’s unalterable fence, 

And like forgery of shining bars 
The stresses of the suns were there. 

Keeping, in vastness prisoner. 

My thought caged from infinity 
And then, suddenly, — 

While perhaps twice my heart svas dutiful 
To send my blood upon its little race, — 

I was exalted above surety 

And out of time did fall 

As from a slander that did long distress, 

A sudden justice vindicated me 

From the customary svrong of Great and Small 

I stood outside the burning runs of place, 

Outside tliat comer, consciousness 
Then was I not in die midst of thee. 

Lord God? 

A momentarj gust 
Of pos\cr, a ssnft dismaj 
Putting the infinite quiet to disarray, 

A thing like anger or outbreaking lust, 

A zeal immcasurabl) sent, — 

So Law came and went. 
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And smote into a bright astonishment 
Of stars the season of eternity, 

And grazed the darkness into glowing lanes. 

Swiftly that errand of God’s vehemence, 

The passion which was Law, slid by, 

Carrying surge of creatures, fiery manes 
Of matter and the worldly foam 
And riddles of transgressing flame; 

So the Law’s kindled shakings came 
A moment, and went utterly: 

And seemed to be no more 
Than if through the eternal corridor 
Of emptiness shotild roam 
A cry out of a fearful ecstasy. 

CEREMONIAL ODE 

INTENDED FOR A UNIVERSITY 

1 

W HEN from Eternity were separate 
The curdled element 

And gathered forces, and the world began, — 
The Spirit that was shut and darkly blent 
Within this being, did the whole distress 
With blind desire after spaciousness. 

Into this yearning, strictly bound by Fate 
And closely natured, came like an open’d grate 
At last the Mind of Man, 

Letting the sky in, and a faculty 
To light the cell with lost Eternity. 

n 

So commerce with the Infinite was regained: 

For upward grew Man’s ken, 

Laying foundations deep in the ancient fen 
mere other life helpless and prone remained. 
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With knowledge painfully quarned and hewn fair, 
Platforms of lore, and many a hanging stair 
Of strong imagination, Man has raised 
His Wisdom like the watch-towers of a toim, 

That he, though fastened down 
By Fate, be ivith its cruelty not amazed, 

But be of puter vastness greatiy aware 


in 

This, then, is yours to build exultingly 
High, and yet more high. 

The knowledgeable towers above base ivars 
And shameful surges reaching up to lay 
Dishonouring hands upon your work and drag 
Doivn from upnghtness your desires, to lag 
Among low places wtli a common gait, 

That so Man’s mind, not conquered by his clay, 
May sit above his fate. 

Inhabiting the purpose of the stars. 

And trade witli his Etermty 


ALL LAST NIGHT 

ALL last night I had quiet 

In a fragrant dream and warm 
She had become my Sabbath, 

And round my neck, her arm 


I knew the isarmth in my dreaming, 
Tlic fragrance, 1 suppose, 

Was her hair about me, 

Or else she wore a rose 
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Her hair, I think; for likest 
Woodruffe ’twas, when Spring 
Loitering down wet woodways 
Treads it sauntering. 

No light, nor any speaking; 

Fragrant only and warm. 
Enough to know my lodging, 

The white Sabbath of her arm. 


DECEMBER 31ST 

W HAT is he hammering there, 
That devil swinking in Hell ? 
O. he forges a cunning New Year, 
God kno^\^ he does it well. 

Mill and harrow and rake, 

.\ restless enginery 
Of men and women to make 
Cruelly, Harlotty'. 


HOPE AND DESPAIR 

C AID (kkI, ‘You sisters, cre yc go 
^ Do.en atnong men, my \sork to do, 

I '-.ill on f nrlj a badge bestow; 

1 In-.c and gold for her, 

^ c; a ' ikrr elors for Despair, 
i -<* A t- .riy .tiled loo.’ 

» ‘ '•Ti 111 f- e qu'-eii, De.'pair 
Pi ' iPr* It, v.Tar. 

P. rA forn, .and round 

i ii-; 'i.j V .ft .t ,,, jr*adi ihetn botind.- 
' * ",;nl ' \' 'A X. more fiir? 
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‘ROSES GAN WOUND’ 


R oses can wound, 

But not from having thorns dicy do most harm. 
Often the mght gives, starry-sheen or moon’d. 

Deep in tlie soul alarm 

And it hath been ivithm my heart like fear, 

Girl, when you were near 


The mist of sense. 

Wherein the soul goes shielded, can divide. 

And she must cringe and be ashamed, and wince. 
Nor m appearance hide 
Of rose or girl from the blazing mastery 
Of bared Eternity 


THE FEAR 

As over muddy shores a dragon flock 

Went, in an early age from ours discrete. 
Before the gnm race found oblmon mcetj 
And as Time harden’d into iron rock 
Tliat unclean mud, and into cliffs did lock 
Tlic story of those terrif} ing feet 
Witli hooked claws and wrinkled scale complete. 
Till quanynng startles us i\itli amaz’d shock 

So there ivas something wont to p'lss along 
Tlic pLasliy marge of carl} consciousness 
Now tlic quagmires arc tunicd to pasement strong, 
Tliosc outer twilight regions bold I may 
Explore, — }ct still I shudder with distress 
To find detested tracks of his old wa\ 
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INDIGNATION 

AN ODE 
1 

T here was an anger among men 

In the old days; and it was as a sword 
In the hands of the Spirit then 
To hew the ambusht villainy out of his path 
And in its thievish lurking kill the fraud. 

And aH the greeds of hell kept to their den 
When the Spirit in his hands took wrath. 

But lately, when there smiting should have been, 

Who has a weapon seen? 

The Spirit stands and looks on infamy, 

And unashamed the faces of the pit 
Snarl at their enemy. 

Finding him wield no insupportable light 

And no whirled edge of blaze to hit 

Backward their impudence, and hammer them to flight; 

Although ready is he, 

Wearing the same righteous steel 
Upon his limbs, helmed as he was then 
When he made olden war; 

Yet cannot now with foulness fiercely deal. 

There is no indignation among men, 

I The Spirit has no scimetar. 

n 

Wilt thou not come again, thou godly sword, 

Into the Spirit’s hands? 

That he may be a captain of the Lord 
Again, and mow out of our lands 
The crop of wicked men, 

O thou forged anger, sword 
Made of the holy rage 
That went out against the old sick fen 
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Of being and on disorder warr’d 
And fought it into fire and white stars, 

When God made Heavens out of the unwholesome age 
And maladies of existence, into good 
Hunting all that liked not to be glad, — 

In what armoury art thou now uplaid. 

And IS the rust upon thy blade'^ 

These many years unhelpt has stood 
The Spirit, weaponless against bad, 

Havmg no sharpness and no heat 
Of indignation wherewith to meet 
And battle with the vile banners, his great 
Beleaguerment of fiends But to his hands 
Come thou and clear our lands 
Let him exult to feel the weight 
Of ivTath swmging ivith his arm abroad, 

And the air about him bum’d witli a sword 
Let tlierc be fire, and the anger of the Lord 

in 

The Mind of Man has been a sacred place, 

And into it the evil race 
IVould trespass wanly, much afraid 
Of sorely-felt assaults upon them made 
By statures of great n-ind that came 
Tcmbly using a huge flame 
Intolerably white 

But now tliat ivrath comes nc\cr out to fight. 

The fiendish bands go lording in the day 
And openly possess the mind of man 
WiUi meaningless scumes of their insane feet 
Tlicy have rutted the helpless ground 
Like baggage-travcll’d day 
And sshen the dimatc of man’s thought ilicj found 
Blue air, a road for iinmorni lights, — 

Dija like the house of God, and hosted nights 
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Held by the champions of eternity 
With evil fires the swarms began 
To make a weather they could understand 
Of yellow dusk and smoky enormous bale 
To grieve over the land 
And make the sunlight fail. 

Till a low roof of dirty storm they brought 
To hang upon the mind of man: 

\Yho cannot see that man’s huge thought 
Is now a dark calamity? 

rv 

But how long shall the Spirit sec 
The Life of Man, wherein with such delight 
He walkt his glebe, and in his ways would sing 
To do his pleasant gardening, 

How long see his own especial groxmd 
Vext in a season of disastrous blight, 

Trampled and staled and trodden filthily 
By troops of insolence, the beasts of hell? 

But the Spirit now is bmlt up narrowly. 

And kept within a shameful pound. 

Walled in with folly and stupid greed 
Lest he should come to plead 
Against our ugly wickedness. 

Against our wanton dealing of distress, 

The forced defilement of humanity, 

The foundries and the furnaces 
That straddle over the human place. 
Nothing comes to rebuke us for 
The hearts we wound with laws grievously, 
The souls oru commerce clutches 
Cunningly into inescapable lime, 

Embruted in vdeked streets, made debase 
In villainous alleys and foul hutches, 

There trapt in vice and crime. 
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And for the wrong we did, who made them poor, 
Set to pay infamous penalties in jads, 

Not even for this the Spint breaks his pales 
And shall there be no end to life’s expense 
In mills and yards and factories, 

With no more recompense 
Than sleep m warrens and low styes, 

And undehghted food^ 

Shall still our ravenous and unhandsome mood 
Make men poor and keep diem poor^ — 

Either to starve or work in deadly shops 
Where the damn’d wisdom of the wheels 
Fearfully fascinates men’s wt and steals, 

With pnvy embezzlement that never stops. 

The worker’s consacnce into their spinning roar, — 
Until men arc tlie dead stuff there. 

And the engines are aware? 

Shall wc not dunk of Beauty any more 
In our activities^ 

Or do no better than to God complain’ — 

I would that to the world would come again 
That indignation, that anger of the Lord, 

IMiich once was known among us men 
For temblc and upnght then 
The Spint would stand suddenly out of his \\a>s 
Of crouching gnef and tears. 

As by a hilt handling the WTathful blaze. 

Having again a sword 

And he would ruin all the mischicsnus walls 
That had been raised up of matcrmls 
Darkly quarried m hell, to hedge 
And fence him out of the life of man. 

But he with anger s shining cdg< 

^Vould mightily cut the built iniquiucs, 

Commerce, and all the policies 
Of ownership and as-ance. 

And thc> would buckle at Ins stroke, 
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Perishing into flights of smoke. 

Then he v/ith a dreadful song, a sound 
To put a howling fear in the bad horde, 

Wo^d step again on his own ground, 

He and his indignant sword, 

And the golden havoc would begin. 

Those foul ghosts encampt in man 

Would run from the stabbing light of his blade. 

Caught in the anger’s burning wheel. 

The huge scything of the tempered zeal, 

This clumsy unht shed we have made. 

Money, to house our being in, 

Would travel like a wind-blown thing. 

In that fanning as motes would be, 

The sword-thresht fabric of our trade, 

Our happy greed, our healthy wrong, 

Our villainous prosperity. 

And ript out of its cursed rind 
Of laidly duties, that did wring 
And clamp in ignominy man’s whole mind, 
This non scxrrf of labour tom away, 

Thought would walk again like a sacred king 
The shining space of immortahty. 

O for that anger in the hands 
Of Spirit 1 To us, O righteous sword, 

Come thou and clear our lands, 

O fire, O indignation of the Lord 1 


INSCRIPTIONS 

I 

{for the Roll of Honour of the University of Live} pool) 
r^HtSE, who desired to live, went out to death; 

-L Dark underground their golden youth is lying. 

We live; and there is brightness in our breath 

They could not know — the splendour of their dying. 
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n 

{for the first Anniversary of the Armistice) 

Mountains and stars, clouds and the white sea-foam, 

Flames, snows, and children — should not these suffice, 

But this heart-breakmg loveliness must come 
Gleammg through all — life that wiffingly dies? 

in 

(for the War Memorial of the Liverpool Post Office) 

They died for us they left this blessed fortune of the hght, 
And gave themselves to darkness, to our love retunung 
never 

But lo, presiding over us hke stars over the night, 

Quiet and lovely and supreme, hvcs their death for ever 


R B 

B eautiful life I As air dchghts to find 
The white heat of a fire and to be flame. 

The eager world tlirong’d into his gloiving mmd 
And flame of bummg beauty there became 

All things were turned to fire m him, and cast 
The light of their transfigunng round his waj’s 
His secret gleamed upon us, where he past 
He shone, he brought wth him a golden place 

It was the purest fire of hfc that shone, 

This angel bnghiness visiUng our mould. 

Life knew no way to make life lovelier, none. 

But then came Death ‘I know the wa). 
Behold!’ 
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WHITE LOVE 
(out of sddi hammo) 

S OME day a white feast I will hold, 

When I am white through being old, 
And over my soul have built a height 
Of speculation marble white, 

Towering holiness, and bright prayer; 
Whereunder I at last shall dare 
To entertain all secretly 
My desire; yea, there shall be 
Goblets white as that body of thine. 

And white as thy spirit shall be the wine. 


THE NIGHTINGALE 
(from the old ENGLISH REDDLE) 

I THROUGH my throat the thronging melodies 
Delicately devising in divers moods, 

Let my little breath lavishly chime, 

Still the bestower of unstinted song. 

Of old to all men my evening enchantment 

Brings blissful ease; they, when I bind them 

With my thrilling sweet troubles, enthralled in their houses 

Lean forward, listening. Learn now my name 

\Vho cry so keenly, such quivering glee 

Pealing merrily, and pour such musical 

Ringing welcome to returning warriors. 


THE STREAM’S SONG 

TVyrAKE way, make way, 
You thwarting stones; 
Room for my play, 

Serious ones. 
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Do you not fear, 

0 rocks and boulders, 

To feel my laughter 

On your grave shoulders^ 

Do you not know 
My joy at length 
Will aU wear out 
Your solemn strength^ 

You will not for ever 
Cumber my play, 

With joy and a song 

1 clear my way 

Your laith of rock 
Shall yield to me, 

And be canned away 
By the song of my glee 

Crumble, crumble, 
Voiceless things. 

No faith can last 
Tliat never sings 

For the last hour 
To joy belongs, 

Tlic steadfast pcnsli. 

But not the songs 

■^’et for a while 
TIi\%art me, O boulder:, 

I need for laughter 
Your senous shoulders 

And itlicn mj singing 
Has rared >ou quite, 

I sliall hn\c lost 
Half ni> delight 
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ELIZABETH’S SONG 

S HINING white clouds in the cherry trees tangled, 
And over the orchard snowing; 

Silver ^vild cherries on the hill-side spangled, 

And bright among bronze oaks blowing: 

So white, so bright, so fragrantly 
Heart’s delight blossoms in me. 

Swallows come back to their endless careering 
In love and in finest feather; 

Swerving down, close to the co\s'5lips nearing, 
Then high in the golden weather: 

In air so bright, wth such a flight. 

Dances on rvings my heart’s delight. 


EPITAPH 

Q m, you should notice me; I am the Man; 

I am Good Fortune: I am satisfied. 

All I desired, more than I could desire, 

I have: everything has gone right with me. 
lafe was a hiding-place that played me false; 

I croucht ashamed, and stUl was seen and scorned 
But now I am not seen. I was a fool, 

And now I know what rifisdom dare not know: 
For I know Nothing. I was a slave, and now 
I have ungovemed freedom and the wealth 
That cannot be conceived: for I have Nothing. 

I lookt for beauty and 1 longed for rest. 

And now I have perfection: nay, I am 
Perfection; I am Nothing, I am dead. 



INTERLUDES 



TO 

CATHERINE 



THE NEW GOD A AHRACLE 


PERSONS 

MAROARETj a Pnoccss, tumcd Christian 
A PRINCE, suitor for Margaret "I 

THE KINO J ^ 

PLACE In Paynim, on the extreme coasts of the world 
Margaret's Room 

MARGARET \alone, singing to her harp]. 

Too soothe and mild your lowland airs 
For one whose hope is gone 
I’m thinking of a httlc tarn. 

Brown, very lone 

J Would now the tall swift mists could lay 
Their %vct grasp on my hair, 

And the great natures of the hills 
Round me friendly iverc. 

In vain ' — For taking hills your plains 
Have spoilt ray soul, I think , 

But would my feet were going down 
Towards the broivn tarn’s brmk 

Is this a sin^ Sure no one but my heart 
Can tell Uic trutli of my longing for the tarn 
Best pray again, perhaps, I am tired of prayer. 

\The Prince comes in 

MARGARET You ' — 

AVhy arc ^oii in my pns-aej ^ 
pRiNCr Sweet, pardon; 

Your Pither gave me leave to )ou. 

MARGARET. He hxv 

Invented a new plague then, vou? 
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PRINCE. 

I love you- 

MARGARET. 


the new god. a miracle 

He knows 


And he looks to work your love 
Upon my soul tormenting, as he swears 
To work his wheels and pincers on my flesh? 

PRINCE. The fierce old man your father spake me then, 

Not sweet maid Margaret. Why are you gro%vn 
Unkind to love? I come to take you hence. 

Soon as I heard the King to this sad isle 
Had forced you, hastily and alone I followed. 

O, I win never use horse so again! 

And I was wondering, aU. the time I rode, 

How I could bear to cripple him, my best. 

But there was nothing in mine ears but wings 
Of a buzzing fear, and I was stung in the soul 
Poisonously by a breese, infecting me 
To fever with its fed offal, — noisome talk, 

Rank common news of you, — dear Heaven, of you 1 
Of your new faith, and of your dungeoning here, 

Your father’s loathing; but the worst was, none 
For certain knew whether the shivering death. 

The only thing alive in these rotten fens, 

Had laid his nasty hand on you. But now 
You’Ll come with me out of this misery. 

Nature lies down a lazar here; the air 
Is rank with her disease, and the brass sun 
Cannot be virtuous to the sodden land. 

All day there is no little noise of life, 

The green is only wickedness of a fester. 

You are of the hills: will you not see how wrong 
To give such a life as yours to the waste swamp? 

MARGARET. What help for me? Is not this my father’s house? 
PRINCE, Yes, and an ill one! As I took the broken causey, — 
That seemed a mouldering spine across the marsh, 

An old thrawn death, unsepulchred, of a dragon, — 

In the half-light the low unshapen heap 
Lookt like a sleeping effet in his form 
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Among the hfeless bogs, hating the world, 

Immemonally alone, — the son, I thought. 

Of these green bones I tread on, a dull sea moaned 
Along the mudflats, as he yearned m dreams 
To be less loathly These earth-budded walls 
Keep not the evemng fogs out, but they crawl 
Through crevices and dim the candle flames. 

And hang hke agmsh dreams about your bed 
O, are you shivermg'^ Am I too late^ 

Come back with me to the salt sunny sands. 

The upland winds, the rams, and valley mists. 

And pmes 

MARGARET You could have moved me once 
PRINCE Not now^ 

Did that ivnld wizard whom your father kiUed, 

Who taught you how to make his love turn hate. 

That Christian whose loose lore is so unkind. 

Teach you to hate the earth, — ^larch-woods when spnng 
Flings on them sudden green, and the high heaven 
Is blue behind? — or plough-fields when the share 
Turns the good-smelhng sod^ or apple-orchards? 

Or to hate lovc^ 

MARGARET Yes, to hatc love and lovers 
But not the earth, I think And sometimes longmg 
Will eome upon me for the open air. 

For sunbeams which no rotting vapours sivarm, 

For starry mghts, — grey statures here of fog, 

Widi held-up arms, guesst by Uie isaving sleeve. 

Stalk round die house all night, whose monstrous breathing 
Kills diose wcak-llamcd lamps Often the quags 
Call mtli a doleful voice, or shake as though 
Somcislnt bcncatli diem stirred — But sou, if all 
AVho ought to los’c me hatc, sshy do you lovc'^ 
riUNCE Have you no mirror’ 

MARGARET. Alos, IS It tint’ 

PRiNcn Conic with me noss 1 Into the hills' 

SIAROARET. The hills' 
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(I thank thee, God 1)— No, friend, and no. But you, 

Get you among the upland health of our hills. 

That lift above the surface of earth’s sound. 

Where the stream’s trouble seems a kind of quiet, 

And news of lowland life break up on the cliffs. 

Sheer rampired down to the meads, to nothing more 
Than spray of noise, so thin, — ^the valley’s mowing, 
Sheep-washing, a white stir, sound weaker there 
Than when a breeze, like a spent bird, his wings 
Shuts, and setdes upon the whinberries 
And ligs there, a caress. And take this with you — 

I love you not, and I loathe having loved. 

Now go, and quickly. Why does he not go? 

PRINCE, Will you not hear my sorrow first? 

MARGARET. I knOW it,— - 

Love, and love forsworn, and love unquit, 

And love again. 

PRINCE. Ay, there is that for me, 

But therewithal another and a greater. 

MARGARET. Greater? 

PRINCE. ILend me your harp. Have you forgot, 
Margaret, how pleasandy we spent odr love? 

MARGARET. I pray you not remember it. 

PRINCE. This only. 

We had a charm against the common life, 

That — as a pedlar weary v ith tfir 
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Is set amid new matters where I go 
Starless and fooled; as if on a mountain side 
Mist took away the hght, and the ground began 
To hve beneath my feet and writhe, and boulders 
Knew how to move, and with a soundless gait 
Wcilkt hulkmg through the gloom So shall I be 
In this tale of the endmg of the Gods 
Yet hear me through It is of you besides, 

[He toJces the harp, and speaks upon his playing of it, 
looking to Margaret 

I saw you first m the wet pnmrose-month, 

With thm white dress and yeUow chngmg hair. 

You seemed to move through the warm drenching ram 
A cloud shd out of the dawn to roam the hills. 

Forgetting to melt its fleece to shower-drops. 

Still weanng sun it caught an hour agone 

Gods ' that was a maid ye might have loved 

\Vhen you ivere young-limb’d, — then, for noiv no more, 

I think, for you is pour’d deathless hquor 
When, crowned ivith festival, the brotherhood 
Of Gods carouses, and Fate bears the wane 
Till m each beaker bnmimng witli red darkness 
Coils and shakes a spirit of golden bght. 

Immortal youth, caught from an early sun 
(Doivn on to earth the fragrance of the spilth 
Stoopt, and as fire takes hold upon the silver. 

Youth of the Gods did take that early world. 

And the air tasted of Hcai'cn’s hohday ) 

But the slave Fate who serves Gods, hating them. 

Visited tlic lean Hours in that cave 

^Vherc tlie Gods kept them mewed, brewing ofTiinc, 

And found them huddled to their witch-work, bought 
Tlicir service, promising thc> should pour out all 
The miscliicf in their urns of bitter ^cars 
Upon the innocent world. From them he fetched 
Skill’d poison, phial’d cunning, wise dhasler, 

Stronger than kind of Gods, and with this stcs\ 
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Hemlockt the wine of Heaven, gave tlicm drink 
Age unawares, managing all their ncr\^cs. 

Unfitting for rule. Out of their blue halls, 

Out of the morning and the roofless air, 

Out of their ample kingship, they must slink 
Into a burial dark and shameful, far 
From the sun’s mastery, and the stare of day. 

Thickets of stars, and windy plains of sky, 

Where slope space reaches the lower lifclcssncss; 

Deep overwhelmed in some deaf pond of dull 
Inactive element, that stagnates close 
Against the old and still uncleaned disorder, 

"V^ere the thick cold and shmc of ungencratc dark 
Glues up immortal sense and ken dmne; 

. Often their drowned agony shall heave 
Large sobs from under, till the shoulder’d pit 
Plunges, the blind cumber of the useless mire; 

Unpitied doom; there shall no sight win through 
The blear confusion of that dune to find 
Their deathless dying, nor trust in them, men’s prayers. 
Gome to therr low disease, — ^without a heed 
In that forgetful delf swallow’d. Only, 

When with a golden footing on the seas 
Srunmer goes forth, and tranced waves follow her, 
Talking their wide blue meanings at her heels 
Murmurous, or lift white kisses to her ankles, 

Now for the morning fisher-fleet that rows 
To take the fi’eak-backt mackerel, an acre 
Threshing with plenty, silver’d with playing sides. 

It shall not be for ease amid the toil 
Of oars and seine to join in the old round, 

Lifting their thoughts to the xmlabour’d ones: 

‘Sing, brothers, sing; for in the middle bay 
The gannet stoop upon the sflly crew; 

Behind the shoal the leaping porpoise prey. 

And we shall hawl a many fish to-day; 

But this large weather the Gods share with you; 
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Be happYj for the good Gods are happy too ’ 

Not Juncj but the black nether ■winter is 
Henceforward the Gods’ long season Spring, 

The same young mad amazement, shall begin. 

But there will be a ■want in Aprils now, 
i^d when the neighbours greet, it is not thus 
Are not the Gods doivn here to-day? You know 
There is no greenness up in Heaven, they say 
But it IS best, these days, even if one 
Have the dawn for a place, and the ■wmds for roads. 
To be afoot on grass And I dare swear 
The cuckoo-flower down m my water-meadow 
Has made a test of whiteness for the side 
(In Heaven unquesoon’d) of a goddess young 
And sec the hght upon the coivshp-brede^ 

One of our worships hath his deity 

Put off there, for that beauty seemed enough 

Endowment for one bemg, what makes a god 

They have, the flowers, he’ll take it back ere noon. 

Meantime, ’tis in my field Ay, all the herb 

Is fresh from the treadmg of some hohness ’ 

But no such ■visiUngs now, and wc shall know 
Dimly ’us ill ivith the Gods Yea, though tlie hutch 
And stifle of their piteous school lies where 
Our day shows but a htUc cloudy wheel. 

Their gnef shall come between die sun and earth, 

A hint of shame dissolved m die golden hght. 

And soon our prayers, into die jards of Heaven 
And awning-cooIUi that flatters o’er diem coming 
With reverences ready, are taken Uicrc 
In dcsolateness, come whimpering back to us, 
Uncntcrtaincd, for no blithe spcccli of the Gods 
Heard dicy along die passages of Hcav cn 
And if some, bold wath the niudi need thc> carr), 
Search and cry for die Gods, they’ll find them fought 
AVith sickness, held down ns if knelt upon, 

Over their beauty Intcful iJ-tiii wniicn 
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Slandering —ay, that beauty which aloft ^ 

Crowned the world’s beauty striving up like fire 
Away fiom coals and dross, till in the Gods 
To pure flame won, golden, not mixt with time: 

That beauty killed and turned to dingy tarnish. 

Whose were the arms that late managed the sun. 

The hands that could have jarred the starry gear? 

The Gods’ ? but soon they’ll have too weak a scope 
To daunt the plagues sordid like flies about them. 
Destiny is an older thing than Gods: 

When that blind power abhors them, they are naught. 
So now; and from her house in the night she has 
Let loose the living storms there denn’d, imcaged 
The wings of blights, unstabled pests of demons, 
Enlarged new spawn from out the breeding deep, 

All to harm the good Gods. See you not now. 
Watcher on Heaven’s tower, dun afar off 
Strange horrible weather smoking into the light, 

The muster of her swarms? ’Tis she has sent 
A siege to Heaven, vext already and scared: 

Flights of insolence, pester of wild ghosts, 
Tongue-still’d over the waUs with moony stare 
To gnarl upon the session of blencht Gods, 

Ring their fear with a hedge of gleeful faces, 

Mocking silently. This is for Heaven; but earth 
Has too their practice, as that some in flesh 
Must sheathe the broad destruction of their vans. 
Fold up the hovering of fledge iron noise, 

Case their claw’ d hatred smoothly, lodge in souls 
Human their purposes. And one, the worst 
Whelpt in the cellars of destiny’s lone house. 

Chose this slim beauty, wherein our quick Truth 
More native than in sunlight seemed, this girl 
As shed for his rough horror. Who dare think 
Her voice now does to cover a fiend’s bleating? — 
That body which I love so well is now 
An inn of villainy for Gods and men? 
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Ah, Gods I Last year perhaps a certain scorn 
Took you, when leaning o’er men’s busmess 
Down from your biulded pnvacy How blame 
The poor deluded Gods, so whoUy at ease? 

But now there is a labour and a sweat, 

Pantmg, despair, ready for you, — a hunt 
Now strainmg at you, soon to be unleasht, 

Gaped throats, fangs unhpt, many-footed fear 
Here ’s one \vill clap her hands, here ’s one wall laugh 
At that day’s sport, when from the opened gloom — 

The low, slough-moated mews of natures bad — 

Out of their famme leapmg come Fate’s dogs 
To pull down Gods in the white day, for still 
Some keen permitted Evil o’ertakes Good. 

The kenncUed Evil howls and hungers long, 

But Good at last is thrown among the jaivs 
As carrion to be scavenged up by Evil, 

And the wincmg air (so rumour’d of that greed) 

Peals to beast-laughter Here ’s one wall laugh isaili Evil 
Ah, but my heart, my heart, is it so welP — 

These hides, mudded from lairs in die bottom-w’orld. 
Pitching a tented doom round Heaven towai 
Of wacked reck, diat throws, so ivadc it is, 

A taw'ny malady on the -white streets^ — 

These sisaft clemm’d curses ha\ang leave to hound 
Divinity? — they all enlargement get. 

But cover IS the thing for Gods, to w horn 
All quesUon is the day, unanstvcrablc. 

Wniich of them ever thought to ha\ c a need 
Of Death? — die famous frequent roads he hadi made 
Dowaiwards, the gates that shut out noise, — a jest 
In Heaven ‘Not for us,’ they said, and still 
The darkness Death has built around lus rest 
Is nowhere hinged for them, and die mam roads, 

So straight and casj trodden of us men. 

Slide from the feet of Gods, bcwildcmieni; 

No .alle> goes to refuge from the niouths; 
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Only for them is shelter in the wide 
Flat unseen marches of nonentity, 

The unmeasured place, where Wisdom never comes, 
And Power sickens, failure, and all unhealth; 

To lodge with half-made things, forgotten stuff 
That should be dead but lives unkind, emde fleshes 
Unkneaded into form, or if in form, 

Infamous, ribaldries of the Power that makes. 

They are among tlie vermin, none so worthless 
As these new sins, the Gods; themselves unchanged, 
But that unsensed outer Mood, beyond 
This roimd of caused things (yet all within 
As air is m the flame), changed. The event 
Of its Existence flows away from them, 

A tide pouring into new Law, and they 
Are left behind, shipwreckt in the dark, 

Sunder’d from any voice of the living waters, 

Deserted by their holiness, sifted out, 

Drained off like lees, they who once were Heaven, 
Become suddenly bad and the waste of die world. 
Given to the unspeakable murder of old hell. 

And nevermore their hair shall feel the stir 
Of fellowly winds, nor see they blue again. 

But Fate, en&anchis’d from the Gods’ good rule. 
Now gets to work. Now what the Gods would make 
Of Man shatters, the subtle singleness, 

The new rare thing their skill, spanning all life, 

Had sometimes won from its diverseness, as we 
From many wires a tune; and though Man stopt. 

In divine memories had linger’d on 
That wonder of humanity, at last 
A just psaltery, toucht into a song. 

Fate with malicious fingers breaks the intent, 

And ’tis enough for him if the poor ado 
(So close to the dirt now) of life’s multitude 
Make him a foolish, cruel, useless game. 

Destiny made all bad, ugly the Gods 
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Game, and with craft fashion’d her thought to good, 

Earth and men’s nnnds, they go, these Gods, and all 
Slips back to its old rankness, earth and men’s mmds 
And does this gladden Miirgaret^ — she whose eyes. 

As open pools, m the grey hour before 
Mommg, expect the day and wait, assured. 

To have their patient ken fill’d up with blue — 

'* Waited for wonder and the fearful joy 
When she should meet One at a nding’s turn 
Long known in worship darkly, while the green wood. 
Sacred of Hun like burning, thrilled and glowed 
A temple of emerald flame around — But then. 

That curst old man, that Christian 1 

• [He drops the harp 

Ah, Margaret, 

Although your use is to turn mankmd from gods, 

I yet must love you Ay, now I see you here 
Pale, slender, hunger-eyed, m this mean room, — 

Ah, what hath blent the mormng in your eyes? — 

My love is fiercer groivn Come to me, love 1 
Although you hate my gods, remember love 
Margaret Remember love’ Ah, but when I left you 
Tlierc was something rended in my breast, that sUll 
Aches, — as you know a ivound that has catcht cold 
Will keep all nerves astretch upon sense, quivering 
In subtle shifting harmonies of pain 
So that rude snatclx did play upon my licart-stnngs, 

And stdl they tremble to the same dull tunc, 

And sull the same loud pain is going through me 
But yet I may not hate my grief They say 
God loves a soul all anguish 
rruNCE Docs he so'^ 

Loves he mine then, think jou^ — and bchke 

When he has gotten lordship wide enough 

He’ll make the viorld all anguish, and then love it? 

Is It a good thing to be loved by him’ 

And when he Ins finisht hunting our poor Gods, 
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And when his hounds, his pack of merciless Hours, 

Have got them down, he’ll love them in their pain? 

This is a god to worship, who loves anguish ! 

MARGARET. Why do you stay here? 

PRINCE. 1 must have your love. 

I win not take your mild unheartfclt No. 

There is an insane thing struggling in me, — 

I know it not, but it is stronger than I. 

MARGARET. There ’s many more will love you, for you arc 
(Forgive me, God>) most beautiful. For me, 

I have a lover — ^but you would not understand. 

Enough I cannot love you. Go, beseech you. 

PRINCE ^Vhat is this smoke that in the moonlight sw ims, 
So hampering the air with pleasantness? 

Its silvered fragrance fills the room. 

MARGARET. My praycrs 

Just ended. Incense my master gave me. 

And bad me use it of an evening so. 

PRINCE. O maidenly cunning! ’tis some lusty herb 
You burnt What ’s this it ’s doing to my love? 

You knew it maddened like this? — 

MARGARET. \Vhat? Leavc me. 

PRINCE. Aha, I see. Indeed I lackt in this. 

My love was clean; youTd have it luxury? 

’Twas done, was it not, lest I should be too slow? 

Your coy denials are to prick it on? 

If this is of your master’s teaching, sure 

He had some knowledge beside of heavenly things. 

What, you do mean mere lewdness? — 

Well, I am changed. Come, yield thee, then, 

MARGARET. Go, PrUlCC, 

Before I curse thee for thy beastly words. 
pRmcE. Come, girl, enough. You see I take your wish. 
I’ll do it, and then loathe you for ’t. Or — go? 

Ay, to the dark old King. This matter is, 

I see, for him to know. For as we talkt 
I somehow felt there was a thing kept hid 
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Behind his mannerly speech And suddenly 
It tare the curtain of his sorrowful words, 

The unkind inhabitant of his nature, lookt 
Into mine eyes impudent, ay, and gleeful. 

As if it had foimd a means for its device 
And, as the hag is like the maid, a face 
Burnt in the joys of fiendish chps, that crime 
Was hke what once was love for you In truth 
The horror I saw sitting in his mmd 
Then quite o’cr-came my ivit to grasp, for I 
Never before had seen a father’s hate. 

And knew it not Now its mtent I sec, 

This, — you have skilfully cheated lum you make 
Much of your chastity therefore most glad 
Were he if you dishonoured were But now. 

It seems you are not qmte so mcc as he 
Reckoned The shame he would have forced on you 
You have already wreakt upon yourself 
And yet perhaps I do him wrong I am 
Dismayed, my reason thrown, shamefully caught 
In your fine wckedness, walily noosed and lasht. 

And tile wse doors he kept outrage behind 
(The squinting lechery of snouts and manes) 

To starve, and put crazed faces to the gnds. 

Set wde; and jails of filtliy-gcstunng thoughts 
Go loud through my brain, speaking tongues of hell. 

As you would have Uicm, setting me on to do 
Bcastlmcss kVait you here I fetch tlic King 
To him look innocent of your hopes 
MARCARirr \f-ncelsl No! 

Fetch not my father here' Is this your lo\c’ 

PRINCE Wicthcr ’tis lo\T or hatred nou I 1 now not, 

Wliai care you’ Lust is the thing for -j ou [H< fiots 

stARCARET Hear me, O God 
I has c been lesson’d all imperfectly 
In tliy saint knowledge, for the} killed the man, 

Hombl) killed the ucak old man -who brought 

c 
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News of thee here, ere he could kindly lead 
My limping wit into thy council-place. 

All I have learnt of thee is, I am thine 

(My father hates me for it). Art thou not mine? 

Strangely thou doest all thy purposes, 

Little the mention I have heard of thee; 

But is it not mishkely for thy weal 
That I have beauty? 

When I was heathen, I thought it good; but now 
Take it from me, O God ! Send now thy power here. 
Or smely thou and I be sorely used. 

In all this place we twain are quite alone, 

And many are against us. Well for us 
It were, if thou couldst make me laidly now. 

Is it not easy for thee to spoil thy work? — 

Sluice on my beauty shame, and ugly scalds; 

Or change me altogether, turn this body 

Into a strangeness, make me mixture, laughter, — 

But pardon this wld talk; I am unhinged. 

Pardon that then fear jumpt upon my will 
And rode it down, so that I cringed my knees 
That once I sware only to thee should crook. 

Only in this thing have me in thy heed, 

Undo the strictness which the slow-skill’d years 
Use in their duty, and all harms they have 
Set by for me, now and at once unloose 
Banded upon me, confusing this young flesh, 
Unsettling from its many keeps my beauty. 

Am I not loved enough for this? O then 

rid have thcc vToth, so thou bruise out my beauty. 

Ay me, I fear — O God, I loved him once — 

O swift, swift, my part done, thine yet remains; 

Do some horrour upon me, send some worm 
or eager malady to crawl my skin 
Tracking, or blow unclcanncss on it, of sores 
Or vile obliterating rash, furfair 
Stiff in a Clark mask. Hear me, O God ! 
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GOD speaks 
I hear thee. 

MARGARET Is it God 

Speaks words strangely into me, larger than aught 
My knowledge took before, and without sound? 

GOD I liave been listening all this while, my fnend 

MARGARET Givc me somc other shape, that to this pnnee 
I be not lewdness nor a drunkenness 
Makmg him brutishly insult on thee 
I ivould no longer be thus dangerous. 

Thus beautiful 

OOD. Simple this prayer is, smelhng s\seet to me, 
Tlierefore I take it and begin my prawer 
Yea, I will largely let thee out of here. 

Of being beautiful, otherwise tinng tlicc 
Thou shalt appear as God, and the glory of God 
These two, when they shall look upon tliy form, 

Shall be alone when I unmake the rs'orld 
The appearance of the cartli shall fad to them. 

And tlic great sides of the world flinch and crack open. 

Spilling my glory out of its splittcn hidings 

I now put off tlie nature of die isorld 

For long enough have I been matter, speed 

And business of forces, place and time. 

The roomy play of motes Uirough die mdc stress 
Of fine tense ether, budding minds and worlds 
But suddcnl> the whole kind of things appears 
Like scale upon die molten Real, soon 
Riving apicccs, ninning, all iinflxt. 

Out of dimension into God And this 
Eternity, scattered w iih starrj’ troubles, 

Becomes a firth of glorj, till again 
I am a deed, a strength wielding stuff. 

And out of die tide liftcdi another shore 
So shalt thou look, for I wall lend dice all 
M> latter anger Then the orderly stars 
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Shall be a tmnvat of small crass, a scurf 
Worn for an instant by the fire divine; 

And all the many powers of the world 
A spray like smoke driven before my face. 

God, when all the multitudinous flow 
Of Being sets backward to him; God, when He 
Is only Glory, is before these two; 

And nowhere is there aught but God and these. 

They are not safe. When no identity 

Can be outside my state; when mind, nor sun, 

Nor commonalty of suns, nor oldest fate, 

But disarrangeth, mixing into Me; 

Loose as a flame all fastened surety; 

They are not separate: their confined seifs 
Shall burst their bands and squander into naught; 

For all \mtimely here these two shall come 
Alone into the doom, the present God. 

THE PRINCE Iwithoutl. Now, thou innoceut foxery, weeping, 
art thou? 

Take heart, I am not gone; 

But since thy wish is so, (for the sorrowing king 
Tells me the naughty warlock taught thee lusts) 

For thee I will be foxil, and do a thing 
Detestable to me yesterday. — ^Besides, 

It is not Margaret, only a fiend 

That wears her flesh. \He comes in. 

This is strange here; 

Gan I exist as well as Holiness? 

I? — I have forgotten what was 

There is no more a thing that saith, 1 am; 

There is nought to take my senses working. — ^Death, 

I hope; I am abominable here. [A pause. 

THE KING [without]. It should be done by now. I gave him 
drink 

Mctheglin spiced with hot infamous drugs. 

I mingled in her foolish incense too 
Powders that wake wild lust: the air is well 
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Infected, — ^yet he left her safe untoucht 
The first time now I thmk she is tamed indeed — 
Laughable was it how the ■wicked steam 
Workt m his blood — [He comes in 

A spell ! O that a craft, 

Made of loose evils outside Nature, should 

More excellent than Nature be 

The curst thing uses me as sun a vapour, — 

Curse thee, and this almighty HeU leagued with thee 
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Two tramps: a. Woman and her blind Son^ a simply- 

MOTHER. No further, child, to-night; your mother s tired. 
And your blind feet have stumbled more than once. 

Here ’s firing, a rare lot of withered gorse. 

SON. Good; I think fire never puts such cheer 
Into his flames as when he ’s gorse to bum. 

MOTHER. My soul, this is a sad way we are going; 

I should be imderground by rights, I think; 

The woman ’s dead in me these many years, 

And it 's a cold thing to carry in your heart. 

I’ Id as lieve my flesh were trapt under this stone 
As start again to-morrow the old gate; 

But it would need to be a heavier one 
To keep me still and smothered down, if death 
Got me before Td found my man. Ah well, 

One more day nearer. — If my hate would learn 
Patience I O, be satisfied, my disease, 

You shall have better food than this old heart; 

And drink not all my life, you lime-hot hate; 

Tlicrc ’s a trough prepared somewhere against your thirst, 
Brimming, and then lap your fill. — ^Here, my son, 

Ixt me make sure again of your arms’ strength: 

Ay, these arc proper cords; and there’ll be need 
To take him firmly ivhen wc find him, child. 

Active he is and tall and beautiful 
And a wild anger in him. — Sec here, boy, 

M\ throat’s Im throat; take it as you will his, 

No, tighter, tighter, where’s your strength? Ah 

'O-:. O motiier, did I hurt you? 

Simple lad, 

^ on weren’t half cruel enough; you barely brought 
Tne red flames into my eyes this time at all. 
t.) but it 's good, tile grip you have, and good 
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To fed it on me, try the pains of those 
Who strangle, they ivill be hts some day 
SON Mother, don’t let us have more of this game. 

There ’s somethmg gets into my fingers, dear, 

When I begin to press and feel you breathe 
Difficultly why inll you make me hurt you^ 

MOTHER. Practice for you, and practice for my hate 
To trust your grip You know not what a penl 
Your hands must deal with, doubts keep stinging me 
Whether you have the smews to make quiet 
That danger of a man — And he escapes us ! 

We go too halt Yet there ’s scant doubt he knows 
We’re after him, sure he is afraid 
And sleeps not well of mghts. Mamed too 
Belike these twenty years, — curse her, the \wtch 
Son, am I mad'^ 1 wonder if I’m mad 
SON They say so, mother Now I’ve lit the fire, 

\Nffiat arc wc going to cat? 

MOTHER Yes, MC must cat, 

You to keep strength and I to keep my wts 
Something might hap to-morrow I’ll go beg 
At doors, and if I fail (it ’s darkening) steal 
SON Ho, fire ’s m a friendly mood to-mght 
That gypsy' tvoman said tlicrc iv-as a league. 

Didn’t she, mother, between me and fire’ 

Hark at him pumng when I stroke his nbs, 

Docs he not play to bite my hand? She said 
His flames, if I sat and waved my Iiands for him, 

\Vould follotv and lick after Uicm, and if 
I raised them as to hit him, dicy would flinch 
Is It true, mother? — but I’m sure it ’s true 
Mother, ha\ c wc bhnd souk’ 

MOTHER ^\’hat is it to tmi 

If you ha\c soul or no? AH you arc for 
Is, when the time comes, and I tell you grip lum, 

To get the life in his throat under your hands. 

And use your thumbs 
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But is not soul a kind 
Of hungriness? Because if so, 1 have some. 

MOTHER. What good ’s that to you? O the child you arc. 
I had a soul once; it was a poor thing 
To this fierce master that now drives my flesh. 

Who ’s fed you all these years? 

SON. You, mother. 


SON. lOU, iiiuuici. 

MOTHER. Then 

Love me for it, and bum up all your thought 
To zeal like mine for this one deed of ours. 

I fear you’ll fail me. 

SON. Mother, that’s not kind. 

1 know that some one must be killed by me. 

And aU my lifetime we’ve been looking for him. 
When the time comes, here are my hands. It seems 
A simple thing; and in my head there ’s room 
For much beside. 


MOTHER. Who knows how lucky it is 

That in your body grown to such a manhood 
Your mind is still a child? — my poor blind child 1 
SON. Are you rested, mother? But it does not sound 
Quite dark yet, so it ’s no good, I suppose, 

You going to the farmyards. Are you sure, 

Mother, you’U know him? 

MOTHER, I vdll know him, son. 

Never you fret. There ’s not his like in the world. 

You mustn’t let him speak though, for I fear 
The sleeping habit of my tears. 

SON. Let me alone for that. Give me his throat. 

And slim the words must be to sliver peist 
The collar I’ll have round it. 

MOTHER \to herself 1. Ah no, God, not like this. It must have 
been 

Wicked to you, that long-dead love of mine. 

That it bore so unkindly. Will you not now 
Relent at last, and give my boy to hate? 

It ■will be vile, if your delivering up 
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His father to these hands, so rare a man, 

Be not thus changed from impiousness, nor made 
Holy with a fierce nghteousness of hate, 

Hhm to divide from usage of his breath, 

I know you have warned death fiom him, that his son, 
The mmtmg of his passion on the world, 

A love he has forgotten, may be found 
The mischief of his life, his own ivild youth 
Standmg up formed against him, given hands 
To pluck him out of going on m the hght, 

A wrong he did grown big to do him wrong 
Will you come so near justice, and yet miss^ — 

Can you not hate him, child^ It must be you 
Wlio do it, not merely I through you — 

Vain, this there is no end to your father’s guilt 
He It was maimed your sense and reason, to spoil 
The rightness of this work How is it right 
That you should kill him when you hate him not^ 

Yet as It falls, so must it, for I think 
My purpose ivill not now leave go my life, 

I have It for a nature, and my law 

When you were bom, it took me, and your groi\ di 

Delighted it, not me There never iias 

Joy in a mother’s heart at your great strength. 

Those were no mother’s tlianks I gave to Heaven 
Tliat you were thewed so well, but a great praise 
Because I knew God signed my \ engcance witli you 
Yet there is mother in me — ^Ali, child, child. 

How near my bitter suckling of >"00 seems 
Often I lookt that )Ou iiould cry to draw 
Tlic throbbing fire shut in my breasts, and yet 
Always you took it as it liad been milk 
But none the less I knew, sorron and guilt 
Were all I had to feed my innocent Mth 
Tlic crudest thing isiis, how jou smiled at me 
And never wept tliat I should gne jou drink 
Unnatural lawless nourishment, despair 
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Was it not harsh as brine to taste?— but you 
Delighted in it and thrived, my poor blind babe. 
You do not hear. What arc you rapt upon? 

SON. mat, motlicr? O, that little girl rvc met 
At midday I was thinking of. You know 
bhe let me put my hands upon licr head: 

What a wonderful loveliness tliat is of liair,— 
jolt, smooth, delicious as the smell ofgorsc 

“'wins H'rougl) your fingers 
etter than water. Hair— yes, it would be 

A nature, I suppose, between sunshine 

Worrir^^'’ f ^ neithcr.-Therc must be 

Words equal to the loveliness of hair; 

If I could find them! Golden, do they say^ 

been mad; 

Why isn’t vour T'* ' r? eyes. 

The r^oo my feeling knew 

A heart as wonderingly. 

A wl if it missed 

That’s'\l^ ^itould have found therein. 

mother f°lks a soul? 

Thy vengeance do “d 

SON. 

Whaf- arr. n 1- r ’^he ugly beast, 

To take had she 

Bep-ernr ^ h^h* out of my hands ^ 

If mawlers on my darlmg’s head^^— 

mother. ■ . 

Who took awav 1^’ hate her 

The work we W simpleton? 

For demons will not would be rare 

That frigrenT^ ” a“?™ “nch. 

8 me. And tt was your father did it! 
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SON Mother, how dose these trees are overhead, 

Yet by their speech they are grown Are they askew? 
MOTHER Ay, poor old trees, nght thrawn they are They know 
The north-west wnds demand a posture of them. 

And fear the weight of \vild feet on their necks 
Spraming them, if they stood upnght again 
They are groivn used to stooping now, as I, 

Pulled mainly awry by long-served fierce desire. 

Have all my nature stramed from nghtness, fixt 
Crooked and nailed there, bending under my lust 
I am old wood there is no spring in me 
When this our murder no more burthenously 
Rides on my shoulders, but, as Tve bred it to, 

Spnngs from its tired seat at him I loved 
And fleshes there its greed, what will be then? 

There is no blessed straiglitening for me 
What is there for me? 

You life of mine, surely you -will not stay 
In this stale house, when your dear hate is gone 
To sleep beside his domg, filled and content? 

You’ll lack the comfort of his company. 

And the dim comers of the house will sUr, 

Rustling ivitli unseen hauntings, that ivcll know 
You are m dark, now that his eyes are gone 
The best thing you can do then is, unlatch. 

Go out of doors and wander, till you find 
In some large quiet place the sleep >ou want 
Son, mind tlie fire I’ll go get some food [She leaves him 
SON She’s talkative to-night I vender what 
This tiling IS that is in her? Some day, sure, 

She’ll ha\c a harm from it, it shakes her so. 

I ssTsh isc’ld come across that bad man soon 
And get it over, she worsens every montli 
Wll she turn bitter against me, do jou think, 

If we’re much longer meeting him? She’ll emre, 

I fear, and O it ’s cold within me, 

Tlunking the time im\ come she will not lo\c me 
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Why, it seems only a few days gone by 

Since she would mother me, witliout cause be kind; 

No wearying of my talk then! But I think 

All that was years ago. And what a way 

Of walking now she ’s taken to, -no songs. 

No lagging, scarce a word; just padding on 
As if we were escaping, or afraid. 

M these are like the leaves, that change their voice 

A l^cforc it comes. 

And if she turned against me ? O but I need, 

AIM^’ looltins, looking, 

yi day and every day and sUU not find him; 

Md when we do I’ll make my part aU right. 

^y. I m forgetting fire. What, are you mum? 

I know-.- 

;^e this hour best of aU the day; 

And sdT”® skin, the dark 

^e nft^ a’ sbcltcr bending down. 

I ve often thought, iff were tall enough 

Snrea^r band up, I should touch the soft 
P ead feathers of the resting flight of him 

btoopuig and holding shadow over us, 

Somp wings. It ’s plain to feel 

bi us. 

rp, . ^ . * ^3 hre, who mainly make 

^ be alone 

Whafar^ ^ ^ with you. 

What are you? There, I’m always asking that 

But I^Sheve flames for answer.' 

That once Cfreedor 

Under i«.w Of 
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Nothing that is not waiting for a chance 
Out of duty to shp, and give way madly 
To the old desire it has in it of joy, 

Standing up m a flame and telhng aloud 
That It IS fire and no more a shape 
The wonder is, when here some leaves and fiirze 
Have found the way to bum, the whole wde land 
Leap not up m a ivild glee of fire. 

For all the earth ’s a-tiptoe to join in 
Often I have to run and skip in a wnd. 

And then I seem to fiU the space of the world, 

So large in gladness It ’s the same thmg as lets 
Poor straw exult into a shoutmg blaze 
Hullo, here ’s a man 

A Tramp comes tn, with a fiddle 
tramp Kmd sirs, here ’s virtue for you Ha, that ’s gorsc 
You’re burning, ay, and ash Sirs, I have here 
The ivare that is of most worth in the world, 

A chance to be good, the wind ivas peddling it 
And would not take less than ray pndc for it, 

But ’tis to you free gift, — ^No, I’ll not take 

A penny for it Yours, sir, yours, and ivclcomc 

So let there be some cheer and fire to-night 

For an old crazy bhnd bad vagabond 

Here ’s pity come for you to entertain 

Ah, thank you for those kind words, good brother fire; 

Your fellow seems a cauUous man, — yet I’m 

A rung in the ladder up to Heaven — Look here. 

Tongues he, ’tis true But see my witnesses 
That never yet spake leasing Stand jou forth. 

Sirs my trowsers, and tesufy, true souls, 

You arc tlic breeks of Need, tlic vciy wear 

Of Pity ind RuUi, — no, tliat ’s wrong, Ruth ’s a lad) 

Honour my trow'sers, mister W'h) , old fire 

Knew them at once, and gaw: them, honouring, wirmdi. 

If an) one might be proud it’s fire, for he 
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Has heard God speaking, and is sib to Hell. 

A good-hearted fellow, fire, but blind; and some 
Think blindness a poor lot— as it were, affliction; 

It has crost my mind too. Well now, kind sirs. 

Do you believe my trowsers? That my name 
Is pity? (for no poor, no pity, you know.) 

Why, this is strange; I took you to be men, 

But by your speaking I perceive you all 

Are whales and cameleopards. Pray forgive me, 

Excellent neeks, I reverence your neckships. 

SON. Who are you? 

TRAMP. Save us, one has got man’s speech. 

You had done better, Spots, to have left alone 
This English; ’twill not help your browsings. But 
Who am I? — Saint Francis bad me to his wedding. 
Being the bride’s godfather. There, the Wind 
His brother and the Rain his sister took 
Such a strong liking to me, I’ll be hanged 
If they will leave me. O a virtuous pair 
No doubt; but she keeps crying down my neck 
And he ’s forever singing psalms, that now 
They almost bore me, and — don’t tell them, pray, — 

I wish they were not quite such faithful friends. 

But, who am I? Crazy I am and blind, 

Who once had wits and seeing. But now words. 
Words are all my comforts, words and brandy. 

Thank God for words, the best things he has made. 
SON. Blind am I, but better off than you: 

I never saw. 


TRAMP. What, bUnd? 

^ Your hand; ay, sure, that ’s a blind man’s hand. 

SON. First, old man, answer me. \He pins him by the arms 

Well, weU, 

There s no call for gripping me like that. 

SON. What colour are your eyes? 

u Blind, blind, 

Bhnd as the weather. 
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SON Was It you loved a girl 

tramp No, no, it ’s false You’ve given ear to slander 
SON I am glad Not yet, not yet Ah, I forgot. 

He ’s a taU seemg thewed man, not like this 
tramp. And I’m glad you’ve unclaw’d me What a clutch ! 
Now, will I give you a tune^ 

SON No 

tramp Thank the Lord; 

I needn’t scratch my cursed fiddle to-night 
For supper I suppose you’ve got some supper^ 

Lie there, my art. 

And a gouty devd quash you with his hoof. 

Although It ’s heart-strmgs I have stretched upon you 
To squeak out bawdry, which wdl get me brandy, 

And brandy makes the old words move again 
Like a bronze-hamesst soldiery that goes 
Sounding and sunht, treading marble roads 
SON Gan you skill words? 

tramp Not I, but by the Lord 

Words can skill me They’re a better drunkenness. 

And put your sorroivmg toes and unhappy heels 
And reproachful hams farther outside the doors 
Of sense, shut deaf to their clamouring of pains. 

Than any quart of brandy 
SON What arc words ^ 

tramp God’s love! Here ’s a man after my own heart, 

Wc must be brothers, lad I\Tiat, you’re not one 
Who thinks the soul a kind of chemistry. 

And words a slag it hides its working in’ 

\Vhat are words? Come, I’ve the speech to-night, tsc’Il talk 
In ivith you to my porcli, and I mil tcacli you 
Senous dungs Sit in my' mystery. 

And be uisc So first, Icam i\c the norld; 

Tlicn, climbing to more excellent knou ledge, learn 
Hou words arc things out-m.arvciling the world — 

Tlic world ’s a flame of the unquenching fire. 

An upuard-rnpturing unhindered flame, 
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Singing a golden praise that it can be, 

One of the joys of God the eternal fire. 

But than this soaring nature, this green flame. 
Largely exulting, not knowing how to cringe, 
God’s joy, there are things even sacreder, 

Words; ^ey are messengers fi:om out God’s heart, 
Intimate with him; through his deed they go. 


This passion of him called the world, approving 
All of fierce gladness in it, bidding leap 
To a yet higher rapture ere it sink. 

They have our souls for their glib travelling, 

Our souls, part of the grain of the burning world. 

And full of the very ardour out of God 

Come words, lit with white fires, having past through 

The fearful hearth in Heaven where, unmixt, 

Unfed, the First Beauty terribly bums. 

A great flame is the world, splendid and brave; 

But words come carrying such a vehemence 
Of Godhead, glowing so hot out of the holy kiln, 

The place of fire whence the blaze of existence rose, 

That dulled in brightness looks the world against them, 
Even the radiant thought of man. There be 
Who hold words made of thought. But as stars slide 
Through air, so words, bright aliens, slide through thought. 
Leaving a kindled way. 

SON. Ah, this is dark. 

I am not kind for them to travel through, 

These glories, words. Is there smoke to the world, 

As other flames have smoke? I’m that, behke. 

But O the emptiness sometimes within me, 

And I paining and striving after words 
To ease ray sorrowful dumb heart. — But you, 

They’ll come and go through you? Are they so fine? 
TRAMP. Talk they of angels? Never was there saint 
Heard mercy so soft spoken, felt such wise 
Pitying forgiveness in his closed communion. 

As 1 vc had fear and loathing in my heart 
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Scx)thed into calm by rmld blue-wearmg words 
Terrors'^ destnicbons? But for crimson wmgs, 

Garmented wrath, steel hammered and held for war, 

And feces set against ruth — no notmg town 
Prophet beheld shadowed by scathe of sivord 
Or ramed upon by coals, elate thereat, 

Had such a siege of seraphs awnmg it. 

As I’ve had campt around me, without cause. 

Beauty and terror hvened m words 

And I have known when that femed hohness. 

That word seemmg arrayed m cloth-of-silver. 

Love, has suddenly turned so evd a thmg. 

Devils were fools m ivickedness to it. 

And holdmg my soul numb m its cold look 
Has fascinated me to its own evd 
O boy, I’ve hved my misery and bhndness. 

Ay, and the death that ’s private in me now. 

Were thmgs for you to worship, could you but know 

What service ’twas I got them in, a war 

As old as HeU, stdl fightmg 

Where ’s this supper that you talkt about? 

I’m thirsty with this ratthng 
SON To-day, now, 

^Vc met a httle girl My straying hands 
Found out her head, — there went a thrill in me, 

I’d ojJcncd a new ^vay of being pleased, 

Her hair How I delighted all my feeling 
With touch of that strange fineness on my skin ! 

But aficr, memory of that dehght 

Wanted to put on ■words And 1 had none 

For it to live in, and it ached m me 

Have you got words to cure the heart, when longing, 

After there has been pleasure too mucli felt, 

Is like a twisted sutch about it^ 

TRA.MP Come, > ou’rc die speechless w orld. Singers \ ou has c 
Gwen >ou to interpret >our own souls 
To you, and put in tonguclcss mouths a song 
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Here’s one. Now, World, thou shalt be satisfied. 

Hot from my heart, made yesterday, is this; 

A friend of mine was hanged, and I got drunk, 

Whence this. Open your cars. Are you ready? 

[Twanging his fiddle-sirings. 

Heaven, lay your harps aside, and let Hell speak a bit. 

Ay, we all know you were good, and arc good, safe in Heaven; 
We hear you giving thanks therefor, but don’t you think 
time is 

That you thanktus for being bad, and trying out your holiness? 
What ’s good without temptation, and who could tempt but 
we, the bad? 

How did you come there, O you good ones, if not by resisting 
evil? 

Look at our pains barred over with gratings, and the throngs 
of your saviours, 

Look, and be ashamed of your bliss: for your good we arc 
here. 

We netted your godly paths, and made torments for you; 

We whipt you and rebuked you, for the Lord desired to sec 
you 

Practising faith and meekness, and deserving your reward. 
And it IS our doing, that you are free of Heaven. 

Gunmngly were we fashion’d, and put to a cunning use. 
Made to delight in pestering you, and blindly pleasuring 
To hound all those who could be good, not wise enough to 
know 

We blest you with our cruelties, maimed so that we could 
not tell 

You had our ignorant backs for stairs, leading you up into 
Heaven. 

We thought that wickedness was best, not masters of our 
thought; 

God had robbed us privately of the power and will to be 
good. 

We had given us wolves’ hearts, and the ruth of shrikes was 
in us, 
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Rats infecting cities with plague, and the swine that ate 
child’s flesh 

And aU that you unworthily might spend your pity and love. 
We were the hates forgiven of you, the lecheries you with- 
stood, 

We did you the injuries and scorns you blest us for 
Bound we were in prison, and you came and loved us there. 
Although you knew our hidden rrunds bitterly at work 
To pay you back with harm, when we got out again. 

We lay down with Evd, and followed him at meals. 

And when we came for alms to you, told you that we loved 
All good thmgs, and you beheved us, knowmg that we bed 
You could not rest from good, for we were goads pnckmg 
you on; 

The blossom of your holmcss needed our crimes for dung 
Like ivmds we howled about you, but all our loudness served 
Only to blow your smouldenng chanty mto a golden flame 
Are not we the nobler, the more honourable we^ 

You had an hour’s pain on earth, with certam Heaven at end; 
We have pains m Hell for ever, to get you into Heaven. 
Harp, ay, keep on harping, we know for why you harp. 

So that wc shall not be heard, the sacrificed for good — 

How ’s that, my lad? Hurrah for Hell ' 

Son But why^ 

tRAMp You simply. Hell did that 

SON It did not take me. 

Tramp O world, that ’s just your u.ay You sit a stock 
A\hcn new songs arc throivn at you, mumbling still 
Old idiocj’-, and Imng in your past 
But when I'm dead and rotten, ’ts\ill be then 
‘Yon was a poet if you like, a jockey’’ 

^Vhc^cas the truth is I am out of date 

Poor Morld, yours is the lass O l'\c liccn paid 

Wc Mho blink not for the sivung sword of Hca'cn, 

Wc with the calling danger in our blood, 

Gladdest of fighters under the sun, must be 

Our own paymasters, — I’se fought, and Iieen worstnl. 
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Matter for pride'. For I am one whose ears 
Seldom have not the din of the warring drums 
That troop the brave lusts and the crafty sins. 

The listed under the flags of our revolt 
Look not for wages: they affront defeat 
Who go against the seated force of the world 
That names itself eternal good and justice, 

And gets belief, since it knows how to punish. 

We have no knees for it; and let them shoot 
From their advantage on the walls of Heaven, 

The service of the Lord, their malice aimed, 

Their slingM war of sickness for our flesh 

And madness for our minds, we’ll stand upright 

And be ourselves, not good. Do you know me, boy? 

Am I hunger and rags to you? Fool, I have been 
One of the mutmy that attempts God 
And to take landing on the side of Heaven, 

For foothold on the slippery peril of wall 
Reaching and tearing at God’s sheer resentment, 

Still to be thrown down by the towering glass, 

A litter of upturned faces, gesturing 
Against the calm front of his Sabbath’s wall, 

The desperate height of shining builded scorn. 

This I have been; there is not in the land 
A surgeon but, examining me, would 
Tell you I speak the truth. However, here 
And now. I’m chiefly himger. Who was he 
Who first invented supper? I perceive 

The greatness of that man. [The mother has come back 

SON. Is that you, mother? 

MOTHER. We sleep hungry to-night. 

Who ’s this? 

TRAMP [bowing]. I greet you, woman of the house; 

I also greet the supper, though I smell none. 

MOTHER [fow], Michael, Michael? 

TRAMP . Where ’s that? — ^Lad, did you hear 

A girl’s voice speaking? — O my wits. 
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mother, Michael ’ 

I never thought of you as growing old 
■tramp The stuff they seU for brandy now-a-days ! 
Poisoned I am. Here ’s a kind lady asking me 
What will I take for supper, and my hearmg 
Is made so foolish, it ’s as if some dream 
Spoke, — one of my songs, one of my loves, 

Who knows? Some memory it is 

mother. Michael infirm ! Michael broken and crippled ' — 
O not to meet you thus I’ve tired and prayed 
The years would not have gone more cruelly 
Over you if they had been flames Your brow 
Is written on m sorrow Do you mind 
A lap you laid your head m once, a hand 
That could unmark the trouble fi-om your brow? 

'TRAMP There have been many, woman or dream or ghost 
Or madness — that, I think. I kncriv you’ld come 
mother. I have you again I heed not anything 
But that I cannot tell how it had been 
Were you still happy and great-spinted Now, 

So poor, so hurt, so -wronged with age, — and I, 

Too long lacking you, have had injury 
Tunc is for both of us we found each other 
IVill you not know me, MichaeP 
trasip Yes, your voice 

I know. 

mother Unkind* Am I so gone from you** 
tramp If this IS madness, it’s a gentle one 
Come you to punish me? Arc >ou my sms 
That speak so rudifuP I repent me not, 

Nor if you shift your softness into gibing, 

And slop my sleep vith moans If there was harm 
Done through me, let the Lord repent, not me 
I \mU not lighten Him of any guilt 
MOTHER. Poor sick distracted brain, — O how you need 
Me and my love, tlnnk God! All that I have 
To give you, and take nothing, — only thus 
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Can I relieve the pent and suddenly-thawed 
Plenty of love, loosed from a sUfTcncd winter 
To pour and well like an inward bleeding wound 
Oppressing over my heart. Give me this ease 
Of caring for you, finding out your comfort; 

I want no other kindness from you. 

TRAMP. Woman, 

Who are you? 

MOTHER. Michael, you do not know me? 

TRAMP. O cannot you see I’m blind? 

MOTHER. Alas! and yet 

I should be glad* you need me more than ever. 

But — ^blind! You for whose eyes the earth put on 
Such wonder! You visited! O it is ^vrong, wrong! 

SON. Is it now, mother? Is this the man? 

MOTHER. What say you? 

Michael, he is our son. You did not know 
It was a son? He ’s well framed? All, I forgot. — 

Boy, come and kiss your father. 

SON. Cunning, cunning, 

O my mother ’s cunning. 

TRAMP. We travel too fast 

For me; it seems, I’ve run into a \vife: 

Let me breathe there awhile. Lo, I, tlie rebel, 

The wanderer, the lawless, settled down 
A husband, all in five minutes ! It ’s a great change, lady. 
Yet if the Flying Dutchman could not ’scape. 

Why, how should I? — ^But for this family, — 

Presenting me at once with a full-grown heir 
Is mighty sudden. And it isn’t decent. 

I’m all for being decent now. 

Is that big man my son, though? What ’s his trade? 

Is he a large eater? — ^Be dutiful. 

My son, honour your poor dear worthy father. 

Who so unselfish was he at great pains 
Begat you, and to whom you owe that now 
You hunger in this miserable world. 
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Surely this asks a large return in love, 

Such care for your well-being, and you still 
Unborn? I hope you have it for me, son^ 

But don’t salute me, we’ve embraced already. 

Your loving is too violent for me 

mother. Let him but kiss you Child, wiU you kiss your father? 
SON Yes, I will kiss him — O I like this cunnmg 
mother You know me now, dear^ 

If you’re she I think, 

I may as well admit that yon’s my boy 
Strange, but I never thought of you as stdl 
Ahve 


Mother I’m filled with you, my bram and heart. 

You make me foolish, dear For deep withm me 
Some vagfue discomfort hes, a dumb wammg, 

YrTiich cannot come into my diought, for you 
Taking so much room there Just now, when I 
Was stneken with you, and mto its wont, 

Long dry of it and closed, the love ran warm. 

And I was all m pangs of the sudden loosemng, 

A sharp fear flasht in me, something there ivas 
I must provide agamst but what it V'as 
I cannot tell for sure It must wait, then, 

It may come back — ^And now, your hand 's in mine ' 

The thing must give place in my thought to tliat 
— You are silent, Michael 

tramp. Am I? Well, I suppose 

It ’s too much happiness is gagging me, 

IVIiat did you say your name i\as^ 

mother Alice Ali ' [S/ie sighs, 

tramp [spnngmg u/i] No' 

Not she’ Not Alice? O I did not think it i%as ^ou 
You’ve been a sorrow, Alice — Wliy ha\c jou come 
To spoil m) dear regrets^. — ^Tlic others \scrc 
Despairs, not loves I would meet an\ of them 
Nor wince, — bufjoii' — O Lord, am I ashamed? 

No, rid licvcr not have found jou. 
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SON [aside^. More long, 

Surely, than needs. There ’s one chance missed already. 
tramp. I have bitterly blamed you, boy; but 1 forgive. 

Your coming frightened me away from her 
A many years agone; but let that be. 

In sign whereof, come here and you may kiss me. 

Pardon the lack of veal; I don’t keep cows. 

MOTHER. Ah, thank you, Michael. For he is 
Our love, and kissing him will be to take 

That to your heart again. I will lead you to him 

O God, what ’s this? 

TRAMP. You choke me: free my throat. 

Blast you ! 

MOTHER. Let him go, fool, it ’s not the man. 

I’ve changed my mind, too. Hear me, you devil, loose him I 
TRAMP. Did you mean this, Alice? struggle ends. 

MOTHER. Is he dead, my God, dead? 

SON- Why, he was weak and frail under my hands; 

You mistook his danger. I’ve not failed you now? 

And you were always saying that I would. 

Will you not praise me, mother? — 

[Whimperingl Why don’t you speak? 
MOTHER. [She has been sitting bowed over the dead man. Slowly she 
raises her head and looks at her son, dry-eyed.'] 

This crime is mine. — O cramp is at my heart — 

I have the guilt. I need not so have grieved 
About your eyes; it was I who was blind. 

I know not how to bear you close to me, 

The touch of your hands will be a fearful thing 
For me henceforth. — Give me your hands in mine; 

The Lord in Heaven knows nothing can be 

To any human soul more horrible 

Than these poor dreadful hands: therefore I kiss them. 

And it may do for prayer. At Judgement Day 
Tell them, my child, you did not make his death. 

I will not share it It is aU mine. 
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IN FOUR DIALOGUES 

I 

The Suker A Hermit 

SEEKER I know, between all kuids of the world there are 
No layers, no division stone, leaf, flesh, — 

AU ’s flowing, like a stream of many \vaters. 

But like a spilth of oil in the stream 
Man’s nature the same current flows along 
Unmnong in the general kindliness, 

Showing like slime against the deep ivise water. 

All Being with mankmd and the sin of man 
Refuses mixture, Sm is for man alone. 

Yet is he carried down the same tendency 
As the great pomp of all the creatures goes 
^Vho, that has read into the soul of man, 

But is not -ware that man’s unhappmess, 

^^'hcrcln he lives as in a smoke, comes hence? 

He travels the same iray, under the same force, 

As all the beasts, yet being not a beasL 
And this is Sin IVhat I must find is how 
Man may be man, yet sinless 
iJERjirr It is Mith mind 

That thou hast read man and die world? 

SEEKER How clsc^ 

HERMIT Thou hadst done belter with love 
SEEKER I take not that 

UERMIT. Tlic mind is to interpret to the heart 
Only the licart can ansuer to the world; 
hbnd knows the spcccli, but the heart the meaning. 

SEEKER. Well, to m'^ question WTicrc grows the root of sm’ 
W’hat a strong thing it is' Almost it seems 
Tint Good IS onU if Sin lets it lie 



THE FOOL’S ADVENTURE 
Who is the monger of man’s Good and Bad? 

Wliat knowest thou of the world? Knowest thou this? 
But that can hardly be, for thou hast not, 

I have heard say, left once this little valley 
These twenty years agone. And nowadays 
Experiment, not musing, is the thing. 

Thou canst not know the ways of men. 

HERMIT. My son. 

These many years I have not been perplext 
With the loud manners that fill all the towns 
Of litde-thoughted men. Here in my hut 
I have perused with all my sense the earth, 

And never once out of this valley gone. 

I think, better I know the world than those 
Who take abroad, into strange lands, small minds, 
And choke their wonder, — ^that, the only sluice, 

Easily out of gear, where through may pour 
The pressure of Truth outside us, the deep world 
Our enclosed minds are sunk in, — that they choke 
And clutter up with gluts of rarities, — 

Voyage the warm seas, where mild as mercy blow 
Molucca breezes from the nutmeg woods. 

Or brave the festering Congo and the jaws 
Of crocodiles that guard Zambezi fords. 

Through feverous land and a drumming din of flies 
Up to the thirst of Tartary, and beyond. 

Adventuring into the Northern night. 

To roam the haunted frosts, and hear far off 
Icc- thunder round the pole, the shouldering floes. 

As farmers put heapt treish in an empty barn 
They store in comers of their memories 
Lumber from all the climes. Has foreign ground 
More meaning in it than an English field? 

But I, still staying in this upland hollow, 
t\’hcre the earth gets up in royal attitudes 
About me, sovereign for leagues, first ground 
The weather treads on, visiting the plains. 
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Do better with my hills and silences 
That mountain yonder — ^look how the fells nse 
And lift themselves endeavouring, till they achieve 
Power upon space and a ken not disturbed, — 

'pie unconcemM summit of grey stone. 

Aloof m its own ivisdom, greatly calm 
And not a tree to break the nughty swerve 
Up into rmddlc sky, the whole upheaval 
Plain to be seen The figiue of that hill 
If one should spend a life considenng, 

He would not die ignoble, and it would 
Outlast a long life’s questioning Besides, 

I have the contmual workings of the au, 

Who, that IS wise, has ever bred of these ^ 

Never an hour h^ been, since I came here. 

That I could look upon nor be amazed 
Look at this ram now, that was a great event ' 

A darkened murmurous half-hoiu of ram 

And hidden stormwork on the mountain-heads, — 

Out of the clefts and off the ledges pours 
The drcnchmg (but its work is left behind). 

And down the scarred chff-sidcs suddenly hves 
A white releasement of a hundred streams, 

A gleam like weather’d marblc-vcins in the sun 
For, ere the shower seems well begun, the last 
Tatters of its proof gloom arc leaving us. 

Drawn after the hasty errand of the storm, 

The sagg’d awning furls, and sunshine is let in 
And now that the dinning rain is gone, a voice 
Known dimly tlirough tlic rattling past, talks plain, 

Tlic water milling the hcavj' stones, and long 
Grumbling of boulders from their beds dislodged. 

Like buned roar of gongs tint ha\c been heard 
Sounded in facn, halls under the lulls 
And all the potlicr— wherefore? Half a d-ij 
Ma>bc it Uikcs for the spate to fulfil itself 
(From here to the sea is M^nrcc a score of miles), 
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To bank its load of gravel privily 
In thievish guarded cellars of the water; 

Then into new stonns, and all is to do again. 

Wherefore? — ^No need for me to ask "Wherefore? 

I know it part of a Self, as a stray feeling, 

A startle, say, at a chance sound, is part 
Of my Self. He who has wondered all so well 
As I these twenty years at streams and hills, — 

Who has become their rashness, been their bulk, 

Going into their nature, putting on 

Their being and their mood and their old usage, — 

Knows that of all this world there is a Self; 

And, in some region of existence, lies 

The Presence of this Self. Nor deem, my son, 

Thy race a thing apart, not common kind 

With Earth, these hills, that lake and its margent reeds 

That greenly dusk over the evening in it. 

It may be, we are close to the wheel’s rim here. 
Touching the hooping tire of forged law. 

And things seem separate; but all, like spokes, 

Are towards the nave, and fixt in it at root, 

The Self of the World. There is the authority 
Of the brook’s speed, and of man’s Good and Bad. 
SEEKER- And there, in the presence of this self, will be 
The mastery of Sin? 

HERMIT. There, if at all. 

But who may talk with it? Or who shall go 
Into its place? 

SEEKER. Truly, if none e’er tries. 

None knows. 

HERMIT, Well, if you go to find this thing, 

Your journeying must be through reigns of mind 
Rather than lands and tongues. 

SEEKER. 


It must be tried. 
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II 

The Seeker 

I have achieved That which the lonely man 
Spoke of, core of the world, that Self, I know 
Like one small pool to the reach of Heaven, I 
Am open to a vastness Hearken, thou. 

Do I not know thee right'^ Thou art the deep 
Whereunto all thmgs yearn imwearymgly. 

Some unaware, some hatmg that they yearn. 

But aU mto a stillness, mto Thee, 

Falhng at length, and their unrest is done, 

Untd agam thou blurt them out of thee. 

Out of the rmddle to the rmd And yet 
Not them, but piecemeal what they were 
New-fangled mto other companies 
It 13 as if, not only once, far off. 

Aloof from place and bemg I had watched 
The spell betwixt two happenmgs end again, — 

The dark’s distress, slow qualms mastering it. 

Blind thrills, and last, the sudden pang of light 
Methinks, plainly as I’ve felt earth’s swoon 
\Vincc at the touch of spring, awakening her. 

The peace, Uiy region, shudder I have felt 
AVhen witli It meddles Uiy new imagining, 

And in the smootli element, ruffling, grows a throb. 
Marring with its strong rliythm the prone calm. 
Beat of tlic fresh beginning of an order, 

One settled eddy at last, whose scounng kirtles 
Gather to substance and perplexM shape. 

To thickening spots of coarse, and curds of fire 

Again ssiUnn the unform’d principle 

Stress, tliat It ha%c a gram, and >ct more stress, 

’I'ill the unbounded shher of light shatter 
InnunierousU, and into the clear inane 
Come like a ghost another sM-arm of motes 
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Shepherded by thy thought into new flocks, 

Away from thee, outward, circling, numberless kinds, 
Yet the same partner, the old lust, is with them, 
Unrest, severance from thy quietude. 

Nor first, nor last of them, this swirl of stars. 

Unlike the others, but in this thing hke. 

I from the place in Being called Mankind 
Am come, seeking thee, and look, I know thee. 

Not with my sense and reason only; these 
Man fashioned for near needs of common life: 

Good tools, but to find thee of no more use 
Than ladders to thatch houses reach the sun. 

Not Reason finds thee, though he walk with gait 
Taking gulfs in his stride as far across 
As in his yearly bout the throw of Saturn. 

My wisdom was to practice with the power 
Emotion, since I knew it was, though stallM 
In Somewhere, yet a piece of the Everywhere. 

I knew my soul or self lied, when she said 
Throughly she knew that stud of forces named 
My body, — they all knew her and obeyed: 

For this her hand did never bit, nor could. 

Because it was more honourable than she 
And all her royalty of sense and reason, 

I humbled her and these before this thing, 

And taskt them with a long and bitter work 
To build a watch-tower, that the gaze therefrom 
Might peer over the impracticable dykes 
Of nature; in that roofless hermitage, 
Unneighbour’d of Life, but viewing the whole Fate, 
This thing I found in me, Emotion, watched; 

And all Fate spake with*her, like as the noise 
Of shawms and sackbuts may wake fellowship 
In a harp’s unused strings; ’twas so she thrilled 
Answerably to Fate as to a din. 

The Emotion I have in me, being in time 
With Fate, the greater passion with the less. 
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Each to the other kith ’Tis this in me. 

Thou Self of the World, that knows thee now And now 
That thou art known, what answer, Self of the World? 

The Voice of the World 
So I am known And which of my desires 
Has won to know itself, and so known mc^ 
seeker I am Man. Man knows thee here 
WORLD. Thou strangest of me, 

Man, it were better heanng had some other 
Thrown back a sense along its own sleuth from me 
SEEKER That I beheve, if only ’tis with Man 
Thou dealest, that, knoiving, he accuses thee — 

Thou answerest not? Art thou amazed if Man 
Accuses thee? But I ivill show thee cause 
Whether thou couldst be if the world were not, 

Or wert before the world, and in a mood 

Made it as if it were a song, — ^wjlt be 

When thy song’s nming fails, thy mood doth change, 

I know not, — only thou art to the world 
A Self But all things come from thee, and all 
Go thither back Here, we are part of thee. 

But there, we arc thou thyself But thou hast moct 
Sin into Man though, like all else, his nature 
Is towards thee, this pneks away from thee 
Or IS It that the tether unto thee 
By tccdi of ragged gyves is fastened on him. 

So tliat to him cruel is tliy constraint. 

The Law, to all else gentle, unfelt, alone 
Hurtful to Man? Ay, hear now tvliat Sin is. 

For what is named Man’s knowledge of Himself 
Is just pain of Hus gnamng, which keen self-knowledge. 

The bitter discomfort to be part of thee. 

So fiercely bums within him dint the white fbmc 
Called Consciousness ousts from its habitation 
All but Its owai dcliLsion, its Lamp of pain, 

D.afls from man's wit the clew thou hold’st him bv. 
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Cheats him to tliink he may have power to follo^v 
Laws of his own, not thine, — ^that he is not 
In thee, worsening his lot tenfold. 

Making him still tug at the biting gyves. 

For this does man accuse thee. Hast thou not 
Power upon thine actions? Surely, Lord. 

Do so, that man is never more a nest 
For Sin. The chief thing thou hast given Man 
Is, that he has the noble power to hate 
Himself’, to be aware of the flange of Law, 

Which is to hate it, though he know it not. 

And what is Law but the feeling after Thee, 

The blind desire in things to be at one 
With thee? So Man desireth, and alone 
Hates his desire, the main thing in his being. 

Man has gone out of the large commonalty; 

The rapture and the kinship of the earth. 

The strained blue ecstasy of the night and stars, 

The faith whereby the mountains still endure 
In their old attitude of prayer, the psalm 
Of yoimg brooks, and the loud seas’ prophecy, — 

No like to these for Man, no part in this 
The one thing common through the world that makes 
Life of the flesh, flame of the marrying atoms. 
Strength of the hills, speed of the airs, be one. 

He hates the law, and therefore hates himself. 

Hates Thee, that is. Thou see’st what comes of this? 
With desperate flings he tries to be rid of Law, 

But only makes the flange gride harshlier; 

The beasts lust blindly, but Man craftily, 

For pleasure: but ’tis as a fever thirsts; 

To Man alone, from the dust his footsteps mark 
Gives nature to lift eyes and see the large 
Kind-season’ d region that he travels through; 

But also (and this asks for all his gaze) 

Gives him to see Death sitting by the way, 
measure fearfully the space between 
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His robe clutcht, and gnm alms demanded of him 
Self-knowledge ■wretched for self-jgnorancc happy. 

This is thy doing Does this seem to thee 
Good? 

WORLD Peace, for here be neither good nor bad, 

I am myself, not Man. Thou knowest me? 

Not so I am not sinful, nor am good 
Atoms have their o^vn nature, and the stars. 

All hfc, shme, spawn, grass, birds and beasts, their own. 
Each than the last more mamfold, a new kind 
The thing that, quickening in the beast’s dark brain. 
Made the beast no more beast but Man, \vas Sm, 

White courses to the stars, and sin to man 
Thus is it to me, — to thee, it is not good^ 

And what have I to do with this? 

SEEKER. Art thou 

He to whom Man hfts liis thought, tlie God’ 

But no, I think thou art some outer devil. 

Filching the voice of Him who is swthin 
The clouds of Time and tlic World, hangings tliat hide 
God and his love and zeal 
WORLD. But, if thou nilt, 

'What thou art I mil shew to thee 

My thought 

Moved in its brooding, and its movement stirred 

A npplc in die quiet of the i\-atcrs 

Wlicrcundcr my thought’s Sabbath is moored deep, — 

The region of the happening of my \N ill 

And when my act, this npplc’s wcwicss travel, 

In its upheaval readit tlic upper calm 
Laid on the mere, whose waters are my IWll, 

Wiosc surface is Appearance and broad Place, 

Its breaking whirls became a journepng wave, 

Tliat at the last l>ccamc a gathered sen, 

A pile of all the waters m one tide 

But It IS grown to its height, and now, bc.'brc 

Tlic smootli hcapl power tumbles dow-n m surf. 
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Its head is whiten’d mth an age of spray. 

Weakness beginning. Lo, that spray is Man, 

Crest of the wave, and token of its downfall. 

Not stately, like the early wave, nor clear, 

Nor with an inner lodging for the light. 

But troublous, misty, throv^dng off the light 
In glitter, all apieces, loose, uneasy. 

Truly my act is near its end when thou, 

Man, the loose spray, ride on its stooping neck. 

From one firm bidk of waters, one onward gang. 
Broken away to be a brawl of drops. 

Freedom and hither-thither motions light. 

Each drop one to itself, a discrete self. 

Thou freedom, thou high self-acquaintance, thou Sin, 
Man, dost thou know me? But now know thyself. 

Ill 

The Seeker. A Sage. 

SEEKER. At first I thought it was not God; but now 
I have no hope left. For I went abroad 
Asldng for certzun knowledge of God’s goodness. 
Which none could give me. Then at last I saw. 
Although his speaking squared not with my wish, 
There was no cause to doubt my reason’s word, 

That the World’s Self must be what man calls God. 
SAGE. Give not up lightly. 

SEEKER. Was this a light thing, 

After my hopes and seekings, to find God 
Careless, nay, bitterly mocking man for sin? 

SAGE. I am an old man talkative and dreamy. 

This search of thine remembers me of one 
Strange dream I had a many winters gone. 

Shall I have patience from thee if I teU it? 

SEEKER. I came here for advice, not dreams. I guess 
Whether thou hast my patience or hast not, 

I shall not leave thee till it ’s told. Is it long? 
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SAGE It was a slave, and he toded with a kcm 
Made, as it seemed, of one blue shinmg stone, 

Clearer and bluer than Eryn’s waters 

And the kem held strange com, gold grains and sdvem, 

Which, being ground, threw up a dust of light, 

And motes of light were tangled m his hair. 

And like a gramary the glittermg chaff 
Misted that crooked tod, that fair it seemed, 

Nothmg so radiant as that slavery 

IVhcrc was that strange com soim^ said I, and who 

Is master of thee and so rare a kem? — 

He turned, and lookt at me through the bnglit ha2c 
He was an angel, and the sapphire kem 
The hollow heaven, and the com he ground 
Was all the silver stars and golden suns 
Still of that grist and bnttle light I askt 
\Vhat acre v-as it dnllcd in, by whose hand? — 

I ^vas not at the sowing, ansivcr’d he, 

But He who ploughed, whose coulter brake die clods. 

Told me His Word was sowi at large m a field 
Broad cast, and soon would spring I watched for it, 

Lo, diis i^-as the crop, — His Word, but so enw rapt. 

So huskt in light, so sheathed in a harsh rind, 

Long must I bray it, blowang off tlic chaff 
And shining flaky scabbards of the Word, 

Tins com, before the Word itself I find. 

But I w'as wiser than Uic angel then. 

And I suppose he 's grinding sull, unless 
His Master has been by, .and told him light 
And all such husks arc quite fit things for studs 
Who looks to find the Word by freang it 
From casing draff, is like uhen his shift ends 
To have found nought ebe but husk Be sure 
If anything seems dirt and husk to jou, 

You’re not the man is going to find the Word. 
srxKrn Here ’s nought to mv purpose But thj inrmor) 
Leaks, I suppose, like all old \es5eb do. 

D 2 
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My quest, as I have told thee once, is this: 

Out of the brutish rose up man: the clay 
Upon the wheel of years became a jar; 

But when ’twas fully fashion’d, it had caught 
From some strange shower liquour such as clay 
Never before was moist with: Man was sinful. 

Why he, who let shape Man, should so have used 
His work, pouring into him Sin, I seek. 

The clay were better still an unhandled lump 
Than wrought only to hold such sour evil. 

But if it be possible, I would find what means 
May empty Man of sin: this was my quest; 

But what hope, now that I have talkt with God 
And heard Him speak? — A raven’s voice, his bill 
Up to the neesings sunk in a lamb’s wet life. 

His chuckling greed half-smother’d in the warm inwards. 
That scarce he could bark his kill, so choked, would sound 
Starthng the quiet of a hill-shut noon 
In sunny early summer, kindlier 
Than when God talkt with me. 

SAGE. When didst thou talk 

With God? 

SEEKER. Have I not told thee? — the world’s sovd 

I knew, and is not that the God? 

SAGE. Poor fool, 

And didst thou think this present sensible world 
Was God? 

SEEKER. No, not the knowledge of the senses. 

But the world’s heart; the gathering place of aU 
Being: the weir of all the flowing Powers, 

The limbeck whereinto are poured all storms 
And quiets, duties of the elements, 

Whether to be firm standing or steep ruin 
And all betwixt, man and his mind among them, 

To be confused there and throed forth again; 

The sea whose measureless tide conquem its shores, 

Then, ebbing, buildeth of far-joumeying silt 
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New wharves, mud all astir ivitli a ivnthe of growth, 

Till the deep ivant them, and they move agam. 
Knowing whose hand upion then- shoulders laid 
Then is a curdle of worlds loosed agam 
And 13 abroad in tlic great deep agam 
I mean the soul, that feeds on many dooms 
And waits now for this world, there is alloived 
Nor part, nor kind, nor shape, in space or time, 

Therein, nor law, but dicsc come out of it 
Over Its oivn expressions, heavens and stars. 

Fires and hghtnmgs, hfe, thought, sin and pain. 

The ever widcmng roundures of tlie work 
One act thrown up by it must make, it broods; 

But they, remembermg That whence they came. 

Each gathered crowd of things, and of Its presence 
Deeply aware, by fine unthinkable nerves 
Are tied to it, and have it for a self 
SAOE Just tliat, for one who thmks, docs the World mean 
And that thou thoughtest God^ 

SEEKER, I did 

SAGE Therefore 

I said, Poor fool 

SEEKER. INTiat IS it tlicn’ 

SAOE Tlie vorld? 

It is a name 

SEEKER Wliat i\nlt Uiou mean? Wliat namc^ 

SAOE Tlie name Lord God chooses to go h ) , made 
In languages of stars and hcaicns and life, 

Tlie senses life achieves, and mils and lusts 
Up to the top of life, man and his sin, 

/Ml is the wntmg of the name of God 
SKEKTR FanUistic and quite out of date But I 
Have cleaned mj senses’ panes of spider-work 
That ignorance webs on them, know Uic world 
Not a blurred shadowy thing, that darkling peers 
(Uncertain whidi is world, which window ’s din.) 

Into the mind, a ghost; a real world mine 
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I know this growth about me, stones, herbs, beasts; 
Stars and their golden games in the blue heaven 
I know, and the life that runs through all, and what 
It runs towards; — ^how the grand heats -will be 
A stupid frost, and all the young lustful matter 
Decrepit, gone unhandsomely into crumbs. 

And I, perhaps the sole of living minds, 

Know what this is, — the end of separation. 

The return to the Self of this happening. 

I know that all, while here in their proper strength, 
^e present to the Self, I know that aU 
Feel that the Self is ware of them — Enough; 

The Self under the world is real, the world 
Is therefore real in it. And how jumps this 
With what thou talk’st of a Name? 

SAGE. Easily. 

As the meaning to the letters or the sound, 

So that, thou call’st a Self, is to the World; 

This, the characters; that, the Name indeed. 

SEEKER. Ay, I have heard thou art a poet. So 
All trials such as I do on the world 
Are nothing to thy fantasy. And yet 
I failed, for that which I uncovered was 
No monger of the good and bad. Where then 
Wons he who holds the store of good and bad? 

Is there another? Ganst thou tell me aught? 

SAGE, I have not travelled much, but I have talkt 
With those who in far regions use to fare. 

And they, among encoxmters and strange tales. 

Oft mention of a king whose palace lies 
Upon the edge of place, the verge of things. 

None ever found admittance at his gate; 

All manner of war has spent itself against 

His cliffy walls, never an embassage 

Won to his presence. So the neighboming kings 

(And great lords they) speak of him as their Lord. 

I tell the rumours as I had them told. 
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But It IS said, Sin has been heard to boast 
(Some have knowm Sin and have had speech with him) 
He knew a postern, and the tnck of its lock. 

Whereby he imght, at any time, be in 

The house of the unseen king It may be, tlien, 

A parley with tins pnnee, could it be had. 

Were helpful to the shutting up of Sin, 

As, if one prayed him set a hidden guard 
Behind the postern, which might semire make 
Upon tins insolent intruding Sm 
'W'hen next he dares creep into holy rooms 
Or if, as I have thought, this unknown Power 
Be he that doth commission Sm, tlicn ask 
For why is his employment, on uhat grounds 
Sin’s ■warrant ivcrc ivithdrawn, so strike ivitli him 
A treaty Maybe tliou wit find in him 
Thy monger of the good and bad Come tlicn. 

And I wll tell thee all tliat I have heard 
About tlic roads tliat go to this king’s house 


W 

The See} er 

iVnio IS wdiin this darkness’ 

The Voice from Ulthw 

Whom thou scckcst 

Adienturc thou no furtlicr Not for thee. 

If any road bejond my duelling goes 
srsuCR Is tlierc no wicket through tins barrier’d gloom, 
Uncertamt) wall’d against m\ ktn’ Unlatch, 

If to til) place lie an> door 
wmiix Not gloom, 

Imixjtcncc, thou cami not undrrsiand nij being 
Mj shape and tlic dimensions it inhabits 
Arc nought ilij senses talc, nor )ct th\ mam 
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Intelligence. Therefore my presence is 

Shut to them, dark. Theirs is the jail, not mine. 

SEEKER. But whom I seek, thou art? 
wiTEttN. None other, I. 

SEEKER. Art thou the monger of the Good and Bad? 
WITHIN. I 

SEEKER. Ah, I am come at my desire; 

Now there is hope for thee, poor earth. Hearken, 
Strange king; knowest thou that Sin? 
y/ixhin. I know him well. 

He is now with me, here. 

SEEKER. What, is Sin rooft 

Under thy unplaced weather, within this weld 
Of powers unknowable, thy house? 
wrnnN. Ay, here. 

SEEKER. But, when I left the world, he was among us, 
Busy. 

v/mnN. And still is in the world, and busy; 

Yet is he here. 

SEEKER. I pray thee, keep him penn’d. 

I think thou canst not know how ill he does 
Down there, among us men. Didst thou not think 
Oin: life Wcis to be clean, one purity, 

One beauty, as the rain drops make one bow, — 
Perchance, of all the many little minds, 

One brain, capable of thy knowledge? Look, 

I pray thee, how Sin spoils thy hope, whate’er 
That was, but surely not the thing life is. 

Look down from where thou art, the Heaven, and see 
His meddling; how his enlarged sldll turns life 
Into a foul unseemly mess — ^no good 
A-hover o’er it now, nor able ever 
Unto a higher state of Time to reach, 

But still unshapen’d, crude, unworkt by Law 
Into another quality, to sprawl, 

Stuff not worthy Law* s craft to fashion, waste 
Of being, tmsound, that will not bear the tongs 
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And hammering of thy workman, as all else 
Is forged and smitten into new kmds and better, — 

That will not answer to his handhng, give 
Obedience to his tools, being rotten, mixt 
With sullen wrong Thus has Sm done with life. 

Beseech thee, pen him close, far off, O Lord 
tviTHiN. That would be hard to do 
SEEKER Yet surely thou 

Hatest this foul'toucht grimly Sin ^ 

WITHIN Sometimes 

Full bitterly I hate him, and sometimes 
He IS my friend 

SEEKER O my hurt soul, thy fnend? 

But thou hast power over him? 
tviTHiN It may be 

SEEKER. And Good and Bad, these are thy monger}''^ 

WITHIN They arc, as I have said 
SEEKER None else controls them 7 

tviTHiN None else controls or portions Good and Bad 
SEEKER Then thou art God? 

WITHIN Ay, many call me so 

And yet, though tvords were never large enough 
To take me made, I have a better name 
SEEKER Tlicn truly, who art tliou^ 

WITHIN. I am Til) Self 
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AN ESCAPE 

Among mountains. Idwal, a poet. 

IDWAL, A swift dark dream from the outer lands, 
Erom the folk whose talk none understands, 
Along my smooth sleep travelling, 

Yet tampering not with my ken’s rest, 

Past as undisturbingly 
As a night-jar o’er the quietude 
Of the clear’d middle of a pine- wood 
Seemeth to haunt the evening. 

And leave the blue air yet more whist. 

And yesternight it haunted me; 

Again, suddenly, quietly. 

Shadowy wings above my clear sleep. 

But swift, so swift it might scarce be seen; 

Not as with me it had to do, 

But eagerly, as though it flew 
From mystery to mystery, 

And my sleep lay in between; — 

Once before, and yesternight. 

So twice I have felt its noiseless flight; 

Twice has my sleep been the road 
The dark message took in journeying 
From the one to the other secret reign; — 

Out of the dark lying behind. 

Into that lying before, man’s mind, 

My sleep was the only bridge for the thing 
Whereon to cross Reality. 

But the third time, if it come again, 

A stranger, unkindly from the abode 

Of Beginnings sent to the place of Dooms, 

Shewing me thus so easily 

Way through the skirts of time to the glooms 

That march both sides our bodily place, — 
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My soul -^vill up and give it chase. 

Out of my sleep my soul ivill slip 
And ere that duty vanisheth 
I’U o’ertake its moth-\ving’d speed 
And be it a bird sofdicr Hedge 
Than white owl or brown rught-jar, 

Be softer the down on the wing’s edge 
Than combing crests of a snow-dnft arc 
Which the smooth w^nd hollowcth, 

Of Its shadowing I will be more awnre 
Than a mirror is of a swoon’d man’s breath, 

To find the guidance that I need 

I have great need of it. like a jail’d man 
Am I, who having piteously craved 
Tlie strange use of light, is all tlic more thereby 
Discomforted, to sec how narrow his den — 

The walls surpris’d leering at him, and glistening 
Dank and unwholesome, sick with a waicnsii brash 
Tliat dribbles down and clots the drooping beards 
Of long white ccllar-grownh, hopeless of sun, 
Qualm’d wadi loathing, to stare on his puddled bed. 
The unclean floor, and know how he mates on it 
As It might be with such an one, wath me 
To look in on my being and the room 
^Vhcrclnto it is shut, I left the thorp 
(Whose morning peat-smoke hanging m the elms 
Is in my brain even now, — Ah, tJic last time*) 

And h\cd a wantcr in these treeless hilLs 
And I, unwasc, ha\c let in light to m> licing, 

Tlic rash lamp has uncos cred the thing ii Ls 
I am not one being, but caged cnniit> 

There arc two kinds, shut bj some sleight, although 
More jarnng when the) meet than fire and waiter, 
To fight like spider and scorpion in mv mind 
And 'ns a liox so narroi. dies arc in, 

Tlinist Cicc to face and 1 nee to 1 nee by die w-alf', 
Lidded and luted dowai wiUi I ne.adcd ilah, 
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How can they loose or escape from the mewed coil? 

And so twy-spirited is my flesh. Now where 
These souls began I know not, but there ’s one, 

I know, that has been in Eternity 
Before ’twas snared into this crafty body: 

StiU sorrows after the life it followed there; — 

To this soul, strangely and I know not how, 

The hiUs, and their great way of standing, gave 
Heart, and this soul has thrown the other down; 

It stands, in the midst of its captivity, 

The master now: but it is still in the trap. 

Rarely they planned this mind, the fowlers who 
Lured with a hidden bait that imware soul 
From out the unspoken region into the work 
Contrived to gin it, this spider work of mind. 

For if that other hold it not for the trapper, 

Yet is there no way out of his skill, the mind. 

Who is the nooser of souls, the many-rumour’d. 

The shifty-named? I think he ’s the same as Death; 
Who profits by the trap, did he not make it? 

The toil is rigged, and the soul lies fettered there, 
And at his own good time the unheard Death 
Comes up behind and puts out dark hands, versed 
In the secret make of the mind, and takes the soul; 
But who the man they call Death is, and how 
He uses souls he nets, who ever told? 

Not like, that he who goes so noiselessly 
And can make snares so well, hath good intent. 
But it may be, the captured in my flesh 
Is not to wait for Death, insanely struggling. 

Yet how to leave this place, and the difficulties 
About it set, the gapless and strong pound, 

The intricate mind, shutting the strayed soul fast? 
For round the knowledgeable mind, which is 
Tlic sounding coloured manifold plenteous world; 
Round tills that is lit, much unlit region of mind 
Investing lies, the dark unknown besieging 
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The self-kno^vn mind, the world, yet all is mind 
Island it IS, bewildered all about 
With thickettcd hedges, fenced and hoarded close 
And if through these the mind’s prisoner wins, then all 
The marches of the mmd are swamp and fen. 

No footing there, but all a flmching ground 
There thought and ken are shelving banks, washt loose, 
Fretted from firmness, tremblmg half afloat 
In unknown tides, dark -waters that emerge 
From out the unnoised deep beyond, and whelm 
Over the bars of place and time, intruding, 

Infesbng -with dim sloths of flood, and then 
Back to the darkness slipping, leaving gloomed 
Shakmg and dangerous the mind’s wet coast, — 

There is no going dirough these lands 

And right 

To my dear need, this limb of the othcn\hcrc, 

Tliis two nights’ dream of nunc, comes, easily 
Crossing tlic unsure dim untrodden parts 
Of foreign mind as if his wont was there 
I think it IS because the brawl is done 
Within me, and he i\ho has lost Eternity 
Has killed the other, die dream found my sleep 
So good to fare in on his messages 
No sleep like mine for him, and a third time 
He’ll use it so By a strange awareness, 

I feel he ’s looking from his place to try 
The passage of my sleep again Aly -want 
or him and ofliis skilful trasclhng 
Will be au-akc even in my sleep, and hard 
After Ills speed the forgotten trapann’d thing 
Tliat was the guest ofEtcniity once, smII run 
Out of Its jail, this World, the mind of man. 

And be again free of its birthnghi house. 

I ha\c but to sleep a little, and 'us ended 
And yet these three last nights ha\-c I hung back 
From sleep, and delayed niy dclncnng 
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No more: the sleep-hunger dims my aching brain, 

I have no strength against it. Scarcely am I 

Moved that this is my last sight of the hills 

And the morning that they wear so joyfully. 

^ [A Parson comes in. 

PARSON. Good morning, lad: I thought I smelt your fire. 

And how’s the spring with you? , . 

mwAL. Spring? Ay, is it spring- 

PARSON. Are you just out of bed? But I have that 
Will whet your wits. Some rascal of a tramp 
Has broken in your cottage, stript it bare. 
rowAL. Why, that’s a pity. 

PARSON. It is; bare as my hand. 

The dog I Well, I suppose you’ll come down now 
And help to catch the rogue. I’m sorry for you. 

IDWAL. It’s sorry I am for that perverted tramp. 

As having gone from being the earth’s fiiend. 

Whom she would have at all her private treats. 

Now with the foolery called possession he 
Has dirtied his own freedom, cozen’d all 
His hearing with the lies of ownership. 

The earth may call to him in vain henceforth, 

He’s got a step-dame now, his Goods. And yet 
Perhaps he’s wise. If he pawns his theft 
And drinks it aU, why, he ’s aU right again. 


PARSON. You talkt about the sanity of the hills 
(Pah!) when you came here. Did you learn this 
From your commercing with them? You’Ll start tramp 
Henceforward, and own nought, not even trowsers? — 
It’s as I thought: the hills do you no good. 
mwAU. No? Yet they’ve done me all I want. 

PARSON. No good; 

I always thought you wrong in coming here; 

You are alive, and these bare hills are dead. 

IN’hat give they you of life? And life ’s the thing, 

Man must find wisdom among men. Pope said — 
IDWAL. He did; quite right. 
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Often I have not known 
Up here, if I be waking or asleep; 

Yet something I have found of life 
PARSON Ay, fanaes. 

Poet’s reveries One must see life, though 
IDWAL I have come near to seemg hfe 
PARSON Up here^ 

mwAL Maybe it ’s not what you call seeing Life, 

It served for me though This is what it was. 

I saw where ivalkt a Spirit in the skies, 

But not himself I saw, only a robe 
Large-folded, pale, like ram seen from a height. 

When to the sighdess going of the ivand 
It chngs, down narroivs in the lulls deep-hewn, 

A flappmg steam gathered to the huge gait. 

And shews a stature rmghucr than the mountains. 
Blotting them out, to such a spacious stndc 
Waving, loose from the wind’s shoulders in broad trail 
So kingly draivn, crags undcmcatli its hem 
So, unsure as the et wind’s grey garment, 

I saw the Spint ivalk, holding a storm 
About him, wcanng Life Not whence it came. 

The downward misty shower of Life, I saw, 

Nor where it fell, but only that tlie Spirit 
Had put Its falhng as a vesture round lum 
But listen now 

What IS to let the Spirit putting off 
His urap^ Suppose it be of no more use. 

And he unbrooch it at tlic neck, uncloak 
Himself of the iscb of carded isatcrs, Life, 
Cumbersome grown, and lay it on tlic ground’ 
tVliat then of Life? A pool in a flat place 
Alone to mark where once was tlirown in a heap 
Tlic work of shimmer, a godl> piece of craft, 
Carelessly, as outworn, taken awa\ 

From being a fine spinning and a rajment, 

Its fishion lost, only the substance left 
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Discarded, valueless, and not accounted, 

Out of it all the skill that gave it worth. 

See you? — ^But does not this look dangerous? 

I would escape from Life. 

PARSON. Then, I suppose. 

You are after death? 

mwAL. What use is death to me? 

I spoke of Life as one broad tissued thing, 

A whole, seamless and woven right across. 

You, when you speak of life, mean still — ^Yourself. 

To my seeing, with a random light that lives 
And shifts within the web, the cloak is shot; 

And where the gleam comes, there is thought and feeling. 
But shadow overtakes the rippling sheen. 

And then the vagrom tide sets back again. 

Death is the light removed; but you are still 
In the same elements as when you lived, 

When the light visited you; although you change 

The habit of the sun for a dark wont 

You do but shift your nation. Yet have I hope. 

Though tangled thus in Life, to win escape. 

PARSON. To one like you, who sees so widely, then, 

The matter of Self must be a thing too small 
To be considered? 

rowAL. But because I have learnt 

Myself up here I would escape from Life. 

PARSON. Well, let us have your notions of the self. 
iDWAu. There is war in man. 

PARSON. Ay, you are not the first 

To find that out. 

iD\s’AL. As far as concerns me 

I am the first, however. 

PAPSON. What is your war? 

mwAL. It is of two desires. 

PARSON. Right, flesh and soul. 

IDWAC. I know not what those two words mean. I say, 
Desire of infinite things, desire of finite. 
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But what you call your soul is more than half 
\The finite longing, and the infinite 
Is all a cripple and a starveling in you 
^ut stiU, though maimed, it keeps the struggle up, 

For ’tis the wresde of the twain makes man 

— ^As two young ivinds, schooled ’mong the slopes and 

Of rival hills that each to other look 

Across a sunken tarn, on a still day 

Run forth from their sundered nurseries, and meet 

In the rmddle cur, forgetting that they meant 

A game there, each with his hold the other’s flight 

Hampenng, till their spent lockt hatred falls 

Troublesome on the lake, a foolish whirl 

Of crooked motions dinting upon the calm 

Which from Its seat the sky had taught the waters. 

So must these two desires, when they meet. 

Grapple so fast their either aim is lost. 

But in a ivranglc round each other spm. 

And each puts out lus strcngtli, not to go omrard. 

But quite to baulk and hinder and capsize 
This insolent assault of the wrong desire 
And when tlicy close, their struggle is called Man, 
Distressing with his strife and flurry the bland 
Pool of existence, that lay quiet before 
Holding the calm i\atch of Eternity 
• — He has another name, and that is — E\al 
PARSON, And neither ever gets the upper hand’ 
mwAL. Ay, one not seldom — not the Infinite 
But if the finite longing has adifantagc 
And need not gi\ e his whole force to tlic fight, 

Tlicn have you painters, singers, — I was one, 

1 am not now, Uie oUicr is lord now. 

But till the time when, tlircc montlis bad , 1 came 
To tins austcrest earth, and left bcliind 
Orchards and plains, by th.at desire I as-as 
So mastered, that I ncs cr lookt at aught 
Except to herd Time’s flocks, enough for me 
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PARSON As you doj I suppose But how is he 
To leave the world, since Death is of no use? 
iDWAX Better visitors there be 
That come to some few men than he, 

' The noiselessly-shod murderer, 

So skilled in usmg his kmd knife 
And where they come there ’s no more fear 
Of staying in the toil of life. 

Or bcmg m death’s captivity 
PARSON Now hsten to me, boy You have not thought, 
It may be, you are domg ivrong, but I, 

Who know, I tell you here and now, you are, 

This talk of hfe as a haphazard thmg, 

This strange distaste for being, is all ivrong 
And gravely ivrong 

niwAL Before my winter here 

Wrong was a meanmg to me O, 1 1 \ ent 
Much in large vision of the good and bad 
The flics of hell blackening on the world, 

And angels doing chores up and dowm heaven 
But lately quite another view of both 
I got I learnt to go outside my mind, 

So saw the ministers of good and bad 

In their own proper likeness, — not as they 

Eamesdy masquerade before us men 

A\Ticn to the world, ivhich is man's mind, tlicy come, 

They have a part to play, 'us only a part 

Outside, they arc one set, — and foolish talk 

It IS that saj’s they hale each other there 

I shpt outside the world once, and there pried 

Upon a festival, fragrant it was 

Of wane poured lavishly and spilt nliout 

On the blue floor, like golden morning spilt 

Over the sk) , and >ou breathed music there 

You cannot dunk how blithe a fellowship, 

I low frank, was osrr all lint gathering 
Angels and devils made up the whole pari>. 
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Sitting lovingly paired, wing laid to wing, 

Leathery close to feathery, bat and bird; 

Or dancing, wicked pa^vs clasping white waists. 

The delicate feet of angels tsvinkling bright 
Among the hairy shins of fiends. ’Twas all 
Clipping and dancing, good with evil, fidends. 

But where I go, nor good nor evil is. 

PARSON [fo himself]. Poor ladl No use for me to talk with him. 
Hazel perhaps can do it. I were best 

Leave them together. {Aloud. 

Hazel is close behind. 

She needs must kneel among the primroses 
And lift them up where I had trod on them, 

Strange ^1! 

IDWAL. Hazel is coming here, you said? 

{To himself] Ah, that stirs you, partner of mine? 
Malingering were you? Still alive? 

But you shall not handle me again. 

{Hazel comes in. The Parson goes. 
HAZEL. Good morning, brother. But how pale you look. 
Your eyes, it is not health, such light in them; 

And once they had a way of looking glad 
If they saw me come near. ^Vhat is it, dear? 
mwAL. No, Hazel, you are nothing to me now, 

Nor all the world, nor all the songs I made. 

I’ve found a better thing than you or these, 

And I am leaving you and all of them. 

HAZEL. Are you ill, brother? dying? 

rowAL. Nor ill nor dying, 

But bidding God be with you, for my hand 
Has found the latch it felt for, and the door 
Is opening now that lets me out of the house 
Of sky and earth; the winds that are without 
Have learnt my name, and I mxast go to them. 

They breathe against the door, impatient for me; 

They have called to me, and I have hearken’d them: 
tNTicther I would or no, they draw me now 
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Beyond beyond, into the elder dark 
And now I turn to you for the last tune 
I do not sec your eyes again, Hazel 

You must come back with us and we will nurse you 
You dymg and the Spring come down again ! 
inwAL I am not dymg. Hazel I will try 
To shew you how it is with me. Sweetheart — 
that ivas wont spake, not myself, behcve me. 

Has It not been with you, all your spirit 
Held by some beauty of Ae earth, as if 
An outer voice starUed you ivith your name. 

Taking you out of the Hour’s snake-eyed charm? — 

Like a child, all intent upon his game. 

Hears his dead mother sofdy calling him 
^ held was I With fine deceits and tods, 

Nets of dchght mastering all my limbs. 

Prisoner was I in beauty of the earth. 

And never knew my bondage I heard no call 
If you lie stdl, you may be tied ivith ropes 
And be at case I know not why I paid 
Heed all at once to the disquieting voice 
^t when I did, my skin found, sure enough, 

^e ropes were there But that is done, I step 
^t of the ivnUicn cordage I have fought, 

stranglmg of the i\orld I freed my limbs from, 

Cirown, sec, at my feel, the foolish yams 
I could have sworn tlicy lived, and had within them 
Striving, that made their bodies thicken and shrug 
And roughen sc.nlcs to rasp my skin, and liold 
Against my labounng tight What was mere rope 
Wide I lay still, soon as I strained at it 
Became .a league of snakes Well, they arc dead, 

And the vsorld's fclonv Ins Puled with me 
This was mj wantcr’s work up here, anti now 
I’m free to take the bidding of the voice, 
iiwru \Mnt voice’ O love, it’s not liccn good for voti, 
Tins loiicl) winter here among tlic hills 
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iDWAL. Hazel, you love me? — -No, don’t say you do, 
But if you do, I’ld have you speak not quite 
So tenderly. (I had forgot that break 
Gomes in her speaking when she ’s sorr^% — at least 
I thought that pang in me was dead tliat wont 
Leap in my heart at it, like a shrill string 
Across my soul shuddering. Pray God 
She speak not so again.) Will you not see 
We are all changed? 

This is not he you played with. I have been 
In furnaces up here. You need not bring 
Love to me now; ’tis a tune I have no use for. 
What, will you still look so? I tell you, he 
Whose thoughts had more obedience for you 
Than for the wind the barley has, and more 
Husht speaking at your way, he is done, spoilt. 
Upon that self, that reeved and wrangling tivist 
Of forces, that fierce marriage of tw'^o hates 
Or loves (what we call love and hate are one), — 
That seeming quiet made of greeds, there toucht 
Release like fire, cheating the earth’s hold, 
Blessedly saving me from consciousness. 

Out of the cinders it was bound in ran 
The secret of the ore, fined, ready for founding; 
And what wais one thing, now is plainly two 
Though in one body kept; the trial Self 
Withstood not, but bewrayed its making close, 
That it is twain. My Self has come to an end. 
And yet the consummation hangs; to halve 
Wholly and all asunder put my being. 

But it will come; I shall be loosed, and then 
Caught up by the hair out of the unseeing race 
At once I am no longer part of the world, 

But like the rush of waters o’er one drowned, 

The lapse of all the worlds slurs over me 
One fire, run into one broad streaming flame 
Going its unknown errand across space, 
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And leaves me m the naked dark, alone, 

Large, and one of the first and latter thmgs 
That were before hmit and certamty 
And this old unhcalth, from the beginmng mixt 
Into them. Consciousness, the disease And now 
No longer tied, not altogether freed. 

Will you come here to mischief me with love^ 

Go from me O if you but knew how I 
Am loolung to be taken out of ine. 

Out of the toil of Self, the fbaty 
In mixture of these tivo unreconciled, 

Each with desire it sickens at and loathes 
Fastened to each, — you would not tease me thus. 
hazel Ah, this is some false doing from outside 
You, Whose glad senses stood so open, you 
Who never failed of welcome for the green 
And blue and gold of earth, who took in sun 
And the grey presence of the ram alike, to be 
BcauUcs within your heart, you to be harmed ! — 
This very morning, as I left the house, 

I lookt up through the woods that hang bclund, — 
(For nowhere m the world surely is blue 
So good for the heart as that of the early year 
Between black leafless trunks at a slope’s top) — 
And looking up, lo, green against the blue ' 

Spnng in her first glad hurry Uirough the land 
Had left .on tliom and branch tatters and light 
Frapngs of her green careless robe. 1 thought. 
Here IS tlic Spnng, and he’ll be \sitli us soon 
And tlicn I tliought of our delating lose 
It’s gone from sou tlicn'^ But it’s still wth me 
My suiter has n. baby, .a week old, — 

To sec her mothering it’ — and I — never’ 

What am 1 saving? — 

I^vc, do >ou licar me, lose’ — Is tint nord 
Hinply for \ou? nothing alight left in it’ 

Sec if I fill it not \Mih stars again 
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Look on me, and tliink, All of her is mine. 

Does it not burn you? See, now I bare my arm. 

Is it not well done, a good work, this flesh? — 

And it was done for you. (Look still on me.) 

0 beauty of mine, catch me this man’s spirit! 

— ^And if it be required of me, I go 

As far as sin to keep you. What care I 

Who calls it sin? I am here charged by the earth 

To bribe you back to her, spend I my holiest. 

1 dare not disobey her. Why, I am 

The earth, — here in my being is the earth 
Longing for motherhood as she ever does; 

She would be good to you if you would let her. 

— O the earth knows of her old enemy! 

Not in the frame of things, not where there is 
Comfort of light, nor any life but his, 

But alone in his unhappiness he sits 
lU-favouredly eyeing her, bleak as his place, 

Looking unwholesome charm at whom he can. 

She knows not who he is, but that he turns 
And sours man’s blood, making it be a bane 
Within his flesh, and an unkindly temper 
Towards, his blessing. O be very ware; 

The outer wrong has hold upon your soul 
To thieve it out of you and away from me. 

It is a malice only: has it made 
Promises to you? Did it use good words?. 

There is no trust in them. How can a thing 
Never had natme, do you any good, — 

You, made of earA, who fetched your life from her? 
But I have better than words for you. Look here. 
I’ll show you what the earth is. 

You see a girl only? I say, I am 

The earth’s disguise; she has left to be hills 

And to go in her ways of beautiful strength, 

But hither on this errand for your loved love 
Gome out of being Spring, to stand before you 
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In me the whole desiring of the goddess, 

And wm you to her heart again, my heart 
Look' the earth here stands open-armed to you 
Will you not try if the beatmg and the warmth 
Of my life near to yours may not be good? 

But try itl If here be no happiness. 

It were easily left, and no harm done 
mWAL Aha, who ’s master now'* Ask me not, dear, 
Why I have been so duU and sluggarded 
Some demon, that was shut •vvithm my being. 

And long time lay at the bottom of my soul. 
Awoke and grappled with me unawares. 

Doivn, by some tnck, he pulled me, for he meant 
To choke me and escape from out my soul. 

All this time he has kept me under, hands 
Tight on ray throttle, lest I spoke But now 
Your voice surprised him wdi dismay, and I 
Remembered that this soul is nunc by nght, 
Heartened by you, now am I uppermost 
And he is under my tread ’tis his turn now 
Ah! ’us the same as ever it was, — the brow 
Like day beginning, frank, the loopt hair winds 
Arc friendly intli Surely for loving more 
Than man you were made. Hazel. It is as if 
The moonlight came in a borrowed body once 
For lip-lovc to a man, that you irant me — 

As new to me and strange it is as nhcn 
First I dared take and hold her hand, broim 
As a meadow -pipit’s egg, and holding found 
The bcaungs m her wnst close under m) palm. 

And marvelled Uiat it was the self-same kind 
Of life 1 had walhin m^ puddled flesh 
Tliat had pul on such loveliness as sou. 

Now It liegias again it is .is good, 

/\s new and dinning .ns the first time was 
Life golden c^anbals niiging in mine cars 
It IS to look at >ou I dare not think 


s 



30 AN ESCAPE 

Too much, you’re mine. O I’m alive again. 

Only, I fear to sleep. 

hazel. What fear’s in sleep? 

m'WAL. I half forget. But while he knelt on me, 

Thrown, stupid, he knew the feud was not yet done; 

He was not safe from me, though I was down. 

And one of his bad kin lookt in on him 
When sleep was round us, promising his aid. 

Ah, but I feared that creature. Though he brought 
No voice or shape to know him by, he was 
About me a dark horror. What his land 
Or folk is, know I not, but he was near 
To naught is in the world. 

And he, the fiend who fought me, eagerly lookt 
For the next coming of his goblin friend. 

And surely he would come along -with sleep. 

Three nights I have not slept. 

HAZEL. O my poor boy I 

What, haunted? — and I thinking of you all winter 
Making the stature of the lifted hills 
Felt in that song of yours. And now — O come, 

Be in my arms at home again and see 
If you’ll not sleep there. Come! 

[She persuades him to her breast, and he sleeps awhile. Then her 
father, the Parson, returns. 

PARSON. Asleep? That’s good. A sound sleep, too. 

HAZEL. Father, 

I’m frightened. Half an hotu ago he sighed 

And turned, shuddering. Put your hand on his heart; 

I have not dared to, 

PARSON, There ’s no need for that; 

He is not sleeping. Come away, my dear. 

— ^Thank God she ’s dazed with it. Send she keep so. 

And I may get her home. — Come on, my girl. 

I wonder what he died of. 
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PERSONS 

PEREGRINUS PROTEUS 
maroon, a Christian 
CHORUS of Gonnthian youths 

Argument 

PEREGRINUS, a man notable when the Christian Church ivas 
young, havmg fiunously hved a wicked life, pubhcly burnt 
m Greece 

Lucian has left one account of the manner of his dying 
other account is here set forth 

Before the Pyre 

PERECRlNOS 

Much bruit have I about the n orld, and fame, 

A baying hound, hath never left my slcutli, 

Nor left to noise Uic air with feats of nunc, 
hut to be knoivn have I much wciousncss 
Performed, and gone in lust for many years 
And now I come to burn myself, and this 
Sliall be the lamouscsl of all my deeds. 

I mean to be a flame and a flying smoke, 

A wide astonislimcnt to the dim minds 
Tliat liampcr nil the norld But I escape 
Trom that obsequious func that dogged inj Iifc 
Yelping, a voice to please ignorant cars 
I'sou as my flesh shall marry the lit air 
In golden burning, news of my bnght death 
Shall run a fiery gait u|ion the thoughts 
Of upright men, an unaccustonirtl ardour 
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Yet I grieve over my dear desires and lusts 
That have to be so cruelly destroyed. 

But there’s no help; they are a mutiny, 

They grow too strong, and would be masters in me. 
I’ll not have that. I’ll ruin them with the flame 
Rather than drive a team I cannot steer. 

Moreover, as I bum ray living flesh, 

I write a message which, if men will read 
And follow in the way I link them on, 

Will make more joy and beauty in the earth 
Than all the hopes of Heaven and fears of God. 
When men shall fear their Selves, and after that 
Worship their Selves (for worship ’s the one way 
To make a thing sacred and worthy worship) 

Men will have come to their full stature then. 

Therefore I go into the pains of fire 
To shew the world a symbol of such worship: 

Nor can I any other way now give 
Glean priestly service to my sacred part. 

This Marcon too shall preach me to the lands, 

I the Nehushtan and the Moses he. 

Lo, Marcon comes, and up the ladder I 
Reluctant climb: I tread no more on grass, 

The earth shall no more be a road for my feet. 

But I am climbing higher than this frame 
Of timber, higher than any flame shall lunge. 
When it is burning me, I climb aloft. 

And draw man’s thought towering after me. 

It is not anguish of the fire comes now. 

But the mighty anguish of becoming holy 
After long dwelling in the shops of lust. 

Air, thou fresh pleasant creature, dear to breathe 
Wilt thou become a fierceness in my Ixmgs? 

And thou, dusk evening, shaft soon be tom 
With blaze, and reel at the manner of my end. 
Here am I at the top- Lonely it seems; — 

And I am hung over the risk of death. 
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MARCON 

A hateful thing is friendship false, yet good 
And profitable may it be if God 
Bends, as he can, the crooked ill to straight 
I was a fncnd to Peregnnus, — fiaend 
In seemmg with the falsehood I serve God 
This man, to draw the moths o’ the world to his 
Strange lore, here ivilhngly will bum himself, 

A death uncouth, to take the world aghast; 

And worse than the loose heats and smokes of his life 
Will be the pestdent reek of his ivild death 
I must prevent him perfecting his death 
Godless and fraudulent he hved his flesh 
So trampled on his imnd, no doubUng knew 
Great-lusted Peregnnus, but he smned 
His life away, not pausmg ’twixt his bouts. 

He was mere ravening of the baser kind. 

Till in these storms unto a vile harbour 
This poor ship dravc, into Uic shelter of hell, 

And ndcs cahn, anchor’d to the devil’s heart, 

O, I have sicken’d at his blasphemy, 

Applauding it and adding my oivn wt 
(Wliicli God forgive) to keep him in Uiosc is-aj’s 
He holds he hath a belter tongue than Chnst 
To make men leave die dirt and stand upnght. 

And, lest he found a head to dupe indeed, 

I as disciple sistillowcd all his teaching, 

His crazy iratchwords (hou 1 spciv them out) 
Sclf-sctving, sclf-dcIight, a>, and sclf-\s orship. 

And madl) he mil give himstdf to stand 
In fire until he chars to death, for hopes 
Of startling all the unnu-arc dark minds 
To manfulncss, mdi a ncu faith die uorld 
Rumouring farther abroad than Galilee 
And Olivet have gone about ihe moiidis 
Of nations, and arc sacred in men's cars 
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And flames perhaps look nobler than a cross. 

God gave me cunning; and I swore to be 
The preacher of his notions. He \vill die 
Trusting his words to me. I swore besides 
From Corinth to collect \\dth choice a sage 
Assembly of staid witnesses. For them 
He waits, for them I have swept up 
A ribald crowd of youths; well kno%vn to these 
By fame is Peregrinus. I have said 
lliat he ^vill bum himself lest he should lose 
(For he perceives men’s ears grow tired of him) 
His infamy, and come to an obscure end: 

But openly, in concourse, he will set 
The doors of death on fire, and burst a way 
By flames through the forbiddance of his flesh, 
And win great mention in the talk of feasts. 

This — sport it is to them — they come to view 
With glee rmruly; yea, behold they come, 

Less gentle pack than wolves, announced by wine 
Upon the air, laughter and flown gibing, 

The snarling happiness of cruel men. 

How have men’s mouths become so terrible? 

CHORUS 

Two here alone; 

Have we been fooled, we are enough 
To snatch the jest from these, 

And with what merry injuries we please 
Bind it on them. 

’Tis like we shall be entertained 
Whatever case befaU. 

When God sent down strict duties 
To school His men, the kinder Devil sent 
Pleasrues in a gay troop; 

Tunefully they dance over the heart; 

And of them aU the queen is Gmelty, 

The subtlest, the least sensuous. 
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Keener than keen odours, 

Fiercer than fierce wine in the brain, 

Reaching into the hfe of us farther than love, 

A rapture with no satisfaction in it, 

Making the lungs gasp, forgetting to breathe. 

And the heart stand stdl, trembhng 
But also It IS gravely thought 
That pleasures be indeed from God’s hands 
To be a means of climbmg from the earth 
And not amiss that city would be judged 
The pnnceliest, the nearest heaven. 

Which had slept up aU rungs of lower pleasures, 

And had abandoned all the sorts of dehght 
For this amazement of the nerves. 

This sharp delicious ransack of the brain. 

This ravishing tvild piracy of the soul. 

Cruelty 

Tins need not crawl lalionous through a sense, 

This hath no masterful appetites 
Wanly to scr\'c, capncious gate-keepers, — 

Now welcoming in pleasure to the mind 
As high-birtht lady they arc glad to sec 
Coming to cheer their lord, 

Now shutting sulky doors 

Before her entrance, calling her ill-namcs, 

Saying they arc sick, 

Cannot nsc to draw the bolts, 

Nor would let her tempt 
Tlicir lord, the mind, to harlotr) 

But Cruelty hath no gales, 

Nor qualmish porters in her ^v•aJ 
Though she get help from sense, — 

Tor struggle, c)cs. 

Tars for ones, 

Smelling when \\c use the fire, — 

Yet in the nnm she u mere intclligenrc. 

And a dull thing •cemeth seme 
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And sensual delight, 

To one who has let the exquisite 
Passion of cruelty trouble his heart 
To blithe laughter, and Icamt 
Skill in tormenting. 

To me in warm love busied, or in cups, 

A whisper came, 

A quiet fame. 

That Peregrinus would all willingly 
Torture his living limbs with lire. 

Then I arose from soft enjoyment, 

From wine and lust and hours of scent. 

To try the thinnest highest clement 
Delight can use for being, Cruelty; 

Hail, Marcon, we are come, 

Hail to thy crazed victim. 

Pay us now our jest, this man’s torment. 

MAR. Mayhap I yet may use persuasion 
On him. My master, Peregrinus there I 
PER. Art eager then? art thou as ready as I? 

MAR. The worshippers are come; they wait the priest. 
PER. And soon the priest shall put on holy robes. 

MAR. Not a soft weaving, such as loves the skin. 

PER. But golden, but a glory, the wealth of flame. 
MAR. Shall man not love his life, but prefer death? 
PER. He shall love Self better than he loves life. 

MAR. And yet thou say’st, death utterly scatters Self. 
PER. Nothing it matters if that be or not. 

MAR How pleasant in the beating heart is life. 

PER. But if a man hath left to rule his lusts, 

Which are to teach him wonder only, — ^fed 
And pamper’d them unwisely, till he knows 
Beasts of desire are in him, bloated things, 

And his imagination is no more 
Than a byre full of moaning appetites, 

And danger is that they may break out wild, 
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Root up and dung the orchard of his soul, 

And in tbul mischief plough it and stamp to mud. 
And the lord Self be under maniac hoofi, — 

Then belter tlian such outrage is to die 
MAR "What gam to Self is that, if Self is murder’d? 

PER The gain of standing upright to the end. 

MAR Fixed, then, thou art to bum hfc out of thee’ 

PER Yes, and to be the king of all my being 
MAR O, but it is a dreadful ivay to death 
PER The worse tlic pain, the fanglier am I 
Hast thou forgot, moreover, that tins act 
Is as an angel standing upon earth 
Amid a burning secrecy of wngs, 

Summonmg hearts to heed news out of Heaven? — 
‘Take care that no harm come, Man, to thy Self, 

And death is better than to be defiled ’ 

I am to announce the holiness of Self, 

I am the trumpet, but thou art the herald 
itAR Stop, 1 mil sit no more licsidc tliy danger, 

Bum th'j'sclf as diou uilt, but now at last 
Know I detest, spit out, and fear Uiy doctrine. 

As God docs dice Tliou art the Dc\'il’s friend 
Bum non and to eternity I am 
A Chnstian 

PFR A sla\c O Ijang tongue, 

I half suspected this. Love Uiou th> malice, 

I am not harmed 'Ihis senous companj 
Sliall non proclaim my ending to flic uorld 
ciiOROs He comes to speak Look ucll for fear in him, 
For that ’s tlic seasoning m a m.m’s torment 
ITR. O men, desire no great farcuell of me. 

I have strnpt indeed a h imess agaimt fear 
Upon me, but he shoots main arrov.'S 
And there’s no breast gisen ns target to him 
His sharp archery may not \sound at Iciigtli, 

Hoveser forged alxitit wiih the mind's brars 
Yet must J tell sou sshs 1 bum myself 



PEREGRINUS 

Behold, the world and all the beings in it 
A multitude of waves upon a sea. 

But as a chance of flows and currents often 
Seizes the watery substance into whirl, 

And in the sea doth separately exist 

That whirl, so is the kind of man in the world. 

Or scatter a pool of quicksilver and see 
How easily the drops are one again; 

But if one drop have rolled among some dirt. 

The skin it now hath keeps it out of the rest. 

So is man’s nature floating in the world. 

Having acquired a dirt of strange desires 
To keep him still ruunixt with the one substance. 

Take not too closely, though, that ‘dirt’: I mean 
Only to nail upon your memories 
This ruling word: how utterly apart 
Man, by the Self he hath, is from the world. 

CHORUS. What, is he teaching? Come, let’s have some tales 
Among ourselves — It seems a well-built pyre. 

PER. So then there is a new creature in the old 
Draught of eternal flowing substance down 
The spacious alley of the will of God, — 

Gathered perplexity of substance, called 
The Self of Man: and let it be a boat 
Steered by strong wilful oars about the tide. 

It is well said, Be good and love mankind; 

But it is better said, Be beautiful 

And love yourselves: for this contains the other. 

How can you love what is not beautiful? 

I would have each man passionately in love 
With his own Self: see that it take no harm. 

And let not the base breathing of the world. 

The nuzzling friendship of such mouths as munch 
Garbage, come tarnishing your silver thought. 

The one stue thing in all the world is Self; 

See that it be a Self worthy the having, 

And namely one that is never satisfied 
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With Its own excellence I know a way 
The land of Man may be a holy kmd, 

And dress itself in beauty as the sun 
Wears naturally, excellent in the heavens, 

For self-dehght his golden gear of virtue 
For none ivho love and honour their own selves 
Would do the frauds, malices, sneakings, lies. 

The hufBng impudence and bragg’d lechery, 

That cause the life of man to smear a scum 
Over the world as if a sewer had burst. 

But cease to stand about die swampy earth 
And gneve to find the mud holding your ankles 
When you would seek, following a Iight-/bot dream. 
The good firm land that has not been m storms 
Of c\’il ram, nor been drowned nastily 
Follow no dreams, try not to mend die world, 

But mend yourselves Ye love unthnftily 

God and your neighbour, call in your rambling lo\c, 

Ye need it all yourselves to shore )our walls 

From resting on the soft uncleanly sin 

When >ou have thus grown strong (and you shall find 

Mere)’ the prop to make a soul most strong), 

Tlicn you shall join mt in dies mjstcrj, 

Self-worship, and not die (as I must do) 

To enter it. For worship can make holy, 

And man sliall be a sacred thing at last 
When difficultly he learns to be the pnest 
Of his own Self, lighting clean fires of worship 
With ever) Ciculi) of flesh and soul 
And henceforth in the world shall walk a ghost 
Wth the appearance of blown fire, to liaiint 
Tile ease of men, and amarc diem out of comfort. 

For here 1 lift up to the world a token, 

A burning type of high self-love, the world’s 
Instance of the self-worship s ritual 
I have sinned the unforgivahlc 'in against 
M)’scir, rrrdrnng Ixxl) ami mind unfit 
1:2 
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To be inhabited by a sacred thing, 

And profit ye thereby. For greatest \vrong 
Compels this greatest act of worship from me. 

I made of my desires not ecstasy 
But lust; as rooms of mere delight 
I lived in passions, not seeing that they were 
Porches oiily into wonder, and made 
To be past through, but not inhabited. 

And like a deadly climate they have grieved 
And spoilt my nature, crept into my marrow, 
And made intolerable \vrong in my soul. 

But I will not have myself so dismayed 
Or with wild infamous handling hurt and pusht 
From being throned. I come to b\uni myself. 
And as I stand naked before the hot 
Mouth of the hungry fire, and am devoured, — 
As by its dreadful love I am enjoyed. 

And have no being except pain until 
Perfectly I become the mate of flame, 

Then know that I with golden voice announce 
And sound over the world from midst my bright 
Rapture out of dishonourable life, 

That henceforth in the hearts of men shall be 
Their own worship: Self is the sacred thing. 

Now let thy torches be prepared, Marcon. 
CHORUS. Oft have I wisht 
I had beheld the famous sport 
The King of Egypt gave rmto his court. 

When she, the fairest of his wives. 

Thinking she was not husbanded enough. 

In action went the same way as her thought. 
Her the king gave choice, — on swords to die. 

Or else to have her face publicly 
Tortured into hideousness. 

And joy ran down the anxious streets 

When the king let cry amid blown horns 

His mercy^, that her beauty should be murder’d. 
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But she might keep her life 
They say the thing went happily. 

It might have been a pantlicr 
Beneath the struggled men, 

So spat and yelled the lady. 

Bit and scratched, butted and kickt, 

Tore at tlic irons and sliook hands with burning 
To save a little of her look. 

After, M’hcn tlie heat-looscn’d flesh set firm, 

Her lips were ludicrously ivnthcd 

But tills thing promises a greater joke 

Than that Egyptian quip 

And after this I think I shall not wish so much 

Tliat I had seen her face, 

Her undchghted gnn. 

When first they trapt her visage in a gin 
Of white-hot wires and were ingenious 
To scrc%v wnth branding her ncck-sincsv’s 
Into a rigid wrying tackle, 

And the smoke of her own flesh was tangled in her hair 
I’KR Friends, friends, good friends, it was a jest 
ciionus Nois it begins, now mark him well, dear souls 
raa What fool hath taken the ladder^ Bring it back 
ciionus You see, ’tis as the wtsc heads saj A beast 
But gives, howe’er elaborately killed, 

A single pleasure. But a man gnes twain, — 

Both killing and ridiculous lean of dcaili 
rra The ladder, Marcon; dear Marcon, bring me the ladder. 
What art thou doing with tint torch, Uiou fooP 
Keep off, take care of all those flj mg sparks. 

Stamp It into the sand; — no, no, good Marcon 
Bring it not near the faggots, sec bow it spits 
Hot resin Hold it awa^ , curst fool, awa^. — 

You there, Ckinniliiatis, hold that murderous inaii, 

Bind him. ibrottle him, friends, .-jmJ me down 
nioai-s, llus h the brsi on us he r.alls to visa- 
ri u Hase se iioi bad enow ofjesp and moic 
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Will come; hereafter I will make myself 
Your banquet’s laughing stock, the clown of feasts, 

But only let me down. — I will not die. 

CHORUS. Thou wilt not die ! Fool, dost thou think we have left 
Our night’s pursuits, and will not see thee die? 

Marcon, light thou the pyre, or we will hurl 
Thee into it, and burn the pair of you. 

PER. Ah, — now I see what bloody men ye are; 

And I must die mockt at by such a herd, 

And they will make a jest of me over the world, 

No honourable report. Marcon, too. 

Forswears his part; into what strange darkness 
Has been betrayed the shining of my death? — 

That would have been a medicine for all minds 
Enfeebled with the bane of help from Heaven, 

And roused them from the pallets of sick ease 
Which self-mistrust, that priesdy surgery, 

Drove them to lie on; but not now, not now 
I bum myself, like hyssop, for the world. 

What then? Why, it is as it should be now. 

For now privately I shall do my worship 
And have my own approval, no stared applause. 

Far better rite. To my own holiness, 

To my Self, is all my being sacrificed: 

I am the Champion against my own wrong. 

Marcon, my heart is braced; yare with thy fires. 

CHORUS. Little flames, merry flames, modest low chucklings, 
This is but maidenly pretence of shyness; 

Little flames, happy flames, what are these secrets 
You so modestly whisper one another? 

Do we not know your golden desires, 

And the brave way you tower into lust 
Mightily shameless? 

Why do you inly skulk among the timber? 

Stand up, yellow flames, take the joy given you; 

Resins and spunkwood, faggots and turpentine, 

A deal of spices, a great cost of benzoin. 
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Everything proper for your not, O flames 
Leap up the bavuis, 

Run up these joys we have built like a stair for you; 
Fuel lies topmost waiting your frenzy 
Better than sap, better than tar. 

For you to kindle 

’Tis flesh and blood, life and feehng, 

Desperate moisture besieged by your heat. 

Silly resistance to your golden desires. 

Agony wresthng with pitiless glee, 

Mad Peregrinus, 

Rarely delightful to you, I guess 
Ha, didst hear’ 

A cry, hke a frightened bird, flew out. 

But sudden it stopt, as a hunter 
Shot the wld flight 

Flames, flames, rejoice, ye have found him ' 

Up wdi you now, stroke him first and singe him gcntlj. 
Call out some vagancs from him. 

And then take hold of die man 
And tic his soul up in torment 

Ah, but I \sash I could be as flames arc. 

No more deal in such peddlings of desire 
As senses cheaply buy, 

But quite Ijccomc desire 
As you do, flames 

J.1AR Now I have done good service to the Lord 
Witli my false fnendship, for the man is gone 
And Ins luigg’d mckedness along wth liim 
To be unseen, and no more to God’s rjes 
Hateful, smother’d ljc>ond all oflcnding 
In Molcnt places full of the old vvorm 
O flame, O nature prosperous for the Lord, 

O captain over the angers of just Heaven, 

Have now ihj hottest, holiest real, and turn 
'Hie mcnev of the air to indignation 
Sheken not thou from whiteness, be not red 
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Nor even gold, but white and terribly wliilc, 

The utter purity thou hadsL from God 
When he began to war. Be fiercely good, 

Till thou hast lickt tliis evil up, and made him 
Flakes of fire in the night. But thou, O Lord, 

Let me be pleasant and delightful to thee; 

Forget not me, if I have ser\fed thee here. 

And thou, blue-kirtled Mary, who on earth 
Didst nourish God, an infancy of flesh 
Taking the simple milk of thy dear breast 
Instead of spiritual thrones adoring; 

When he, tliy Son, down to his promist judgement 
Rides out of Heaven upon Eternity 
Harnest under his hands, and with one stroke 
Of wielded holiness on this clotted nature 
Breaks up mortality and turns to ghost 
The whole fixt starry creature of the \vorld, 

An universal Easter of all being, 

Mary, look that I come into the light. 

CHORUS. Did the much-wander’d Peregrinus — 

Or the much-lying (’tis the same) — 

Say ever he had seen the Phoenix burning? 

Into those brave tales of his, — 

The hairy giants who desired him for meat, 

The Northern dragons that he slew. 

And showed the tooth of one, 

(But that, I have heard, came from an alligartha’s jaw's 
He found it dead and rotting once, 

And fought with nothing fiercer than a stink,) — 

Into those excellent impudences 
Surely the Phoenix came, 

Shrieking as the flames tired upon her. 

And all the Arabian air 

Full of the messages of burning myrrh? 

For methinks he would be making now 
An image of such vision. 

But when these ashes whiten. 
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Will a famous ghost spring out, 

Spurmng the glow-hearted logs 
Till into sparks they lighten, 

A more perpetual life? 

Ay, in immortal laughter. 

Like a beetle overcome in amber, 

We will catch his ghost 
See, thou crazy ghost, 

Lovingly ive have limed dice 
In imperishable gum of merriment. 

Tomb thou never shalt escape 
At many a feast, when chaplets arc a\\ ry 
And tipsy spildi is wasting half the wine 
And all die lanterns sway. 

Thou shalt be handed round and praised 
More than Adantic pearl or topaz out of Mcrot, 

Tliou precious ghost, safe from time 
In a clear sepulchre of laughter 
Ah! Ah' 

How greaU) flared the p>Tc, 

IVith nhat a roar its framework fell, 

The scaffolding all loosed with fire 
Did see, my fnends, that neck of flame 
I^ap from these ended agonies 
There is a cnmsoji dazzle in iny eyes, 

IVas there not a mighty swag of smoke 
Like, most like, a big unnatural bat'’ 

It was over us, mtli sparkling cscs, 

And large hollow wings outspread; 

Did they not flap hcaiily 

Like wings of a demon huge \anipirc 

Bloated with sleeps blood? 

Did It not hiss and serenin’ — 

Or was It nioistiirc of a pine iiiadr sic un 
\nd forcing through the tvood’ 

’'Pis likels, for as 1 lool i again 
Xoihing was thrre to iliash the suars, 
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What on the lop was hid, 

How flame and smoke leapt down his throat and tore 
His imvards with convulsing storm, 

The hideous end of his vain life. 

He shall most jocular hearers find, 

Raise the merriest laughter 
And if this Marcon spread abroad 
Any of this notion, 

That Peregnnus had some other purpose 
Than a mere craze for infamy 
So dying in this manner. 

He shall be laught to scorn and for a fool 
Pointed at by mockers 

CHORUS In olden times they held it nas the gods 
Plagued to madness such as he 
IMio sought ivitli shouted fame 
To make the world his temple. 

And, tliough now ive have no gods. 

Strangeness visits still brains of men, 

As shooting-stars furron clear skies 

Into unusual lights 

But what care nhcncc it comes’ 

For being here, good it is for lauglitcr. 

It 13 unwise to question, 

But It IS ver) wise to Laugh, 

Behold, gone is Peregnnus, 

Of his mad death only a smoulder left 
Non nc\ cr u-as there in the world a game 
So merry as this rasishing 
Death of Peregnnus 
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When, for the gospelling of the world, the Apostles sorted 
the countries among themselves, the lot of India fell to 
Thomas. After some hesitations, he obeyed the lot, being 
shamed thereto by his Master, as is here set forth. 



Ill 


THE SALE OF SAINT THOMAS 

A Quay, with vessels moored 

THOMAS 

To India' Yea, here I may take ship, 

From here the courses go over tlic seas, 

Along which the intent prows wonderfully 
Nose hke lean hounds, and track their joumej's out, 
Making for harbours as some sleuth was laid 
For them to follow on their shifting road 
Again I front my appomted ministry — 

But why the Indian lot to me'’ Why mine 
Such fearful gospelhng? For tlic Lord knew 
What a frail soul he gave me, and a heart 
Lame and unlikely for the large events — 

And tins IS worse tlian Baghdad ' tliough that was 
A fearful brink of travel But if the lots, 

Tliat gave to me the Indian duty, were 
ShulTIcd by tlic unseen skill oFHca\cn, surely 
Tliat fear of mine in Baghdad was the same 
Marvellous Hand working again, to guard 
Tlic landward gate of India from me Tlierc 
I stood, waiting in tlic weak carl) dawn 
To start my journey, the great caras-an’s 
Strange cattle with their snonng breaths made steam 
Upon the air, and (as I iliought) sadl) 

Tlic Ijcasts at marl ct-lxxillis and awnings gay 
Ofsliops, the cits’s comfortable trade, 

Lookt, and then into inonilis of plodding lookt 
And swiftly on ins brain there came a wintl 
Of vision, and I <aw the rruid inapt out 
Along the desert wiih a chalk of bone-', 

1 saw- ,1 faniinr and the Afgluan greed 
Waning for us. sjicars at our ihraaH, .all wr- 
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Made women by our hunger; and I saw 
Gigantic thirst grieving our mouths with dust. 
Scattering up against our breathing salt 
Of blown dried dung, till the taste eat like fires 
Of a wild vinegar into our sheathed marrows; 

And a sudden decay thicken’d all our bloods 
As rotten leaves in fall will baulk a stream; 

Then my kill’d life the muncht food of jackals. — 

The wind of vision died in my brain; and lo, 

The jangling of the caravan’s long gait 
Was small as the luting of a breeze in grass 
Upon my ears. Into the waiting thirst 
Camels and merchants all -were gone, while I 
Had been in my amazement. Was this not 
A sign? God with a vision tript me, lest 
Those tall fiends that ken for my approach 
In middle Asia, Thirst and his grisly band 
Of plagues, should with their brigand fingers stop 
His message in my mouth. Therefore I said. 

If India is the place where I must preach, 

I am to go by ship, not overland. 

And here my ship is berthed. But worse, far worse 
Than Baghdad, is this roadstead, the brown saik, 

AH the enginery of going on sea, 

The tackle and the rigging, tholes and sweeps. 

The prows built to put by the waves, the masts 
Stayed for a hurricane; and lo, that line 
Of gilded water there 1 the sun has drawn 
In a long narrow band of shining oil 
His light over the sea; how evilly move 
Ripples along that golden skin ’ — the gleam 
Works like a muscular thing ! like the half-gorged 
Sleepy swallowing of a serpent’s neck. 

The sea lives, surely 1 My eyes swear to it; 

And, like a murderous smile that glimpses through 
A villain’s courtesy, that twitching dazzle 
Parts the kind mood of weather to bewray 
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Tlie feasted -waters of the sea, stretched out 
In lazy gluttony, expecting prey 
How fearful is this trade of sailing' Worse 
Than all land-evds is the water-way 
Before me now — IVhat, coivardicc’’ Nay, why 
Trouble myself -ivith ugly words? ’Tis prudence, 
And prudence is an admirable thing 
Yet here’s much cost, — these packages piled up, 
Ivory doubtless, emeralds, gums, and silks. 

All these they trust on shipboard^ — Ah, but I, 

I who have seen God, I to put myself 

Amid the heathen outrage of the sea 

In a deal-wood box! It were plain folly 

There is naught more prcaous in die world dian I 

I carry God in me, to give to men 

And when has the sea been friendly unto man'* 

Let It but guess my errand, it wll call 
Tlic dangers of the air to weak upon me. 

Winds to juggle die puny boat and pinch 
Tlic water into unbelievable creases 
And shall my soul, and God in my soul, droira? 
Or venture drowning^ — But no, no, I am safe 
Smooth as believing souls over dicir dcadis 
And over agonies shall slide henceforth 
To God, so shall my way be blest amid 
The quiet crouching terrors of the sea, i 
Like panthers ^\hcn a fire weakens their hearts, 

Ay, this huge sin of nature, the salt sen, 

Shall he afraid of me, and of the mind 
Wthin me, tint with gesture, speech, and ejes 
Of the Mcssi.ih llanics \S hat clement 
Dare snarl against in> going, what incubus liarc 
Rcmcinlicr to be ficndi'h, when I light 
M\ ssliolc being with ineinor} of Him’ 

'Hie inahee of the sea will shiil from me 
And the air lie li innlcss as a intirrled wolf. 

For I am a torch, .and the llame of me Ch^l 
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A. ship’s captain 
You are my man, my passenger? 

THOMAS. . I am. 

I go to India with you. 

CAPTAIN, Well, I hope so. 

There ’s threatening in the weather. Have you a mind 
To hug your belly to the slanted deck, 

Like a louse on a whip-top, when the boat 
Spins on an axle in the hissing gales? 

THOMAS. Fear not. ’Tis likely indeed that storms are now 
Plotting against our voyage; ay, no doubt 
The very bottom of the sea prepares 
To stand up mountainous or reach a limb 
Out of his night of water and huge shingles. 

That he and the waves may break oirr keel. Fear not; 
Like those who manage horses, I’ve a word 
Will fasten up within their evil natures 
The meanings of the winds and waves and reefs. 

CAPTAIN. You have a talisman? I have one too; 

I know not if the storms think much of it. 

I may be shark’s meat yet. And would your spell 
Be daunting to a cuttle, think you now? 

We had a bout with one on our way here; 

It had green lidless eyes like lanterns, arms 
As many as the branches of a tree, 

But limber, and each one of them wise as a snake. 

It laid hold of our bulwarks, and with three 
Long knowing arms, slimy, and of a flesh 
So tough they ’Id fool a hatchet, searcht the ship, 

And stole out of the midst of us all a man; 

Yes, and he the proudest man upon the seas 
For the rare powerful talisman he ’d got. 

And would yours have done better? 

THOMAS. I am one 

Not easily frightened. I’m for India. 

You will not put me from my way with talk. 

CAPTAIN. My heart, I never thought of frightening you. 
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Well, here ’s both tide and wind, and we may not start 
THOMAS Not start? I pray you, do 
captain It’s no use praying; 

I dare not I’ve not half my cargo yet 
THOMAS What do you wait for, then^ 

CAPTAIN. A carpenter 

THOMAS You arc talking strangely 
captain But not idly 

I might as well broach all my blood at once 
Here as I stand, as sail to India back 
Without a carpenter on board; — O strangely 
Wise are our kings in the killing of men! 

THOMAS But docs your king then need a carpenter'^ 
CAPTAIN Yes, for he dreamed a dream; and hkc a man 
Who, having eaten poison, and iwth all 
Force of his life turned out the crazing drug, 

Has only a weak and wcstlcd nature left 
That gives in foolishly to some bad desire 
A healthy man would laugh at, so our king 
Is left desiring by his venomous dream 
But, being a king, the whole land aclics wtli him 
THOMAS What dream ivas tliat’ 

CAPTAIN A palace made of souls, — 

Ay, there ’s a folly for a man to dream ’ 

He saw a palace covering all tlic land, 

Big as the day itself, made of a stone 
That answered wadi a better gleam than glass 
To the sun’s greeting, fashioned like the sound 
Of laughter copied into shining sh.npc 
So the king said And with him in the dream 
There was .a \oicc that fleered upon Uic king 
*Tlm is the man who makes much of himself 
For filling (he common cy-cs with pnhees 
Gorgeously hmgging out his rosnhy: 

Whereas he hath not one tint 'cemeth not 
In work, in hcitrlit, in ]Kwtiirr on the ground, 

A hut, a peasant’s dings shed, to nilnr 
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And all his excellent woods, metals, and stones, 

The things he ’s filcht out of the earth’s old pockets 
And hoised up into walls and domes; the gold, 

Ebony, agate stairs, wainscots of jade. 

The windows of jargoon, and heavenly lofts 
Of marble, all the stuff he takes to be wealth, 

Reckons like savage mud and wattle against 
The matter of my building.’ — ^And the king, 

Gloating upon the white sheen of that palace, 

And weeping like a girl ashamed, required 
‘What is that stone?’ And the voice answered him, 
‘Soul.’ ‘But in my palaces too,’ said he, 

‘There should be soul built: I have driven nations, 
What with quarrying, what with craning, down 
To death, and sure their souls stay in my work.’ 

And, ‘Mud and wattle’ sneered the voice again; 

But added, ‘In the west there is a man, 

A slave, a carpenter, whose heart has been 
Apprenticed to the skill that built my reign. 

This beauty; and were he master of your gangs, 

He’ld build you a palace that would look like mine.’ — 
So now no ship may sail from India, 

Since the king’s scornful dream, unless it bring 
A carpenter among its homeward lading. 

And carpenters are getting hard to find. 

THOMAS. And have none made for the king his desire? 
CAPTAIN. Many have tried, with roasting living men 
In queer huge kilns, and other sleights, to found 
A glass of human souls; and others seek 
With marvellous stone to please our desperate king. 
Always at last their own tormented bodies 
Delight the cruelty of the king’s heart. 

THOMAS. Well, then, I hope you’ll find your carpenter, 
And soon. I would not that we wait too long; 

I loathe a dallying journey. — I should suppose 
We’ld have good sailing at this season, now? 

CAPTAIN. Why, you were looking, a few minutes gone, 
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For rare wild storms I hope we’ll have tliem too, 
I want to see you work that talisman 
You boast about I’ve a great love for spells 
THOMAS Let it be storm or cahn, so we be sailing 
I long have wisht to voyage into mid sea, 

To give my senses rest from wondering 
On this perplexed grammar of the land 
Wntten in men and women, the strange trees. 
Herbs, and those things so like to souls, the beasts 
My ivilful senses ivill keep perilously 
Employed ivith these my brain, and weary it 
Still to be asking But on the high seas 
Such throng’d rcahty is left behind, — 

Only vast air and ivater, and the hue 
That alivays seems hke special news of God 
Surely ’tis half way to eternity 
To go where only size and colour live. 

And I could punfy my mind from all 
Worldly amazement by imagining 
Beyond my senses into God’s great Heaven, 

If I were in mid sea I ha\c dreamed of tins 
Wondrous too, I dunk, to sail at night, 

^\^lIlc shoals of moonlight flickers dance beside. 
Like ssvimming glee of fishes scaled m gold, 
CurvetUng m Unsart bounds over the swell. 

Tile perceiving flesh, in bliss of such a beaut). 

Must sure feel fine as spintual sight — 

Moods have been on me, too, when I would be 
Sailing recklessly through wild darkness, where 
Gigantic whispers of a harasst sea 
Fill the whole world of air, and I stand up 
To breast die danger of the loosen’d skv. 

And feel my immortaht) like music, — 

Yn, 1 alone m the broken world, firm things 
All gone to monsinwis flurr), I nowing mwelf 
An indfitructiblc wottl spoken b) God -- 
'Hiis IS a small, stmll Iwat’ 
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CAPTAIN, Small is nothing, 

A bucket will do, so it know how to ride 
Top upward; cleverness is the thing in boats. 

And I wish this were cleverer: she goes crank 
At times just when she should go sober most. 

But what? Boats are but girls for whimsies; men 
Must let them have their freaks. 

THOMAS. Have you good skill 

In seamanship? 

CAPTAIN. Well, I am not drowned yet, 

Though I’m a grey man and have been at sea 
Longer than you’ve been walking. My old sight 
Gan tell Mizar from Alcor still. 

THOMAS. Ay, so; 

Doubtless you’ll bring me safe to India. 

But being there — tell me now of the land: 

How use they strangers there? 

CAPTAIN. Queerly, sometimes. 

If the king ’s moody, and tired of feeling nerves 
Mildly made happy with soft jewel of silk, 

Odours and wines and slim lascivious girls, 

And yearns for sharper thrills to pierce his brain. 

He often finds a stranger handy then. 

THOMAS. Why, what do you mean? 

CAPTAIN. There was a merchant came 

To Travancore, and could not speak our talk; 

And, it chanced, he Wcis brought before the throne 
Just when the king wzis weary of sweet pleasures. 

So, to better his tongue, a rope was bent 
Beneath his oxters, up he was hauled, and fire 
Let singe the soles of his feet, until his legs 
Wriggled like firying eels; then the king’s dogs 
Were sent to hunt the hirpling man. The king 

Laught greatly and cried, ‘But give the dogs words they 
know. 

And they 11 be tame.’ ^Have you the Indian speech? 
THOMAS. Not yet: it wiU be given me, I trust. 
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CAPTAIN You’d best make sure of the gift. Another stranger, 
Who swore he knew of better gods than ours, 

Seemed to the kmg troubled tvith fleas, and slaves 
Were told to groom him smartly, which they did 
Thoroughly with steel combs, until at last 
They cumed the hvmg flesh from off his bones 
And stnpt his face of gnsdc, till he was 
Skull and half skeleton and yet abve 
You’re not for deahng m new gods? 

THOMAS Not I 

Was the man killed^ 

captain He hvcd a little while. 

But the flies kiUed him 

THOMAS Fhes? I hope India 

Is not a fly-plagued land? I abhor flics 
captain You will sec strange ones, for our Indian life 
Hath wonderful fierce breedmg Common earth 
With us quickens to buzzing flights of wngs 
As readily as a wcck-old carcase here 
Thrown in a sunny marsh WTiy, wc have wasps 
That make your hornets seem like pretty midges, 

And there be flics in India will drink 
Not only blood of bulls, tigers, and bears. 

But pierce tlic nvcr-horscs’ creasy leather. 

Ay, worry crocodiles through their cuirasses 
And pnek tlic metal fishes when they bask 
You’ll feel them soon, mlh beaks like sturdj pins. 

Treating their stinging thirst wtli your best blood 

A man can’t isalk .a mile in India 

IVithout being the business of a throng’d 

And mosing town of flics tlie> bawl at a man 

As bold ns little eagles, and as ssald 

And, 1 suppose, onI> a fool will blame llicin 

riles have the right to sink wells in our si in 

All .as men to iKire jiarcht e.irtli for water 

But I must do a job on Ixiard, and then 

Search the Isiwai afresh for a caqieiiter 
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THOMAS [a/owc]. Ay, loose tongue, I know how thou art 
prompted. 

Satan’s cunning device thou ai t, to sap 
My heart with chatter’d fears. How easy it is 
For a stiff mind to hold itself upright 
Against the cords of devilish suggestion 
Tackled about it, though kept downward strained 
With sly, masterful winches made of fear . 

Yea, when the mind is warned what engines mean 
To ply it into grovelling, and thought set firm, 

The tugging strings fail like a cobweb-stuff. 

Not as in Baghdad is it with me now; 

Nor canst thou, Satan, by a prating mouth 
Fell my tall purpose to a fiatlong scorn. 

I can divide die check of God’s oivn hand 
From tempting such as this: India is mine! — 

Ay, fiend, and if thou utter thy storming heart 
Into the ocean sea, as into mob 
A rebel utters turbulence and rage, 

And raise before my path swelling barriers 
Of hatred soul’d in water, yet ivill I strike 
My purpose, and God’s purpose, clean dirough all 
The ridges of thy power. And I will show 
This mask that the devil wears, this old shipman, 

A thing to make his proud heart of evil 
Writhe like a trodden snake; yea, he shall sec 
How godly faith can go upon the huge 
Fury of forces bursting out of law, 

Easily as a boy goes on windy grass. — 

O marvel! that my litde life of mind 
Gan by mere thinking the unsizeable 
Creature of sea enslave! I must believe it. 

The mind hath many powers beyond name 
Deep womb’d within it, and can shoot strange vigours: 
Men there have been who could so grimly look 
That soldiers’ hearts went out like candle flames 
Before their eyes, and the blood perisht in them.— 
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But I — could I do that? Would I not feel 
The power in me if ’t was there ^ And yet 
’Twere a child’s game to what I have to do, 

For days and days with sleepless faith oppress 
And terrorize the demon sea I think 
A man might, as I saw my Master once, 

Pass unharmed through a storm of men, yet fail 
At this that hes before me men are mind, 

And mind can conquer mind, but how can it quell 
The unappointed purpose of great waters^ — 

Well, say the sea is past why, then I have 
My feet but on the threshold of my task, 

To gospel India, — ray single heart 

To seize into the order of its beat 

All the strange blood of India, my brain 

To lord tfic dark thought of tliat tann’d mankind ' — 

O, homble Uiosc sweltry places arc, 

Wlicrc the sun comes so close, it makes the earth 
Bum in a frenzy of breeding , — smoke and flame 
Of lives burning up from agoniz’d loam' 

Tiiosc monstrous sappy jungles of clutcht grouiJi, 
Enormous weed hugging enormous weed, 

^Vhat can such fearful increase liavc to do 

With prospenng bounty'’ A rage works in the ground, 

Incurably, like frantic Icclicrj’, 

Pouring its passion out in crops and ^piiwis 
’Tis as the miglity spint of li(c, tint Jicrc 
IValkcih bcautifull) praising, ghd of Got!, 

Should, stepping on the poison’d Indian shore. 
Brcatliing the Indian air of fire and steams, 
riing herself into .a craze of hideous dancing, 

Tlic green gowai whipping her swift Innhs, all her hods 
Writiicn to speak inuttenihic slesire. 

T onncnicd b\ a glee oriiaiinv God 
Na^, It must lie, to vi'it Indua, 

'Iliat fruiiic t>omp .ami hum mg forth of hfr. 

As if a man should enter at un.iwnr« 
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CAPTAIN. Well, here’s a marvel: ’tis a king, for .surd 
’Twould take the taxes of a world to dress 
A man in that silken gold, and all those gems. 

What a flash tlie light makes of him; nay, he burns; 

And he ’s here on the quay all by himself, 

Not even a slave to fan him Man, you’re ailing I 
You look like death; is it the falling sickness? 

Or has the mere tliought of the Indian journey 
Made your marrow quail \vith a cold fever ? 

THE STRANGER \io thc Captaiti] 

You are the master of this ship? 

CAPTAIN. I am. 

STRANGER. This huddled man belongs to me: a slave 
Escaped my service. 

CAPTAIN. Lord, I knew not that. 

But you are in good time. 

STRANGER. And was the slave 

For putting out with you? Where are you bound? 

CAPTAIN. To India. First he would sail, and then 
Again he would not. But, my Lord, I sAvear 
I never guesst he was a runaway. 

STRANGER. Well, he shall have his mind and go with you 
To India* a good slave he is, but bears 
A restless thought. He has slipt off before, 

And vexes me still to be watching him. 

We’ll make a bargain of him. 

CAPTAIN. I, my lord? 

I have no need of slaves: I am too poor. 

STRANGER. FoP twenty silver pieces he is yours. 

CAPTAIN. That ’s cheap, if he has skill. Yes, there might be 
Profit in him at that. Has he a trade? 

STRANGER. He is a carpenter. 

CAPTAIN. A carpenter'. 

Why,' for a good one I’ld give all my purse. 

STRANGER. No, twenty silver pieces is the price; 

Though ’tis a slave a king might joy to own. 
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I’ve taught hun to imagine palaces 
So high, and tower’d so nobly, they might seem 
The marvelling of a God-delighted heart 
Escaping into ecstasy, he knows. 

Moreover, of a stuff so rare it makes 
Smaragdus and the dragon-stone despised. 

And yet the quarries whereof he is wise 
Would yield enough to house the tribes of Uie world 
In palaces of beautiful shining work 

CiVPTAiN Lo there • why, that is it the carpenter 
I am to bnng is needed for to build 
The king’s new' palace 

STRANGER Yca^ He IS your man 

CAPTAIN Come on, my man I’ll put ) our cunning heels 
W'licrc they’ll not budge more than a shufllcd inch 
My lord, if you’ll bide with llie rascal here 
I’ll get the irons ready Here’s your sum — 

STRANGER Now, Thomas, know’ thy sin It was not fear, 
Easily may a man crouch down for fear. 

And yet rise up on firmer knees, and face 

The hailing storm of the world with gm\cr courige 

But prudence, prudence is the deadly sin. 

And one that growetli deep into a life, 

IVith hardening roots that clutch about ihc breast 
Tor this refuses faith in the unknown powers 
Within man’s nature, shrewdly' bnngcih all 
Tlicir inspiration of strange eagerness 
To a judgment Iiought liy safe expenenrr, 

Narrows desire into tlic scope of thought 
But it is wntten in the heart of man, 

Tliou shale no larger Ik: than ths desire 
Tliou must not ihcicforc stoop ths spint’s sight 
To pore only’ ssithiii the candlr-glraiii 
Of conscious wit and reasonable brain; 

But search into the s icrrd darkne’s lyiiia 
Outside thv 1 noi.lrtlgr of tlivs>~lf, the \ -jt 
Measureless file, full of the jvnsrr of stats, 
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The outer noiseless heavens of thy soul. 

Keep thy desire closed in the room of light 
The labouring fires of thy mind have made, 

And thou shalt find the vision of thy spirit 
Pitifully dazzled to so shrunk a ken, 

There are no spacious puissances about it. 

But send desire often forth to scan 
The immense night which is thy greater soul; 
Knowing the possible, see thou try beyond it 
Into impossible things, unlikely ends; 

And thou shalt find thy knowledgeable desire 
Grow large as all the regions of thy soul, • 
Whose firmament doth cover the •whole of Being, 
And of created purpose reach the ends. 



EMBLEMS OF LOVE 
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HYMN TO LOVE 

Down the blind speed of a fatal world we fly. 
As rain blown along earth’s fields; 

Yet are we god-desiring liturgy, 

Sung joys of adoration; 

Yea, made of chance and all a labouring strife, 
We go charged with a strong flame; 

For as a language Love hath seized on life 
His burning heart to story. 

Yea, Love, we are thine, the liturgy of thee, 
Thy thought’s golden and glad name, ' 

The mortal conscience of immortal glee. 

Love’s zeal in Love’s own glory. 
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PART I 

DISCOVERY AND PROPHECY 
PRELUDE 

Mght on bleak downs, a high grass-grown trench runs alhiiarl the 
slope The earthwork is maimed by wamors clad in hides Two 
warriors, Dtys and Cast, talking 
OAST This puts a tall heart m me, and a tunc 
Of great glad blood flowing brave in my flesh, 

To sec thee, after all these moons, returned, 

My Brys If there ’s no rust in thy shouldcr-joints, 

Tliat battlc-u ratli of thine, and thy good throwing, 

Will be more help for us than if the d^ke 
Were higher by a span — Ha' tlicrc was howling 
Down m Uic thicket, they come soon, for sure 
nRYS Has there been hunger in die forest long’ 

OAST I think, not only hunger makes them fierce. 

Thc> broke not long since into a sillagc yonder, 

A huge throng of them, all through the night wc heard 
Hie flMsling tlicy kept up And that lias made 
The wolves blood-thirsty, I believe 
cavs O fools 

To keep so slack a wal ing on llicir dykes' 

Now have they in idc a sleepless winter for us 
Every night wc must look, lest the down-slope 
Between us and the woods turn suddenly 
To a grey onrush full of small green candles, 

Tlic clnrging jnck with eyes flaming for fle*!! 

And well for us then if there's no more mist 
'limn the vslntc panting of the vsolfish hunger 
OAST, Idiey 'll come lo-night. Tliree of us hutiiin" went 
Among the trees lirlow not long vsr sinvrvl 
All the wolves of the world are in tlir fornt. 

And Ilian’s the meat tlicv'ie iftrr 
t -• 



TO 

MY WIFE 
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Wc arc thine, O Love, being in dice and made of dice, 
As th6u. Love, were the d6cp thdught 
And wc the speech of the thought, yea, spoken arc isc, 
Thy fires of thought out-spoken 

But bum’d not dirough us diy imagining 
Like fierce mdod in a s6ng caught, 

Wc ivcrc as clamour’d words a fool may fling, 

Loose words, of meaning broken 

For what more like die brainless speech of a fool, — 
The lives travelling dark fears, 

And as a boy throws pebbles in a pool 
Tlirown down abysmal places’ 

Hazardous arc the stars, yet is our birth 
And our journeying time theirs, 

As words of air, life makes of slarr)’ earth 
Sweet soul-dclightcd faces. 

As voices arc ivc in the worldly wind, 

Tlic great wand of the world’s fate 
Is turned, as air to a shapen sound, to mind 
And marv cllous desires 

But not in the world as soiccs siorm-shnttcr’d, 

Not home down bj the wind’s weight, 

The rushing time rings with our splendid word 
Like darkness filled with fires 

For Lose doth use us for a sound of song, 

And JvOs c's meaning our life wields, 

Making our souls like sjllables to throng 
His tunes of rMiltition 
r 



Disco^my AXD prophecy 

And is it only fear to thee that night 
Is thatched T.'dth stars? — Ah, but I took his wit 
Further than he e'er did; in women I found 
The same amazement for my wakened eyes 
As in the hills and craters. Ay, gape at me, 
A.nd third: me bitten by some evil tooth; 

But as a quiet stream at the clilF s edge 
Breaks its smooth habit into a loud white force. 


So this delight the earth pours over me 
Leaps out of women with such excellence. 

It seems as I must brace my sinew's to it, — 

The comely fashion of their limbs, their eyes. 

Their gait; and the way they use their arms. And now 
My m/es have a message to my heart from them 
Such as thou only through a blind skin hast. 

Therefore I came back here; — I scarce know w'hy, 

But nov.' that women are to me not only 
The sacred friends of hidden Awe, not only 
Mistresses of the world's unseen foison, 


Ay, and not only case for throbbing groins, 

Bji things mine eyes enjoy as mine ears take songs, 
\'bion tljat beats a timbrel in my blood, 

Dreams for rny sleeping sight, that move aired round 
With wonder, as trembling covers a hearth, — 

It ‘cerns 1 must be figiuing for them, must 
llun through some- danger to them now before 
Delighting in them, 1 am here to fight 

fo'" the* joy of the tsorld, maiv'cllous women! 
ht-"T-mafkIcn d! Wiiai b this in earth and women 
1 1 at pn-jo th'."' into v.-ratlt against the wol\cs? 

Do 1 not f.: ut for v.otnen too? But I 


! 


'"ft mill in them, not for madness. 


n.% fieri-''ne;,e of a mind to set 




p in th*- ^ and. of joy, 
<h.v,n It tfi tlic darkness. 




.ar f-t, iK<-e to thy fightintt: 
'th'-f*. -r .-** 1 , frnr-hrrd 
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TJiine anger Thou heavily drudgest ivomcn, 

But yet thou art afraid of them, 

CAST. Ay, truly, 

For look how from their wondrous bodies comes 
Inereasc who knowetli \\hcrc such power ends^ 

They arc m league ivith the great Motherhood 
Who bnngs the seasons forth in the open world, 

And if to them She hands, unseen by us. 

Their marvellous bnnging forth of children, uhat 
Spint of Her great dreadful mountain-spell, 

Wherein tlic rocks have purpose against us. 

Scaled up in watchful quiet stone, may not 
Pass on to their dark minds, that seem so mild. 

Yet arc so strange, or what charm’d word from out 
Her forests whispcnng endless dangerous things, 
Wlicrcfrom our hunters often have run cm/cd 
To Iiear tlic trees devising for their souk, 

What secret share of Her earth's monstrous [lower 
May Slic not also grant to women’s lives’ 

Yea, wise IS our fear of women, but wc fight 
For more than fear, wc givx them liking too. 

INnio but tlic women can deliver us 

From this continual siege of the wolves’ hunger’ 

High above comfort, on the shrugging backs 
Ofdownhind, where die vvands parcli our si ins, and frost 
Kneads through our flesh until Ins fingers ckinip 
The aching lioncs, our scant) families 
Hold out against the ravin of the wolves, 

Fended by earthwork, fighting them with flint 
But if wc keep the favour of our women, 
llic) win breed sons to us so manv and strong 
Wc shall have numliers that wall make us dare 
Invade tlic weather-shelter d woods, and hudd 
\''illagc5 where now on!) vvolves arc denn’d, 

Yea, to the Inrasts sh.all the inan-folk l>ecnrnc 
Malice that haunts their wa)-s, even as now 
Our Ic.agucr’d inbrs must lurk and crouch .afr'iJ 



136 


DISCOVERY AND PROPHECY 

Of wolfish malice always baying near. 

And fires, stackt hugely high with timber, shall 
With nightlong blaze make friendly the dark and cold, 
Cheer our bodies, and roast great feasts of flesh, — 

Ah, to burn trunks of trees, not bracken and ling ! 

This is what women are to me, — a fear 

Lest the earth-hidden Awe, who unseen gives 

The childing to their flesh, should make their minds 

As darkly able as their wombs, with power 

To think sorceries over us; and hope 

That with their breeding they will dispossess 

The beasts of the good lowland, until man. 

No longer fled to the hills, inhabit all 
The comfort of the earth. 

brys. These are mine too. 

But as great rivers own the brook’s young speed. 

For in my soul, the women do not dwell 
A torch going through darkness, with a troop 
Of shadows gesturing after; but as the sun 
Upon his height of golden blaze at noon. 

With all the size of the blue air about him. 

Fear that in women the unseen is seen 

And the unknown power sits beside us known, — 

This fear is good, but better is than this 
Their beauty, and the wells of joy in women. 

I speak dumb words to thee; but know, thou Cast, 
My soul is looking at the time to come, 

And seeing it not as a cavern lit 

With smoky burning brandons of thy fear. 

But as a day shining with my new joy. 

Thou canst not fight with me for the coming heart 
Of man, — fear cannot fight with joy. And I 
Am setting such a war of joy against thee. 

It shall be as man’s heart became a god 
Murdering thy mind of weakling darkness. 

All the hot happiness of being wroth 
And seeing a stroke leave behind it wound, 
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The pleasures of wily hunting, and a feast 
After long famine, and the dancing stored 
Within the must of berncs, — these, and all 
Gladdenings that make thnll the being of man 
Shall pour, mixt iviUi an unknown rage of glee, 

Into the meaning men shall find in women 
And if we have at all a fear of Uicm, 

It shall not be the old ignorant disma). 

But of their very potency to delight. 

The ivay their looks make Will an enemy 
Hating itself, shall men become afraid 
Women shall cause men know for why they have 
Being in tile earth, — not to be quailing slack 
As if the whole vorld were a tlircat, but tuned 
Ready for joy as harp-strings for the player 
And great desire of beauty and to be glad 
Shall prompt our courages Ha, iihat arc tliosc 
Breaking from out tlic tliickcts^ 

OAST Wolves' Tlic> coioc' 

Brothers, the fiends arc on us lia\c good hearts' 

Ho for the women and their sacred wombs' 
nu\s Ho for the women, their bcauiv and iin pleasure' 
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Ahasuerus and Vashli 
VASHTI. My lord requires me here. 

AHASUERUS. Docs Heavcu see this? 

Dare I have this one humble unto me? 

Was it not enough, Stars, to have given me 
This marriage? but you must persuade your God 
To have me as well the greatest king beneath youl 
31.00k you now if men grow not insolent 
Because of me, a man so throned, so wived. 

Yea, and in me insolent groweth my love; 

For if the wheels of the careering world 

Brake, felley and spoke, that, pitching on the road, 

It spilt the driving godhead from his seat, 

And the unreined team of hours riskily dragg’d 
Their crippled duty, — if in that lurching world 
Like jarred glass my power shattered about me, 

And I were a head unking’d, ’twere but a game, 

So I were left possessing thee, and that 

Escape from Id^eaven, the beauty that goes with thee. 

Here is an insolence'. Hast thou not wonder’d, 

Vashti, what gave thee into such a love, 

That in the brain of me, the chosen king, 

It is so loud, so insolent, thy love? 

O this shrill sweet heart-mastering love ! 

VASHTI. Alas, 

Do I deserve that love? — ^But yes, I wonder; 

For what am 1 that the king loveth me? 

Lo, I am woman, thou art man, the lord; 

Out of mere bounty are we loved of you. 

And not for our deserving. We are to sit 
In a high calm, and not go down and help 
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Among the toil, and choosing, chosen, find 
Companionship therein For thou, for man 
Has sucli a treasure m his heart of love. 

It must be squandered out in chanty. 

Not used as a gende money to repay 
Worth (as a woman Spends her love) A trick 
Of posture m a girl, and see the alms 
Of generous love man will enrich her with ' 

Might there not be sometimes too much of alms 
About his love^ But mil blink at dial 
Yet sometunes we arc like ashamed, to be 
Taking so much love from you, all for naught 
Now therefore tell me, Man, my king, my master 
Lovest thou me, or dost thou rather love 
The pleasure thou hast m mc^ This is not nice, 

Believe me They’re more sundered, these two loves, 

Than if all the braving seas marchi between them 
MiASUERUS What, shnnkmg from thine own dclightsomcncss? 
Hear dicn Nature, so ordered from the God, 

Has given strength to man and work to do, 

But to woman gave diat she should be delight 
For man, else like an overdriven o-« 

Heart-broke Tlic world n-as made for man, but made 
W'lscly a steep difficulty to be climbed, 

Tliat he, so labounng the stubborn slant, 

May step from off the world with a wcll-iiscd courage. 

All slouch disgrace fought out of him, a imn 
Well worthy of a Hca\cn And ihi': great part 
Has woman m the worl , that imii, fortlonc 
\nd weaned, mas find lodging out of tlic noire 
Upon her breast, and looking in her ejes 
Ml) wash in pools of kindness, fresh ns Hcn\rn, 

Tlic 'Oil of sweat and trouble from Ins limlr, 

\nd tunung aside into this plravint inn 
Called womnn, there i' cntrrfunineiit lept 
I or nnn, such tint for cheating cmfliK 
rite stabled palter'd heart tint n ran pan 
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Through the world’s grillage and be large as late, 

Tire sweet anxiety of reeded pipes 

Is a mere thing to it. Like Heaven street 

When the steel of God’s army surges through it, 

Bright anger burning on an errand of swords, 

So is the sense of man when woman-joy 
Pours through his flesh a throng of deity, 

White clamorous flame; yea, desire of woman 
Maketh the mind of more room for amazement 
Than that blue loft hath for the light, more charged 
With spiritual joy that goes in stress 
As far as tears, with this more ihrobbingly charged, 
Than the starr’d night wept full of silver fires, — 
Dangerously endured, labours of joy 1 
Is it not virtuous, not powerful, this? 

Wouldst thou have more? Man knows he can possess 
Than woman’s beauty nought more treasurable. 

And high above our loud activities 
We keep, pure as the dawn, the house of love, 
Woman, wherein we entering leave outside 
Our rank sweat-drenched weeds of toil, and there 
Enjoy ourselves, out of die world, awhile. 

VASHTi [aside] O yes, I know. Filthiness 1 Filtliincss! 
AHASUERUS Now here have I been toiling under press 
Of glory. Should I not stumble in my gait. 

Were there no Vashti, and with her a welcome 
I do not need to buy, since all she wants 
Is that I love her? Going in unto her 
I may unstrap my burdenous pack of kingship, 

Shift me of reign, and escape my splendour. 

Yea, and strange largeness in this power of love 
For men too much limited' Now I am sick 
Of knowing my greatness, now I want to be 
Placed where my soul can feel vast room about me. 
To be contained. Outside, among the men, 

I am the room of the world; I and my rule 
Contain the world; and I am sick thereof. 
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Vashti can remedy this, for here thy beauty 
More spacious is for my senses to be in, 

Than his own golden lungdom for the sun 
VASHTI Thine eyes are glad with me^ I please tlic King^ 
AHASUEUus Eyes? But there is no nerve thou takest not. 
No way of my life thronging not with thee, 

And my blood sounds at tlic story of diy beauty 
What thing shall be held up to woman’s beauty^ 

Where arc the bounds of it^ Yea, what is all 
The world, but an awning scafToldcd amid 
The ivastc perilous Eternity, to lodge 
This Hcavcn-tvandcr’d princess, woman’s beauty’ 

The East and West kneel down to thee, the North 
And Soudi, and all for thee tlieir shoulders bear 
The load of fourfold place As ycllo\s morn 
Runs on the slippery waves of die spread sea. 

Thy feet arc on the gricE and joy’s of men 
That sheen to be diy causey Out of tears, 

Indeed, and bhthcncss, murder and lust and lo\c. 
Whatever has been passionate in clay, 

Tliy flesh was tempered Behold in thy !x>dy 
Tlic yearnings of all men measured and told, 

Insatiate endless agonies of desire 
Given thy’ flesh, the meaning of thy sliape' 

I\1iat beauty is there, but thou makest it’ 

Hon IS earth good to look on, woods and fields 
Tile seasons’ garden, and the rounigcoiis lulls, 

AH dies green raft of earth moorctl in die 'oas’ 

The manner of the sun to ride the air. 

The stars God has imagined for the niehl’ 

WJiat’s this liehind them, diat vc cannot near. 

Secret still on the point of licing blabbed, 

Hlic ghost in the world that flics from lieing luamral’ 

\Micrc do they get their licaiity from, all ilirw-’ 

'Jliey tlo but gla’c a lintrni lit for iruan. 

And woman's l>euit> is the flame therrm 
IVesluiir on sarted oil, mtn'i desire. 
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A golden flame possessing all the cartli. 

Or as a queen upon an embassage 

From out some mountain-guarded far reno^vn, 

Brings caravans stock! from her slavish mines, 

Her looms and forges, with a precious friendship; 

So comest thou from the chambers of the stars 
On thy famed visit unto man the king; 

So bringing from the mints and shops of Heaven, 
Where thou didst own labours of all the fates, 

A shining traffic, all that man calls beauty; 

There is no holding out for the heart of man 
Against thee and such custom. O hard to be borne. 
Often hard to be borne is woman’s beauty ! — 

And well I guess it docs but cover up 
Enmity, hanging falseness between our souls, 

And buy at a dishonest price the mouth 
True nature hath for thee, to speak thee fair. 

Were not man’s thought so gilded with thy beauty, 
Woman, and caught in the desire of thee, 

O, there’ld be hatred in his use of thee. 

You should be thankful for your pleasantness 1 
VASHTi. Yes, I am thankful. For I hope, my lord. 

We women know our style. Ay, we are fooled 
Sometimes with heady tampering thoughts, that come 
To bother our submission, I confess. 

We to ourselves have said, that when God took 
The fierce beginning of the unwrought world 
From out his fiery passion, and, breathing cool. 
Tamed the wild molten being, with his hands 
Fashion’d and workt the hot clay into world, 

Then with ^een mercy quieted the land 
And claspt it with the summer of blue seas, 

With brooches of white spray along the shores, — 

It was to be an equal dwelling-place 
For humans that he did it, into sex 
Unknowably dividing human kind. 

But wickedly we say this. God made man 
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For his ddight and praise, and then hiade woman 
For man’s dehght and praise, submiss to man 
Else wherefore sex^ And it is better thus, 

To be man’s pleasure What noble work is ours. 

To have our bodies proper lor your love, 

The means of your delight' Ay, and minds too. 
Sometimes, we think, we women tliink i\e know 
^Vhat shape of mind pleases our masters best, 

And that we build up in us A tender shymess, 

A coy rcluctancy, — we use dicsc ivcll 
Man IS our master, it is best for us 
Persuading him line our captivity 
With wool-soft love, lest it be bitter iron 
aiiasuerus This is the marvel’s head, diat tliou, so fair. 
And loved by me, should keep so good a mind 
— — ^Thcy shall not sec dice, when I display at large 
The nehes and the honour, I’ve enough 
Possession, without thee, to stupefy 
Tlic assembly of my men, my herd of kings 
I mean there shall not be a hint of doubt 
About whose world diis is So I have bid, 

From all die utter regions of my land, 

The kings whom I allow to rule, who brcadic 
My air, to feast with me and for a while 
Flatter their trivial lives with a bncf relish 
Of being king of die world’s kings in Sliusinn 
Yea, and I will dismay their wars willi splendour. 

No noise shall be against me in the world 
1 am more open, kinder than Ijird God, 

Who never shows how much lie lias of diundcr, 

^\’hcrt^orc against him men presume, and go 
Often out of his ways extravagant 
But all the fear I keep olxalicnt In me 
Now to the gather’d world I openly shew 
So G<xl IS <i>okeii agutwt, I am never, 

And I have a l>rtirr terror in the world. 

And chiefly for the liappinws built ro md rnc 



44 DISCOVERY AND PROPHECY 

Divinely firm. O all the kings, my men, 

Shall fear this terrible happiness of mine! 

But thee I will not shew; I’ll have some wealth 
Not public. I’ll have no adulteries. 

No eyes but mine enjoying thee. To me 
The sight of thee, all as the touch of tliee, 

Belongeth, only my pleasure thou art: 

None but my senses shall come unto thee, 

And I will keep my pleasure pure as Heaven. 

Happy art thou, Vashti, to have wedded 
One who so dearly rates possession of thee. 

Better it is to spend my heart on thee 
Than on any of the women that I have. 

II 

The Feast of Kings: Adidnight 

AHASUERUS. You kings, you thrones that burn about the world, 
VvTiom yet I king, lifted higher above you 
Than you are lifted up above your folks: 

This is my day. I have agreed with Heaven, 

My fellow in the fear of the world, to have 
This day unshar’d; and it is all mine, 

All that the Gods from baseless fires and steams 
Have harden’d into the place and kind of the world: 

The great high quiet journey of the stars. 

And all the golden hours which the sim 
Utters aloft in heaven; — the whole is mine 
To fill with ceremonies of my throne. 

This one day , I am where Heaven and I 
Commonly stand together; you shall not have 
Shelter from me in a worshipt God to-day, 

Kings; look yonder at many-power’d night. 

Telling her beauty to the sea and taking 
The prone adoring waters into her blue 
D^ire, setting them as herself on flame 
With penis of joy, lending them her achieved 
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Raptures, her white experiences of stars 
So shall your souls he under me these hours, 

As they were waters shall they be beneath 
My burning, set ahght with me, and none 
Escape from utterly understanding me 
And why I am so kindled in my soul 
Who has been Idee to me? My name travels 
A hundred seven and twenty languages, 

My name a ship upon them, trading fear 
My unseen power weighs upon the heads 
Of nations, like the blown abasement given 
By sedges ivhen they arc ivrctchcd to the wind 
Ay, and the farthest goings of tlic air 
Can reach no land my taxes do not labour 
The fear of me is the conscience of the world 
Ahasucrus is a region large 
As there is light upon the earth, when dawn 
WiUi golden duties celebrates the sun, 

It docs but scn'c to fetch tlic lives I own 
Out of shadow flinching into die light, — 

Out of sleep’s mercy tlic sore h\cs that know 

Only a penal sun, tfiat arc so cfiapt 

In winds of m) sent spirit I care not, I 

For as my flesh out of my fatlicr’s joy 

Came, fraught from him with hunger for hi c joy, — • 

As, when roused ages of desire witli me 

Play wnth my blood as stonns play witli the sea, 

And nil mj senses tug one vsa) life sails, 

My flesh obej-s, and into that pcnlous dmni, 
Woman, cxuIls, — so, but much more, iin soul, 
flint Ind Its fieulties fioni fir l>e)ond 
fl lie tini'liiiK loam of flesh, oIm-vs n need 
Conquest, and intioiis to enjo) wifJi war 
I'or ’tjs a need th it roile down out of (ifxl 
U|K)n nn jonme\ing soul into tins world's 
Affim, hKe smouldenng line liea>c-rer£ throw 
Amtini' 1 cits's nvo's, whirli tatiniit rh'r,'r 
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But lake blaze from the whole town’s timber; so 
My soul’s desire for flame hath charred the world. 
Till now, as the night full of perfect fires, 

I, full of conquests, am large over you. 

And you must be like waters underneath me, 

Full of my burning; there’s no more for me 
Now, but to dwell alone in my still soul’s 
Hoarding of ecstasies, a great place of lusts 
Achieved and shining fixt; for every man 
Is mine, and every soil is mine, from here 
Round to the furthest cliffs that steadfast are 
To keep the hoois of the sea from murdering 
The tilled leagues of the land. And by tlie coasts 
I am not kept. Far into the room of waters. 

Into the blue middle of ocean’s summer. 

The white gait of my sea-going war invades. 

I have a man here, one who makes with words, 
And he shall be my messenger to your hearts. 

Not to make much of me; but he’s the speech 
Of Spirit, — I the dangerous exultation. 

The Spirit’s sacred joy in wrath against 
The heaps of its own spent kinds, melting anew 
To found in another image of itself. 

He is the man to shew you, withinside 

The flashing and exclaim of my great moving 

About the places of the world; within 

The heat of my pleasure that has molten down. 

Like ingots in a furnace, all your nations 
Into my likeness treading on the earth; 

Within the smokes that make your eyes pour grief, 
This gleam of infinite purpose quietly nested, — 
That I am given the world, and that my pleasure 
Is plain the latest word spoken of God. 

So while our senses go among these \vines, 

Wander in green deliciousness and crimson, 

And fragrance searches the else-unsearchable brain. 
Poet, tell out the glory of the king. 
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the poet The glory of the king of all the kings — 

You \vith the golden power on your brows, 

You kings, I dunk you know not what you arc 
First you shall learn yourselves for neither light 
Understandeth itself, nor darkness hght 
You sec your glory, but you cannot sec 
That which your glory conquers, and the peoples 
Know nought but that the glooming of their night 
Makcth a shining scope for crowTis, as he. 

Even as he, your king, Aliasucnis, 

Makedi your splendour a darkness for his light 
But I, neither belonging to the kings 
Nor to the people, only I may know 
The golden fortune of light anointing kings 
Come wdi me now, and take my vision awhile 
Tlie people of this world arc misery 
^Vhat doth Man hcrc^ How thinketh God on him^ 
Surely he was sent here <ts if thereby 
God might forget him Like infamous desire 
A \NTsc heart puls aside, \%hich yet remains 
A secret haled memory, man was 
In God, and is vainly discarded here 
I see him coming here, I sec man’s life 
Falling into this base and desert ground. 

Tins world that seems an evil riddance thrown 
Down by the winds of God’s swift purposes. 

Some shame of gro«ncss, that would chug upon 
Tlic errand of their holy spcetl, and here 
Hiapl up and slrcsMi into the place wherein 
llic mind and being of man wander dnrkb 
Behold him coming here' — Against m) sudii, 

ASammg ahacl the gleam of sacred Iwasen. 

Is STist forhiddanee rauesl; creatures like hills. 

Or darkness siirgme at the roasts of light. 

.*stand, a great harncade liehmd our lives 

Rankt .as rteniitv Iiad pul on stature 

'11 ic sh vrp s'de-s of the peaks are finrer’d whit-- 
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With flame, lit by the Arcs of God beyond; 

The rest is night; the whole people of daik hills 
A front of high impenetrable doom. 

But lo ! 

Black in the blackness, is a yawn in the doom, 

And out of it flows the kind of man. Behold, 

It is a river, through the permission sent 
As through a snarling breakage in a cliff; 

Turned like a hated thing away from God; 

Spat out, the water of man’s life, to spill 
Down bleak gullies, and thrid the gangways flark 
Through the reluctant hills, pouring as if 
It knew God were ashamed of it And thence, 
Rejected down the abhorring steeps, man’s life 
Is wasted in this country, set to run 
A blind, ignorant, unremembered course, 

Treading with hopeless feet of griev’d waters 
Unending unblest spaces, the shameful road 
Of dirt thickening into slime its flow. 

An insane weather driving. For at the issue, 
Hovering mightily fledge to beat it on, 

A climate of demon’s wings o’erarches man, 

The hatred God has sent pursuing him. 

Fierce hawking spirits wrong him, hungry Cold, 
Crazes of Fear and sickening Want, and huge 
Injurious Darkness, lord of the bad wings 
That pester all the places beyond God, — 

These at the door, with lust to embody themselves. 
Wait for the naked journey of man’s life 
To seize it into ache, ravenously. 

They never leave, down all its patient way. 

To meddle with its waters, till they be sour 
As^ venom, salt as weeping, foully ailing 
With foreign evil, — aU the sorts of desires 
Whoring the shuddering life unto their lust. 

Behold man’s river now; it has travelled far 
From that divine loathing, and it is made 
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One \vith the two mam fiends, the Dark and Cold, 

The faithful lovers of mankind Behold, 

Broad it is noiv become, a plenteous irater, 

A roomy tide And lo, what oars are these? 

To sweet sung measure rows what happy fleet, 

With at the lifted proivs banners of flame, 

Bravely scanng the darkness to betray 

The black embarasst flood sheared by tlie sterns^ 

Behold, at last God for man’s misery 
Hath found excuse* Behold his wretchedness 
Gilded at last with beauty pleasant lo God* 

No longer a useless gnef is man’s life now; 

Bor floating on it, for enjoying it, 

A state of barges goes, the state of kings 
They bring a day with them of many lamps. 

And as tlicy move, on tlic black slabbed waters 
Red wounds, and green, and golden, do they shoot 
About them, bcauuful cruelty of light. 

And tlicy throw music over die sounding nver 
I too am walking on the sea of man, 

I ivatch your singing and your lamps row past, 

And under me I hear the nver speaking, 
riic great blind water moaning to itself 
Bor sorrow it was made But in your blithe ships 
Silvcrly chained with luxury of tunc 
Vour senses he, in a delicious j-iil 
Of harmony, hours ofstring’d mchanlment 
Or if you wake )Our ears for the n\er s \oicr, 

Vou hear the chime of fawning lipping water, 

'1 rodden to chattering filwhood h} the keels 
Of kings’ happiness \nd wli it is it to )ou, 

^\^lcn strangelj duidder^ the fabric of ^niir na\a 
'lo feel the thrilling tide Ijcneiih it gricMm:, 

Or when it' tiinlx-r dnnk' the n\cr*< nifxxl, 
llie might) mood of mm*' Despair, whii.Ii nmv 
I ikr Mihtlr electric hlrwrtl ihnnieh all the htilh 
And tip' each nn'thrad with a ghnimrnnr cirifle 
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Blue-pale and flickering like a ghost? For you 
Are too much lit to mark a corposant. 

Nor yours the stale smell of the unhcaltliful stream, 

Clotted with mud and sullen with its weeds, 

Who carry your own air wdtli you, blest s\vcct 
And drencht with many scattered fragrances. 

You, sailing in golden ignorance, know not 
The anxious flow of life under your way: 

Do you not miss half the wonder of you? — 

That so your happiness in the thought of God 
Stands, Aat he open’d man’s expense of grief 
To give your oars unscrupulous room, to be 
The buoyancy of your delighted barges, 

Sliding with fortunate lanterns and with tunes 
And odorous holiday, O kings, O you 
The pleasure of God, richly, joyously launcht 
On this kind sea, the tame sorrow of Man? 

You need poets to reckon your marvellousncss 

AHASUERUS. Where is he driving? I set thee not to this; 

It was to tell what I, not what they, be. 

POET. How can they know what thou art, if not first 
I tell them what they are themselves, my king? 

AHASUERUS Thou hast a rdght, man, not a week to tell them. 
You men of words, dealers in breath, conceit 
Too bravely of yourselves; — O I know why 
You love to make man’s life a villainous thing, 

And pose his happiness with heavy words. 

You mean to puff your craft into a likeness 
Of what hath been in the great days of the Gods. 

When Tiamat, the old foul worm from hell, 

Lay coiled and nested in the unmade world, 

All the loose stuff dragg’ d with her rummaging tail 
And packt about her belly in a form, 

Where she could hutch herself and bark at Heaven, — 

The god s bright soldier, Bel, fashioned a wind; 

And when her jaws began her whining rage 
Against him, into her guts he shot the wind 
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And rent the membranes of her hfe So you 
Wordmongers would be Bel to the hfe of man 
You hke not that hrs \vill should heap the -world 
About him m a fumbled den of tod. 

And set the strength of his spmt, not to joy, 

But to laborious money, so you stand forth 
And think with spoken -wind to make such stir 
And rumble in the mwards of man’s life. 

That he in a noble colic -will leap up 
Out of his cave of work and breathe sweet air 
You iviU not do it man prefers his den 
Now leave mankind alone and sing of me 
POET So, I will tell thy glory now aright 
I will not make it thy chief wonder, King, 

That thou hast tied the world upon a rack. 

Or that thy armies be so huge, the cartli 
Sways like a bndge of planks beneath their march. 
And leagues about their iray out of the ground 
Like thunder comes the rumour of thy vengeance 
These be but shoivs of kingship, but one thing 
Exclaims, inevitably as a word 
Announced by God, thee first of the world’s souk, — 
That thou mayst have in thy arms Vashli the Qiiccn.- 
Pnnccs, what looks arc tlicsc’ 

\Vhy are your minds astonisht so unuoscly ? 

What, think you war the thing, or pompous fimc’ 

See if I speak not trutli of love and isonnn 

You will have heard how lightning’s smirk a imn, 
Slicplicrd or wayfarer, and when they fijiind 
Tlie bmidcd corpse, the mymriil was lorn off. 

Blown into latter, and strewn wide by lint 
Witlicriiig death, and he hirtli-mkcd stmrht 
Bethink you, is not ilnt now \rry like 
How woin.in smites \onr souk’ Wintesrr dmt 
Of ilimight you nke to rosahrr your intiirr, 

Gorgriius slnwk of 1 mgship. a v\.-,.-Id s fear. 

Or ample wciMiigs of iinigimtion. 


I5t 
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Or the spun light of wisdom, — like a gust 
Of flame, that weather of impersonal thought 
You strut beneatli, that hanging storm of Love, 
Strikes down a terrible swift dazzling finger, 

Sight of some woman, on your clothed hcai Is, 

And plucks the winding folly off, and leaves 
Bare nature there. And hear another likeness. 

Look, if the priests have made an altar-fire. 

They can have any flame they list, as gums 
Sprinkle the fuel, or salts, or curious earths, — 
Tawny or purple, green, scarlet, or blue, 

Or moted with an upward rain of sparks; 

But first there must be air, or else no fire; 

Man’s being is a fire lit unto God, 

And many thoughts colour the sacred flame; 

But the an for him, the draught wherein he glows, 
The breathing spirit that has turned mere life 
Into the hot vehement being of man 
Lambent upon the altar of the world, 

Is woman and desire of her, nought else. 

Behold, we know not what we do at all 
When we love women; is it we who love. 

Or Destmy rather visiting our souls 
In passion^ — ^How shall I name thee what tliou art. 
Woman, thou dream of man’s desire that God 
Caught out of man’s first sleep and fashioned real? 
Deliverance art thou from his own strait thought, 
Wind come from beyond the stars 
To blow away like mist all the disgrace 
Of reasonable bars, 

The forgery of time and place, 

Whereinto soul was narrowly brought 
When it was gridded close behind 
The working of man’s mind. 

But Woman comes to bless 
With an immoderateness. 

With a divine excess. 
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Lust of hfe and yearn of flesh, 

Till there seems naught hindermg our souls 
Ise we should crawl along the years 
labour’d 'With measurable joys 
No greater than our life, 

'^ings carefully devised against tears. 

And as snails harden their sweat 
To bnttic safety, a earned shell, 

So we might build out of our woe of toil 
Senous delight 

Lut to see and hear and touch Woman 
Breaks our shell of this accursed world, 

And turns our measured days to measureless gleam. 
Up m a sudden burning flares 
The dark tent of nature pitched about our souls. 
And light, like a stound of golden din, 

A shadowlcss light like weatlicr of infimte plains. 
Light not narrowed into place, 

Amarcs the naked ncrv’cs of tlic soul. 

And like the pounng of immortal airs 
Out of a flowery season. 

Over us blou’s the inordinate desire — 

Ah, who from Hell did the wisdom bnng 
Tlial uould make life a formal thing’ 

Who has invented all the manner and uont. 

Tile customary ss'aj’s, 

Tliat harness into evil scales 
Of malad> our Iwng’ 

But how they shn% cl and crn/c 
If lose but glincc on them' 

And .as a bowl of glass to 'battering 
Shivers at a sounding string, 

ITic bntllc glittering self of man 
At licauts of Woman throlw apircr*, 

And ■'ceim into l.tcrnits 'jiillcd 

'Hlr Iwiiig It foiil.ainral. 

l.,et It touch Woman and fir'll Iwcoaics 
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Finer and more thrilled 
Than air contrived in tunc, 

Lighter round the soul 
Than flame is round burning. 

She is God’s bribery to man 
That he the world endure, 

His wage for carrying the weight of being. 

Nay, she is rather the eternal lure 
Out of form and things that end, 

Out of all the starry snares. 

Out of the trap of years, 

Into measureless desire; 

Lest man be satisfied with mind. — 

Be never stung into self-hate 
At crouching always in the crate 
Of prudent knowledge round him wrought. 

And so grow small as Iris own thought. 

Kings, think of the woman’s body you love best: 
How the beloved lines twin and merge. 

Go into rhyme and differ, swerve and kiss, 

Relent to hollows or like yearning pout, — 

Curves that come to wondrous'doubt 
Or smooth into simplicities; 

Like a skfll of married tunes 
Curdled out of the air; 

How it is all sung delivering magic 
To your pent hamper’d souls 1 
I tell you, Idngs, yours are but stammer’d songs 
To that enchantment fashion’d for him. 

That ceremony of life’s powers, 

The loveliness of Vashti; 

That unbelievable worship made 
For King Ahasuerus. 

He to whom the loveliest she is given, 

I^east is bound to ended things, 

Belonged! most on earth to Heaven; 

Hath the whitest wind of flame 
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To bum kis soul clean of the world, 

Clean of mortal unagimngs, 

And back to the Beauty whence he came 
you hear the glory of the king of kings, 
he knows Vashu, that he hves 
In this pleasure always 

could you see her' But perhaps she is 
Too fearful m her beauty for most men 
think she would dismay you, and unhitch 
^e smews from their purchase on your bones, 

And^have you spelled as a wizard spells his ghosts 
twould be mercy so to harm your sense 
tmth docs not more wonderfully walk, 

Vmosc gestures are the stars, dian in her ways 
This queen’s body sways 
And there is such language in her hair 
^ the sun’s self doth talk 

let them see her! lest they return unwise 
Cf tliy true kingship, and among themselves 
Imagine that they are even as thou. 

Save in the height of Uironc Let diem perceive 
That, having VashU, there is none like diee 
Others arc men, but diou art he iihose spirit 
Is station’d in the beauty of the queen, 
l\1iose flesh knoiw such amazement as before 
Never beneath die lintels of man’s sense 
Came, an especial messenger from Heaven 
auasucrus Bring her! Id the Qiiccn come crowned licfore us' 
Slaves, fetch here all >our light to shine upon 
kly Vashti’s beaut) , let there be clear floor, 

Make the air worthy her with camplurc lit 
And frankincense, md fill the hall with flames 
Then gizc, kings, and stare, hunger with )our c>cs 
UjKin her face, but within brakes of fear 
rasteii )our walls, and move not from >oiir seats 
lAuIt, )-ou thron’d muons, that to )wir sight 
She slnll lie lent, the pleasure of dir king. 
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Into that chain of law which binds our lives 
Man, please thyself, and woman, please thou man. 

But thou wilt have thy beauty pence, thou sayest. 

And what ’s thy purchase? Listen, I will tell thee. 

Just that thou art not whipt and drudged: the rest. 

All that thou hast beyond, is gift. 

2ND WOMAN. Why uot? 

vASHTi. Truly, for thee, why not? 

2 ND WOMAN. Wouldst thou, ’twere your . 

1ST WOMAN, Thou shudderest again; what ads thee, Queen 
VASHTI. I would have lived in beauty once. 

2ND WOMAN. In whose. 

VASHTI. I know the King finds relish in thy looks, 

Wench, and I have no care to grudge tliy pride; 

But when thy face is named throughout the world 
For wonder, I will bear thy impudence. 

1 ST WOMAN. But tell us, Queen, thy thought ; for we have 
made 


An end almost of eating; and it seems 
It will be somewhat strange, pleasing our mood 
VASHTI. Strange you will find it doubtless; but scarce pleasmg, 
Unless ’lis pleasmg to have news of danger. 

Listen! your lives are propt like a rotten house. 

Your souls, that should have noble lodging here. 

Have crept like peasants into huts that have 
No force within their walls, but must be shored 
With borrowed firmness. Yea, man’s stubborn lust 
To feed his heart upon your beauty, is all 
The strength your lives have, all that holdeth you 
Safe in the world, — ^propt like a rotten house. 

1ST WOMAN. Shall woman then not love to have man’s love? 
3RD WOMAN. To feed his heart on us, thou sayest? O yea! 
And how can a woman know such might of living 
As when upon her breast she feels the man, 

The man of her desire, like sacrament 
Feeding his heart, yea and his soul, on her? 

VASHTI, Arc \\c for nought but so to nourish him? 
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3RD WOMAN Thou art too proud, O Queen, too proud and lonely. 
And goest apart to have thy thought too much. 

Tis known, too much thought dazes oft a mind, 

Tdl It can learn nought of the sign^id evil 
God hath put in the faces of evd notions. 

That spmtual sight may ken them coming 
Sly and demure, and safely shut the brain 
Ere they be m and swell themselves to lordship 
Hence is it that an evil thought m thee 
Hath dared so far, and played its wickedness 
Strangely wthin thee, braving even into speech 
1ST WOMAN. Strangely indeed thy brain’s mhabited 
What, IS there aught prosperity for woman 
But to be shining in the thought of man^ 

VASHn I ivisht to prosper in the life I had, 

Tliat tlic Gods might approve the flourishing 
Tlicir heavenly graft of soul took from my flesh 
Tlicrcforc I i\Tsht to love And I did love — 

There came Ahasuerus conquering 

Into my father’s land My fanc>nng hate 

Had made a man-beast of him, a dung, like man. 

Tall in his iralk, but in tlic mood of his eyes , 

A beast, and in the noise of his mouUi a beast 
He came, and lookt at me, and, in a nhilc, 

I saw that he was speaking to me there 
And .all tlic maiden nent in me before him, 

Swatter tlian in a moon which looks against 
The morning, all the silver courage faib — 

How c.am’st thou to tlic King? 

1ST WOMAN. Sold to him, 1 

2sa> WOMAN bought b\ him, I. for he had heard of me 
VASiiTi I also, sold or bought, naj, rather p.aid 
P.aid like cash to him, that as servant I mg 
M\ f.ithcr might ha\c hfr, and a throne in life. 

It mattered nothing then. [TT'eqi riN/ijjiei 

Often 111 earlv summer, as 1 w-alkt 
A girl singing her li.ipi)ine*%, lieside 
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She whom to visit so inflames my soul, ^ 

That I can judge how God burns to enjoy 
The beauty of the Wisdom that he made 
And separated from himself to be 
Wife to the divine act, mother of heavens. — 

Let Vashti eome and stand before the kings! 

Ill 

Vashii and the King^s Women at their Feast 

1ST WOMAN. Queen, is it well to be so sorrowful? 

2ND WOMAN. And when the King our lord spendeth on us 
This festival out of his rich heart, to shoot 
Thy looks upon us as thou wouldst rebuke us? 

VASHTI. Your pardon; do I trouble your greed? 

1ST WOMAN. Our greed? 

Rather our gratitude 

QND WOMAN. That we have share 

In these devices of the King’s own cooks, 

These costly breads, 

1ST WOMAN. And these delicious meats. 

These sauces mixt of spicy treacle and balm. 

3RD WOMAN. And wines, purple and blue and like gold hre, 
Made of the colours of the moniing sea 
And fragrance wild as woman’s need of love. 

VASHTI. Enjoy them then: who lets you? 

3RD WOMAN. Thou dost, Queen. 

Thou sittest with hands folded in thy robe, 

And in the midst of delicacies wilt fast. 

1ST WOMAN. We see thine eyes upon them as they were 
Wickedness. 

2ND WOMAN. ’Tis rare bounty that we women 
Halve with the King his festival. 

3RD WOMAN. And thou. 

It seems, scarce findest it thankworthy. 

VASHTI. - Again, 

Your pardon; but ye need not gaze on me. — 
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The poison which is lust. Spirit was given 
To use life as a sense for ecstasy; 

Life mixt with Spirit must exult beyond 
Sex-madden’d men and sex-serving women, 

Into some rapture where sweet fleshly love 
Is as the air wherein a music rings. 

But blood hath captured Spirit; Spirit hath given 
The strength of its desire of joy to make 
What ecstasy it may of woman^s beauty. 

And of this only, doing no more than train 
The joys of blood to be more keen and cunning; 

As men have trained and tamed wild lives of the forests, 
Breeding them to more excellent shape and size 
And tireless speed, and to know the words of men. 

So the wise masterful Spirit rules the joys 

That come all fierce fi'om roaming the dark blood; 

They are broken to his desire, they are \vily for him, 

A pack of lusts wherewith the Spirit hunts 
Pleasure; and the chief prey the pleasure hid 
In woman. 

1ST WOMAN. What joys are these? 

VASHTi. What joys ? 

The joys of rutting beasts, tamed to endure, 

Tamed to be always swift to answer Spirit, 

Yet fiercer for their taming, wilder hungers; 

So that the Spirit, if he hrmt them not. 

Fears to be tom by them in mutiny. 

Now know you woman’s beauty I ’Tis these joys. 

The heat of the blood’s desires, changed and mastered 
By the desire of spirit, trained to serve 
Spirit \vith lust, spirit with woman eiyoy’d. 

2ND WOMAN. Queen, I am beautiful, and cannot boast 
Thy subtle thinking; and to one like me, 

What matters whence come beauty, so I have it? 

Let it be but the rvitless mating of beasts. 

Tamed and curiously knowing itself 

And cimning in its own delight: What then? 
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The nightingale desires his little lass, 

And that brings out of his heart a radiant song, 

A man desires a woman, and for song 
Out of his heart comes beauty, diat like flame 
Reaches towards her, and covers her hmbs with light. 
If It so please dice, say diat neither loves 
Aught but his life’s desire, fashioning it 
Adorably to marvellous song and beauty 
IVhat dien? Enough that the wonder lights on me. 
To me IS paid die worslup of the uondcr 
v.xsirn O well I know how strong we are in man. 

His senses liavc our beauty for their god, 

And his delight is built about us hke 
Towering adoration, housing worship — 

The spint of man may dwell in God' the world. 

From die soft delicate floor of grass to those 
Rafters of light and haiigmg clotlis of stars. 

Is but the honour in God’s mind for man. 

Wrought into glorious imaginatton. 

But women dwell in man; our temple is 
The honour of man’s sensual ecstasy. 

Our safety the imagined s.icrcdness 
Fashion'd about us, fashion’d of his pleasure'. 

Beauty Indi done this for us, and so made 
Wom.in a kind widim the kind of man 
Yea, there es more th in tins a inigliij need 
Hath m III made ol lus woman in die world 
Now man w.ilks through his fate m fellowship 
Of two eonip inioti spirits; a>, uid these 
With double mister) go on with him 
I he one in bl ick dwgrieclul weeds is roil; 

.She sows wnh nctcr-ending gcstuic all 
Hic jiatli before hu Icct, eursing the w is 
She drags him on wnh gmvsih of iloutiiig cropi, 
Unlim tlmilci, iiid rink (loiimlnng i.citlrt 
But the odicr h is i wear ot .soven glc I’li, 

\iid with soft h md IwtMrerlies him lus lai c 
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Tlie nightingale desires his little lass, 

And tliat bnngs out of his heart a radiant song; 

A man desires a woman, and for song 

Out of his heart comes beauty, tliat like flame 

Reaches towards her, and covers her limbs uatli light 

If It so please thee, say that ncitlicr loves 

Aught but his life’s desire, fashioning it 

Adorably to mar\'elIous song and beauty. 

What then^ Enough tliat the wonder lights on me. 
To me IS paid tlic worship of the wonder 
VAsim O ucll I know how strong uc arc in man. 

His senses have our beauty for tlicir god. 

And his delight is built about us like 
Towering adoration, housing worship — 

The spint of man may dwell in God. tlic world. 
From the soft delicate floor of grass to those 
Rafters of hght and hanging clotlis of stars, 

Is but the honour m God’s mind for man, 

AVrought into glorious imagination 
But women dwell m man, our temple is 
The honour of man's sensual ecstasj, 

Our safety the iinagmcd sacredness 
Fashion’d about us, fashion’d of his pleasure. 

Beauty hath done this for us, and so made 
Woman a kind within the kind of man 
Yea, there is more than this n mighty need 
H.ith man made of his woman in the world 
Now man walks through his f.itc in fellowship 
Of two companion spirns, a\, and these 
With double iHTStcrv go on with him 
niic one in bliek dograccfii! weeth is Toil, 

She sows with never-ending ge* lure all 
'Hie path Ixrforc hts feet, cursing the was 
^he drags him on with growth o'' flouting rrojn, 
Urchin thistles, and r.aitk noutrhuu; re’ile-t 
lltll (he Ollier Ins a we.ir s'f sloven gleun. 

.'\ih1 with Kiift Iniul Iv-ereJie, Kim ha I'l.-r 
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The high green corn, holding all earth my own, 

I saw, as my feet and my voice past by. 

How in its hiding some croucht little beast 
Startled, and filled a space of the gentle corn 
With plunging quivering fear. And always then 
My heart answer’d the fear that shook die corn, 

With a sudden doubt in its beating; for I knew 
Within my life such rousing of dismay 
I myself should watch, with seizing wonder. 

It is so; in the midst of my new love, 

That promist such a plenty in my soul, 

At last some sleeping terror leapt awake, 

And made the young growth shiver and ^\'ry about 
Inwardly tormented. Yea, and my heart 
It was, my heart in its hiding of green love. 

That took so wildly the approaching sound 
Of something strangely fearful walking near. 

3RD WOMAN. A queer tale, this. 

1ST WOMAN. A spectre visited you? 

vASHTi. Indeed, a spectre. 

1ST WOMAN. That have I never seen. 

Was it the kind with nose and mouth grown sharp 
To an eagle’s bill, and claws upon its fingers, 

The curve of them pcisted with a bloody glue? 

VASHTI, The spectre was — ^my beauty. 

3RD WOMAN. It is as I said- 

O Queen, send for a wise man in the morning; 

And let him leech thy spirit. 

4TH WOMAN, I’ve heard, the best 

Riddance for evil notions in the mind, 

Is for a toad to sit upon the tongue; 

While, breathed against the scalp, some power of spells 
LiOosens the clasp the notion hath digg’d deep 
Into the soul; so that it paisseth down. 

Shaken and mastered, and creeps into the toad, 

3RD WOMAN. Which gives a foolish kick or start to feel it,- 
4.TH WOMAN. Then the trapt notion may be easily burnt. 
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VAsiin Yca^ — I llnnk mine would not bum easily 
With fire, witli such indignant fire as pride 
Yields, when it must destroy itself to feel 
Tlie power of the world touch it inUi humbling Dame, — 
Witli such a fire, whose heat you know not of. 

Have I assayed tins — notion, didst tliou say? 

And It stood upright, wath its shape unqucncht. 

And lived within the fire 
3 RD WOMAN Thou hast it wrong 

4Tn w’OMAN Thou hast not understood the cure we meant 
2ND W'OMAN Stop brabbling, fools, I would hear the Queen’s 
mind 

1ST WOMAN I too, I hate a thing I cannot skill; 

And thee and all that lives in thee, O Queen, 

I w’ould keep friendly to my spint, yet 
I do suspect something amazing in thee 
VASim And if thou scest not how slippery 
Is ss omen’s place in the world of men, 'as like 
Tliou wait amazcdly the vision take. 

When I have led thee up my tower of thought. 

2 \T) WOMAN How' arc we dangerous’ Arc we not women, 
Man’s endless need’ 

VASim Ay, and therein the danger' 

Is It not possible he hate the need’ 

I'or not as he were a beast it urges him 
He IS awairc of it, he knows ns force — 

The kind of lieasts is in their blood alone, 
but man Ls blood and spmt. And in him, 

As in all creature, is the word from God, 

‘Utter thyself in jov ’ 

2ND WOMAN \nd we Ills joy 

NASim hut such an one tint may liecomr, perhapi, 
Somctliing not uitcranec, but siric! comtnandinc 
Yea, mastery, like the dancing in the biootl 
Of one bitten by spiders And it w Spirit, 

Spirit enjoyanv woman, that 1 nth s^nt 
\ lieiiirig poima in the blf»el of n'an, 

c. 
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Away from the hardships of his hurt stung feet, 
That with his eyes he may desire her looks: 

And she is Beauty of Woman, man’s dear blessing. 
And if you would be wise, be well afraid 
To think you have more office than to be 
A sweet dehcious while amid man’s hours 
Of worldly labour: we are too precious, so. 

Yet see you not how this that Spirit hath done 
Is also dangerous? — ^For there are mightier needs! 
There ’s no content for Spirit in the world 
Till he has striven out of bounded fate. 

And sent an infinite desire forth 
Into the whole eternity of things. 

Yea, Spirit ails with loathing secretly 
The irremediable force of being; 

Unless, with free expatiate desire. 

He shape into the endless burning flux 
Of starry world blindly adventuring 
Some steady righteous destiny for Spirit: 

Even as dreaming brain fashions the fume 
Of life asleep to marshall’d imagery. 

But we are in the way of this: and man, 

The more he needs to announce upon the world, 
Over him going like a storming air. 

That fashioning word which utters the divine 
Imagination working in him like anger; 

The more he finds his virtue caught and clogged 
In the fierce luxmy he hath made of woman. 
Thence are we sin, thence deliciously 
Persuading man refuse his highest ardour. 

Too easily kindled wcis the ecstasy 
Of fleshly passion, with a joyous flame 
Too readily answering the Spirit’s fire 1 
He bums with us alone, so fragrantly 
His noblest vigour swoons delighted. Yea, 
Women, I tell you, not far now is man 
From hating us, so passionate the joy 
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Of loving us, so mightily drawing dow n 
Into the service of his pleasure here 
All forces of his being Tlic pleasure soon 
Becomes a shame, scarce to be spoken aloud, 

And m best minds, cither detested doting 
Man’s joy m woman’s beauty will become, 

Or a stnet binding fire, holding him doivn 
In lust of beauty where no beauty is 

[Tlte King's Messenger comes in 

MESschOER To Vashti, to the Queen of the world, to her 
In whom the stnsang beauty of the world 
Hath made perfection, from the King I come 
And the King bids me say. Rise from thy feast, 

For thou must be to-night thyself a feast 
The vision of thy loveliness must now 
Feed with astonishment m> vassals’ hearts 
Therefore thou art to come 
VASim. And tell the King 

I will not come 

MESSENGER Wiat was there in my words 

Tliou dost not understand? — I say, the King 
^\’ould show thy beauty to his undcr-kings, 

Tliat witli this also diey may lie nmared 
And utterly fear his fortune 
VASUTT, So Go Inrl , 

Tell the King I have hcnrkcnetl to In': mcsvngc, 

And tell him I will not come 
MESSLNCrR What sickness shall I say Ins lightcil on ihrr. 

So that tliou canst not coinc'^ 

VAsim Tliou weariest inr 

Say this to tlic King. \'ashti will not come 
Arc they not plain, iny woials’ CaiiM thou not le im them’ 
MU<si soER Give me 'omc tofier speech Must 1 not fcT 
I shall cam whipping if I take these vord^^ 
aasiiti. 1 pray ihcc, go ntou ait a trouble lien-; 

Scest thou not how all th<wr fc,a»ting svomrti 
I’atuc, and the pic.asurc is dtitrcst tn them? 
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Thou hast thy message; say, She ^vill not come. 

Back to the King, nowl 

MESSENGER. I whipt fof this. [J'lc gocs. 

VASHTi. It seems, my sisters, we have changed our moods. 

But now, my mind was heavy, you were blithe; 

And in a moment, you, behold, are fixt 
Gazing like desperate things, w'hile I rejoice. 

1ST WOMAN. Rejoice I thou dost rejoice? then madness docs. 
VASHTI. I know not that; but certainly I know 
A mind, that has been feeling for long time 
The greatness of some hovering event 
Poised over life, wall rejoice marvellously 
When the event falls, suddenly seizing life: 

Like faintness when a thunderstorm comes down. 

That turns to exulting when the lightning flares. 

Shattering houses, making men afraid. 

And this is my event; I am its choice. 

Yea, not as a storm, but as an eagle no%v 
It stoops on me; and, though I am its prey, 

I am lifted by majestic wings, my soul 
Is clothed in swiftness of a mighty soaring. 

3RD WOMAN. What glory can her wondrous eyes behold? 

4 TH WOMAN. Seemeth her flesh to glow 1 and her throat pants 
As one who feels a god within her, come 
Out of his heaven to enjoy her. 

2 ND WOMAN. Ay, 

Now it is true, the Queen is beautiful; 

She could, so looking, enrage love in one 
Whose blood a hundred years had frozen dry. 

1ST WOMAN. Ah, but I fear thee. Queen: this dreadful mood 
Will break the pleasantness of friendship thou 
Hast kept for me, as a ship in a gale is broken. 

VASHTI. Ay, very like; and the event ^vill rouse 
Such work in the water where your comfort sails, 

More than my fortune will to pieces blow; 

You too I think will get some perilous tossing 
From what proves my destruction. 
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2ND WOMAN And, SO knowjng, 

For mere insane delight in violent things, 

Wilt thou awake in the fickle mood of men 
Again that ancient ignominy which once, 

Till beauty freed tlicm, loaded the souls ofwomcn^ 

3RD WOMAN Truly, long time will work w'hat now thou docst 
VASirn I know not nghtly what I here begin, 

No more than one, who stands in midst of wand 
On a tall mountain, knows what breaking down 
Tlic cartli must have ere die svind’s speed is done, 

And it hath drawn out of die drcnclicd soil 
The clinging vapours, and made bnght die air 
2ND WOMAN But wc’Il not have thee disobedient 
Tlic King’s mind is a summer over us, 

Thou wath a storm wait fill him, and die hail 
That shatters thee wall leave us bruised and weeping 
VASirn Be sulk>’ in his arms die weather soon 
Will pIcasanUy favour thee again 
4Tir WOMAN No, no, 

Not liccause from our heaven of man’s mind 
Tliou wilt bnng dowai on us a mm of scorn, 

But because thou art wicked, diou must go 
And tell the King the wine was msh in tlirc 
VASim I must' 

gnn WOMAN Tliou must indeed words such as dune 

Never were impudent in men’s cars iicfore 
2ND WOMAN ^Vc Wall not have thee disolicdicnt 
1ST WOMAN Here comes anodier gentle vs oitls, tin Ci<iren 
I^t him take from thee now, and svMflh follovv 
Contrite, .md let the Ix-autv of tin gnef 
Bend pleading against the King’s funous eves 

( /7e fWt ( "■(■t If, 
poi T. 1 wail not ask tlirc what sirvnge anger -att 
llial hi ue (if proud contempt in the King’s ficr 
But etc die voire of tlic King seals up tin 1 fe 
In an iinalieraMe judginnit, I 
Am gmiicd now to m itc as hn 1 V'l i'ir-"-igc 
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And, as I will, to speak. Here then I am 

Not as commanding, but on my knees beseeching. 


And for myself beseeching. 

VASHTi. What hast thou 

To do with this? and wherefore wert thou chosen? 

POET. I was to praise the splendour of the King; 

And I made thee his splendour; and the King, 

Kinowing my truth, would have thee brought, to break 
All the pride of his under-kings, already 
Desperate with his riches, and now seeing 
What marvellous fortune also hath his love. 

How marvellously delighted. 

VASHTI. Get thee back; 

And tell the King ’tis time his judgment fell. 

POET. Not till thou hearest me. 

VASHTI. I win not hear thee, 

Wouldst thou go on before me, and say. Look, 

This is the woman which I told you of, 

You kings; does she not, as I said, stir up 
Quaking desire through aU your muscles? Look, 

And thank the King for showing you his lust! — 

I ^vill not hear thee. 

POET. Dost thou not know, my Queen, 

That, when I taught thee songs, thou taughtest me 
The divine secret, Beauty? My small tunes 
Were games to thee; but now I am he who knows 
How man may walk upon Eternity 
Wearing the world as a god wears his power. 

The world upon him as a burning garment; 

For I am he whose spirit knoweth beauty, — 

And thou art the knowledge. Queen 1 Therefore thou must 
Come with me to the kings of all the nations; 

For the whole earth must know of thee. These kings. 
Though it be but a lightning-moment struck 
Upon the darkness of their ignorant hearts. 

Must know what I know; that there is a beauty, 

Only in thee shown forth in bodily sign. 
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Which can of hfc make sucli Inumphant glee, 

The force of the world seems but man’s spirit utter’d 
VAsrrn And what am I to know? — ^This must, no doubt, 
Content me, that we arc as wmc, and men 
By us have senses drunk against his toil 
Of knowing himself, for all his boasting mind. 

Caught by the quiet purpose of the world. 

Burnt up by it at last, like somctliing fallen 

In molten iron streaming. But I know 

Not drunken may man’s soul master liis world. 

And I noiv make for woman a new mood, 

Wherein she mil not bear to know herself 
A heady drug for man — I mil not come 
POET I, who have brought Uiy insult on the King, 

Will scarce escape his judgment But not this 
My pleading Scest thou not hon wonderfully 
The mean affairs of living fill mth gleam, 

Like pools of water lying in the sun, 

Because ai>ovc men’s minds renown of thee. 

The certain knowledge of beauty, now presides’ 

It must not be that thou, for a whim of sconi, 

Wilt let thyself be made unseen, unheard of 
Beauty is known in thee, but, wnthoul thee. 

It Ls a nimour buaring hardl) heard 
And wathout beauty men arc scurrying ants. 

Rapid in endless ptirpiosc unenjoyed, 

Or newts in holes under the banks of ponds. 

Feeding and breeding without sound or light 
For the one thing that is die gcxl in man 
Is a delight that admirably 1 nows 
Itself drlighfed, and it is but beauty 
And thou an beauty known 
VASim. TruK, 1 say, 

1 know not how to bear it, that for you 

To feel yoiirvcKci, though in the depth of the world, 

IJixry, and thenee as if elate on high, 

We women arc dcaoetl like dnmlcimest 
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And what are we to make of ourselves here, 

When in the joy of us you think the world 
No more than your spirits crying out for joy? 

Is this your love, to dream a god of man, 

And women to keep as wine to make you dream? — 
Now, back ! or the eunuchs handle thee. 

VASHTi, You will not hear of me after this night. 

And thus I say farewell. It may be, far 
In time not yet appointed, our life’s spirit 
• Will know its fate, through all the thickets of grief. 
As simply and as gladly as one’s eyes 
Greet the blue weather shining behind trees. 

Yea, and I think there will be more than this: 

Is not the world a terrible thing, a vision 
Of fierce divinity that cares not for us? 

Do we not seem immortal good desire, 

Mortally wronged by capture in swift being 
Made of a world that holds us firm for ever? 

And yet is it not beautiful, the world? 

How read you that^ How is our wrong delightful? 
Thus it is: Spirit finding the world fair, 

Is spirit in dim perception of its own 
Radiant desire piercing the worldly shadow. 

But what is dim will become glorious clear: 

All in a splendour will the Spirit at last 
Stand in the world, for all wUl be naught else 
But Spirit’s own perfect knowledge of itself; 

Yea, this dark mighty seeming of the world 
Is but the Spirit’s own power unsubdued; 

And as the unruled vigours of thought in sleep 
Crowd on the brain, and become dream therein, 
So the strange outer forces of man’s spirit 
Are the appearing world. But all at last, 

Subdued, becomes self-knowing ecstasy, 

The whole world brightens into Spirit’s desire. 
Tliis is for Spirit to be lord of life; 

And man, \vith foolish hope looking for this, 



VASHTI 1 71 

Takes tlie ravishing drunkenness he haUi 
From us, for knowledge of tlic Spinl’s power 
But It tvill come by love It will lie twain 
\Vho go togcdier to this height of mastery 
Over the world, governing it as song 
Is govern’d by the heart of him who sings, 

But never one by means of one shall reach it 
Not man alone, nor woman alone, but each 
Enabling each, together, twain in one 

[The King's Messenger comes in 
MESSENGER I Speak to the rebellious woman Vashti 
Thou art no more a Queen, thou hast no place 
In the King’s house, nor in the life of men 
Thus art thou judged Go forth now, let the night 
Befriend tliec, for no other friend thou hast, 

For the day shall reveal thee to men’s c)'cs, 
v\nd they, obedient to the King, will hate thee 
Tlicreforc be gone and as the beasts ha\ e homes 
In the wald ground, ha\c thy home from henceforth 
VASim Gi\cs the King reason for this judgment’ 

MESSENGER \ca, 

Because thou art a danger to all marmgc, 

Because men arc dishonoured in their rule 
Of women bj diy insult, thou art judged 
2Nr> WOMAN But if the King had heard her cmr> words 
lie would ha\c put her where the') tame with thongs 
Maniacs 

4TII WOMAN ^Vhcn the King hath 'Icpt, we will 
To-morrow e-m\c hts prcjeucc, and will stand 
In humble troop before him, tlnnl mg him 
For tint Ills virtue hath tins wicletl woman 
Purged from among us, sunl us from iiifretion 
1ST WOMAN Alas, mv Queen' where lies thv jn imr) no \ ’ 
VAsim A\, w here to go’ \Mni shelter fu" ire no.v 
Will ativ of the dwelt evrih dire to give’ 

Mv iH-auty as a bmiditi" now vvtil mart me, 

\nd sli line will run l>e''nr 11. e, --nd a" nt 



172 


DISCOVERY AND PROPHECY 
My coming, wheresoever I would lodge. 

For out of Shushan to the ends of the earth 
Great news runs, with a hidden soundless speed 
Through secret channels in the folks’ dim mind, 

As water races through smooth sloping gutters. 
Swifter than any feet could bear the talc. 

Going unheard, already posts abroad 
A buried river, and will soon burst up 
In towns and markets, far as the width of day, 

A bubbling clamour, wonderful wild news: 

‘Vashti the Queen is judged and forced to go 
Roaming the earth, outcast and infamous; 

Look out for her I Be ready, if she comes, 

With stones and hooting voices 1’ — Fare you well. 
Women whom once I knew. You are quit of me: 
Pardon me if I add, And I of you. 

IV 

Into the darkness fared the outcast Queen; 
Fearless her face, and searching with proud gaze 
The impenetrable hour. Behind her burned 
The sky, held by the open kiln of the town 
In a great breath of fire, yellow and red, 

From out the festival streets, and myriad links. 
Still might she taste, and still must choke to taste. 
The fragrance of sweet oils and gxims aflame 
Capturing the cool night with spicy riches; 

Still after her through the hollow moveless air 
The sounded ceremonies came, the cry 
Of dainty lust in winding tune of fifes. 

The silver fiiry of cymbals clamouring 
Like frenzy in a woman-madden’d brain; 

And drumming underneath the whole wild noise, 
Lake monstrous hatred underneath desire, 

The thimder of the beaten serpent-skins. 

Yea, in the town behind her, flaring Shushan, 
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She heard Man, meaning to adore himself, 

Throned on the wealth of earth as God m heaven. 

And making music of his glorying thought. 

Merely betray the mastery of his blood. 

His sexual heart, his mam idolatry, — 

Woman, and his lust to devour her beauty. 

Himself devoured ceaselessly by her beauty 
And well she knew, to herself bitterly smihng. 

How the King seated amid his fellow-kings 
Devised his gnevous rage, feeling himself 
Insulted in his dearest mind, his rule 
Over the precious pleasure of his women 
Wounded" how die man’s wrath would hiss and swell 
Like gross spittle spat into red-hot coals 
But as tlic Queen fared tlirough the blinded hour, 
Sudden against the darkness of her eyes 
There came a wand of light. Cnmson it was, 

VSlth smoky hghtnmgs braided, in its first 
Swaft surge into die gloom before her face, 

But It began to golden, and became 
Astonishingly white And as she stood 
Widi ngour in her nerves, a mighty shudder 
Ravisht the light, and in die midst appeared 
Vision, a goddess, tenable and kind, 

And to the Qjiccn die goddess spoke, in \ oice 
Tint hcalctl her anger wath its quietness 
isiiTAR I am the goddess Ishtar, and thou an 
My servant. Wilt thou any help of me’ 

VASim Am I then one whom gods mav help’ 1 am 
Bj menjudgctl hateful surely I am therein 
Made o\cr to the demons, and not thmc- 
isirrsR Yet art thou mine, l»ccau<c thou knois-ot well 
Tliou di'ol>e>cit me 
vssim How tio 1 so? 

MtTAR 1 am the goddess of the ptwer of wo'nc'i, 

And passion in the hearts ofm'^n is m\ 

Dnanitv. 
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VASHTi, Yea, then I disobey thee. 
isHTAR. And yet thou shalt not fear me wronging dice: 
Tell me, O thou Despair, whither thou gocst? 

VASHTI. Thy taunt goes past me; I am not despair. 

ISHTAR. Verily, but thou art. Is not thy mind 
A hot revolter from the service due 
To my divinity, passion in men’s hearts? 

Is there aught else that thou mayst serve? Thou kno^vcst 
There is naught else: therefore thou art Despair. 

VASHTI. That I am infamous, I know. But even now. 

Now when I learn I am to gods no more 
Than to the lust of men, I will not be 
Despair. 

ISHTAR. Y/ho means so greatly to serve pride, 

That the service of the world is a thing loath’d, 

Is desperate, avoided by mankind, 

Unpleasing to the gods. We, who look down, 

Know that the world and pride may both be served. 

Yet also that it was too hard for tliee 
We know, and pardon. Thou shalt tell me now 
Why thou refusest the life given thee. 

VASHTI. Because I will not woman should be sin 
Amid man’s life. You gods have given man 
Desire that too much knows itself; and thence 
He is all confounded by the pleasure of us. 

How sweetly doth the heart of man begin 
Desiring us, how hke music and the green 
First happiness of the year I But this can grow 
To uncontrollably crowding lust, beyond 
All power of delight to utter, thence 
Inwardly turned to anger and detesting! 

Till, looking on us with strange eyes, man finds 
We are not his desire; it was but sex 
Inflamed, so that it roused the breaking forth 
Of secret fury in him, consuming life. 

Yea, even the life that would reach up to know 
The heaven of gods above it. 
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KHTAR. And what, for this, 

Dost thou refuse^ 

VASHTI I refuse woman’s beauty! 

Not merely to be feasting wath dehght 
Man’s senses, I refuse, but even his heart 
I svill not serve Are we to be for ever 
Love’s passion in man, and never love itscIP 
Alivays the instrument, never the music’ 

ISHTAR I have not done wuth man — Thou sayest true, 
Women arc as a sin in life lor that 
The gods have made mankind in double sc\ 

Sin of desiring woman is to be 

The knowledgeable hglit watinn man’s soul, 

Whereby he kills the darken’d ache of being 
But shall I leave him there’ or shall I leave 
Woman amid these hungers’ Nay I hold 
Tlic rages of tlicsc fires as a soft day 
Obedient to my handling, there shall be 
Of man dcsinng, and of xvoman desired, 

A single ecstasy divinclj formed. 

Two souls knowing thcmsclxcs as one nma/cment 
All that thou hatest to arouse in man 
Prepareth him for this, and thou thpclf 
Art by thy xerj' hate prepared wherefore 
The gods forgive thee, seeing what comes of thee 
Behold now ’ of 017 godhead I wall male 
Tli^ senses hum with vision, stoiying 
The spirit of woman growing from loved to love 

The I tnl ITnor Ihhr 
Hdcn am I, a name astonishing 
The vsorld, a fame that rings agam't the skv, 

Ijkc an alanii of brass smitten to saiiiid 
'Die news of war igainst the stone of nioimtamt 
I move in power throurh flic minds of nirn, 

\nd have no jxiwcr to hoM iin jxj.srr lud. 

Men’s pssMom fusn njrfi'i rns fret, as ss wn 
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That fiercely fawn after the going wind; 

But not as the wind, shaking off tlie foam 
Of the pursuing lust of the moaning waves, 

And over the clamour of the evil seas’ 

Monstrous word running lightly, unhurt. 

They fawn upon me, all the lusts of tlie world. 
Bewildering my steps with straining close. 

And breathe their horrible spittle against me. 

Passions cry round me with the yelling cry 
Of dogs chained and starving and smelling blood. 

Yea, for through me the world becomes a den 
Of insane greed. In helpless beauty I stand 
Alone in the midst of dreadful adoration; 

And, round me thronged, the fawning, fawning lusts 
Open their throats upon me and whine and lick 
My feet with dripping tongues, or gaze to pant 
Hot hunger in my face. For I am made 
To set their hearts grim to possess my life, 

And with an anger of love devour my beauty; 

And yet to seal up in their mastered hearts 

The rage, and bring them in croucht worship down 

Before me, bent with impotent desire. 

A quiet place the world was ere I came 
A strife, a dream of fire, into its sleep; 

And with their senses ended men’s delights. 

But I struck through their senses burning news 
Of impossible endless things, and mixt 
Wild lightning into their room of darkness — Then 
Agony, and a craving for delight 
Escaping sensual grasp, began in men; 

And the agony was poison in the health 
Of sweet desire — ^The joy of me men tried 
To compass with strange frenzy and desire 
Made new with cunning. But still at my feet 
The lusts they tarr on me crouch down and fawn 
And snarl to be so fearful of their prey. 

I see men’s faces grin with helpless lust 
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About me, crooked hands reach out to please 
Their hot nerves ivith the flower of my skin, 

I see the eyes imagining enjoyment, 

The arms twitching to seize me, and the minds 
Inflamed like the glec-kindlcd hearts of fiends 
And through the ivorld the fawning, fawTiing lusts 
Hound me with worship of a ravenous yearning 
And I am weary of maddenmg men wtli beauty 

The Second Vision Sappho 

Into how fair a fortune hath man’s life 
Fallen out of the darkness ' — Tins bnght earth 
Maketh my heart to falter, yea, my spint 
Bends and bows down m die delight of vision, 

Caught by the force of beauty, siraycd about 

Like seaweed moved by die deep winds of water 

For It IS all the new's of love to me 

Tlirough paths pine-fragrant, where the shaded ground 

Is strewn with fruits of scarlet husk, I come, 

As if through maidenhood’s uncertainty. 

Its darkness coloured with strange untned dioughls, 
Hither I come, here to the flowery peak 
Of this wliitc cliff, high up in golden air, 

^Vhcrc glowing earth and sea and dmne light 
Arc in mine eyes like ardour, and like love 
Arc in my soul love's glowing gentleness, 

Tlic sunny grass of niradows and the trees, 

Towers of dirk green flame, and tint white town 
Where from the hearths, a fragnince of burnt wosyl, 

Blue purple smoke creeps like a stain of wine 
Along the pivctl blue sea yen, ill this kindness 
1 les amid salt imnieasumblc flowing, 
n'he power of the sei, pnssion of love 
1, Sipphn, hive in.ule love the m ivien 
Most «actr<l over miii, but I h ive unde it 
A *afrtv Ilf things } lortouslv known. 

To house his 'jnnt from the dirknr-i b'ouitig 
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Out of the vast unknown: from me he hatli 
The wilful mind to make his fortune fair. 

Yea, here I stand for the whole earth to see 
How life, breathing its fortune like sweet air, 

Mixing it with the kindled heart of man, 

May utter it proud against the double trutli 
Of darkness fronting him and following him, 

In a prevailing, burning, marvellous lie 1 
And it is love kindles the burning of it. 

The quivering flame of spoken-forth desire. 

Which man hath made Ms place rvithin the world, — 
Love, learnt of Sappho 1 and not only bright 
With gladness: I have devised an endless pain, 

The fearful spiritual pain of love, to hold 
In a firm fire, unalterably bright, 

The shining forth of Spirit’s imagination 
Declared against the investing dark, a light 
Of pain and joy, equal for man and woman. 

The Third Vision: Theresa. 

Come, golden bridegroom, break this mortal night, 
Five times chained with darkness of my senses. 

At last now visit my desire, and turn 
Thy feet, and the flaming path of thy feet. 

Unto these walls lockt round me like a death. 

Death I would have them till thou comest; yea. 

The earthly stone whereof man’s fortune here 
Is made, strongly into deliberate death 
I have built about my soul, to fend its life 
From gazes of the world. I am too proud 
To endure the world’s desire of my beautyj 
I know myself too marvellous in love 
To be the joy of aught that thou hast made: 

I am to be bride of thee, of the world’s maker. 

O God, the heart I have from thee, the heart 
Uttering itself in an endless word of love, 

Is sealed up in the stone of worldly night: 
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Set hithcnvard the flaming way of thy feet, 

Break my mght, and enter in unto me 
CJome, wed my spint, and like as the sea, 

Into the shining spousal ecstasy 

Of sun and ^vmd, nsetli in cloudy gleam. 

So let the knowng of my flesh be clouds 
Of fire, mounting up the height of my spirit, 

Fire clouding wth flame the mamage hour 
Wherein my spirit keeps thy dreadful hglit 
A\vay from Heaven in a bndal kiss, — 

Fire of bodily sense in spiritual glee 
Held, as fire of water in sunlit air 
Ah God, beautiful God, my soul is wnld 
With love of thee Hitherward turn tliy feel, 

Turn tlicir golden journeying touards this night, — 

Tins night of cavernous cartJi, and now let shine 
Tliesc walls of stone, against tliy ncnnng lose, 

Like pure glass smitten by the power of the sun, 

And let them lie, in thy descending love, 

Like glass in a furnace, falling molten dow n. 

Back from thy burning feet streaming and flowing, 

Leaving me naked to thy bright desire — 

Enjoy me, God, enjoy thy bndc lo-night 
VASim Too well I know' die first, die scarict-clad; 

And she, that was in shining white and gold. 

Was as the sound of bees and waters, at last 
Heard by one long closed in the dins of madness 
But what was she, the black-rolicd, with die r\rs 
So frarfully alight, the last who spoke’ 
isiiTAR T akc none of these for perfect dies are moods 
. I’tirif^aiig m> women to I>rromr 
My iincspressU c, miemiost intent — 

^\s music hinds into i strict delight 

Tlic manifold random 'minds th it 'hake tlir ai-, 

E'xn 'o fa‘liioncd must I base the Iki ig 
'Iliat fills wath ni'hin" power tlie l»ouniili-si spui' 

Amii'st It. inu'ualK firm, ajo 
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DISCOVERY AND PROPHECY 

That is a fiery knowledge of itself, 

Thereby self-continent, a globed fire. 

And she who gave thee wonder, is the sign 
Of those who firmest, brightest hold their being 
Fastened and seized in one enjoyed desire. 

Yet even they are but a making ready 

For what I perfectly intend: in them 

Joy of self-boimd desire hath burnt itself 

To extreme purity; I am free thereby 

To work my meaning through them, my divinity. 

Yea, such clean fire in man and such in woman 

To mingle wonderfully, that the twain 

Become a moment of one blazing flame 

Infinitely upward towering, far beyond 

The endless fate of spirit in the world. 

But in the way to this are maladies 
And anguish; and as a perilous bridge 
Over the uncontrolled demanding world, 
Virginity, passionate self-possessing, 

Must build itself supreme, rmbreakable. 

1 leave thee: as thou mayst, be comforted 

By prophecy of what I mean in life. 

Against thee is not Heaven; and thou must 
Endure the hatred men will throw upon thee. 

• ' • . . • 

The shimng place where Ishtar looked at her 
Empty the ^ueen beheld; and into mist 
The glory fainted, and the stars came through 
Untroubled Into the night the Queen went on. 
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PART II 

IMPERFECTION 

^^ARY 

[a legend of the forty-five] 

I 

A street tn Carlisle leading to the Scottish Gale Three girls, Mary, 
Katrina, and Jean 

KATRINA What a year this has been ' 

iiARY There ’s many a lass 

AVill blench to hear the date of it — Forty-five, — 

Poor souls' Why wll the men lie fighting so, 

Running a\\’ay to find out death, as if 
It were some tavern full ofbght and fiddling'’ 

And when the doors arc shut, uhat of tlic girls 
Wio gave themselves awaj, and sull must live'* 

Are not men tlioughdcss'’ 

KATRINA Leaving onl> kisses 

To be remembered by 

JFAN Tliat’s not so bad 

As s\hcn the dead lads vent bejond kissing 
MARY Poor souls' Well, Carlisle has at least three hearts 
Tint arc not ctyang for a lad svho’s gone 
Listening to the lean oltl Crowder, Death 
We needn’t mope and \ct it's sad 
ji-AS Come O'l, 

Why arc we dawdling’ All the heads are up, 

Slceplcd on spikes alios c the .Seottidi Gate, — 

•Some of the rclicis rarelj handsome ten 
MAtO. Won’t It lie rather hornble’ 

KATRINS A ross 

orihopt-oTlic-idi sitting <n sp'kej-iieli' 
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JEAN. Yes, 

And I dare say blood dribbling here and there. 
MARY. Don’t, Jean! I am going back. I was 
Forbid the gate. 

KATRINA. And so was I. 


JEAN. 


And I. 


KATRINA. But a mere peep at them? 

jean. Yes, come on, Mary. 

MARY. We might just see how horrible they are. 

JEAN. Sure, they will make us shudder. 

KATRINA. Or else cry. 

{A Man meets them. 


MAN. Are you for the show, my girls? 

jean We aren’t your girls. 

KATRINA. Do you mean the heads upon the Scottish Gate? 
MAN. Ay, that’s the show, a pretty one. 

JEAN. Are all 

The rebels’ heads set up? 

MAN. All, all; their cause 

Is fallen flat; but go you on and see 
How wonderly their proud heads are elate. 

KATRINA. Do any look as if they died afeared? 

MAN. Go and learn that yourselves. And when you mark 
How grimly addled aU the daring is 
Now in those brains, do as your hearts shall bid you. 

And that is weep, I hope. 

MARY. O let’s go back. 

JEAN. We have no friends spiked on the Scottish Gate. 

MAN. No? Well, there’s quite a quire of voices there. 
Blessing the King’s just wisdom for his stem 
Strong policy with the rebels. 

MARY. Who are those? — 

I think it’s fiendish to have killed so many. 

MAN. Die chattering birds, my lass, and droning flies: 

They re proper Y/higs, are birds and flies, — or else 
The Whigs are proper crows and carrion-bugs. 

\He goes on past them. 
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MARY A LEGEND OF THE FORTY-FIVE 
KATRINA A Jacobite? 

JEAN That ’s It, I w'arrant you 

One of the stay-at-homes 
MARY Now promise me, 

We’ll only take a ghmpsc, girls, a short ghmpsc 
JEAN {laughing Yes, just to see how homble they are 

[They go on towards the gate 

II 

The Scottish GatCy Carlisle Among the crowd 
MARY O why did we come here? 

JEAN One, two, three, four — 

A devil’s dozen of them at tlic least 
KATRINA Poor lads 1 They did not need to set them up 
So high, surely Which is the one you’ld call 
PretUest, Jean? 

jean That fellow with Uie sneer, 

The axe’s eight could not rulTlc his brow', — 

How signed it is wiUi scorn 1 
KATRINA Ah yes, he ’s dark 

And you arc red* Maty and I will choose 
Some golden fellow Winch do jou think, Marj ^ 

JEAN O, but mine IS the one* Look — do you sec’ — 

He must lia\c put his curls away from the axe, 

Or did they part thcmschcs when he knelt dowTi, 

And let Uic stroke have Ins inpe white and liarc^ 

O could a girl not nestle snug and happ) 

Against a necl , with such hair cosenng her' 

KAaiuNv Now, Mary, wc must nude oiir srllow rhouc, 
You'se got good ejes, which do jou fnirv ?— Jean! 

\Vhat ails her’ 

Jl A*. How she stares' which is the one 

She singles out’ Tint topinoM Niv it is, — 

Prett) etiout'h for a flaxen {Kill indeeil 
It that yaiir lad. Mata ? 

KVatuxx She's ill or fea , 

’nicv ate ttvo tinich for her, and ! tiaiK 
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Am nearly weeping for them and their wives and lasses. 

Her eyes don’t budge! She’s fastened on his face 
With just the look that one would have to greet 
The ghost of one’s own self. See, all her blood 
Is trapt in her heart, — pale she is as he. 

A MAN IN THE CROWD. Can’t you See she’s fainting? ’Tis no sight 
For halfling girls. 

Halfling yourself. 

KATRINA. Mary! 

MARY. Let US go home now: help me there, Katrina. 

KATRINA. Yes, dear, but are you ill? 

No: let us go home. 

KATRINA {to Jean\. Gome, Jean. Did you not hear her gasp? 
We must 

Be with her on her way home. 

You go then. 

I ve not lookt half enough at these. Besides 

. \Mary and Katrina go. 

Well, SIT, how dare you speak to girls like that. 

When they’re alone? 

Tm MAN. You needn’t be so short; 

1 guess you’re one to take fine care of yourself 
J^. Yes, and I’ld choose a better-looking man 
inan you, my chap, if I wanted company 
the man Gome this way, you’U see better. 

. , Impudence I 

Who said your arm might be there? 

the man. O -4.5 n • v. 

TCAM A j 1 - , O, It s all right. 

jean. And what do you think of the rebels now they’re dead? 

Ill 

MARY lying awake in bed. 

O let me re^on it out calmly! Have I 

SuddeSv^ch terror, poured 

Why IS It I, of aU the world I only 
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Wlio must so love against nature^ I knew 
Always, that not like harbour for a boat, 

Not a smooth safety. Love would take my soul. 

But hke going naked and empty-handed 
Into the glitter and hiss of a ivild sword-play, 

I should fall m love, and m fear and danger 
But a danger of white hght, a fear of sharpness 
Keen and dose to my heart, not as it prov es, — 

My heart hit by a great dull mace of terror' 


So It has come to me, my hope, my uondcr' 

Now I perceive that I M'as one of tliose 

^^^^o, till love comes, have breath and beating blood 

In one continual question All the beauty 

My happy senses took till now has been 

Drugg’d wth a fiery irant and discontent, 

That settled m my soul and lay there burning 
The hills, wcanng dicir green ample dresses 
Right in tlic sky’s blue courts, tvith s\scr\ang folds 
Along the ngour of their stony sinciss — 

(Often they’ garr’d my breath catch and stumble), — 
The moon tliat through white ghost of \ratcr ssent. 
Till she was nng’d about wtli an amber wmdov, — 
Tlic summer stars seen wnking through dusk leases. 
All the earth’s manners and most losclincss, 

All made my asking spirit stir within me, 

And throb with a question, whose answer is. 

(As now 1 know, but then I did not I now) 

There is a Man somcssherc meant for me — 

And I have seen die face of him for whom 
My soul was made' 

Ah, Munesvherc’ \Shcrr is that^ 
Hn\ c I not dreamt that he it gone ,iw a\ , 

Gone ere he lotrd me’ Now I Imc myself 
I onl\ have teen m\ Isoy't mun’er’d heat! 
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Yes, again light breaks through and quells my thought. 
The whole earth seemed as it belonged to me, 

A message spoken out in green and blue 
Specially to my heart; and it would say 
'Aa.t some time, out of the human multitude 
A face would look into my soul, and sign 
Ail my nature, easily as it were wax, 

With its dear image; but after that impress 
I would all harden, so that nought could raze 
The minting of that seal from off my being. 

And yesterday it fell. An idle whim 
To see the rebels on the Scottish Gate, — 

And there was the face of him I was made to love, 

There, — ah God, — on the gate, my murder’d lad I 
Did any girl have first-sight love like this? 

Not to have ever seen him, only seen 

Such piteous token that he has been bom, 

lived and gro\vn up to beauty, the man who was meant 

To sleep upon my breast, and dead before 

The sweet custom of love could be between us I 

To have but seen his face? — ^Is that enough 

To make me clear he is my man indeed? 

Why, sure there are tales bordering on my lot 
In misery? — Of hearts who have been stabbed 
By knowledge that their mates were in the earth. 

Yet never could come near enough to be healed; 

Of those who have gone longing aU a life. 

Because a voice heard singing or a gesture 
Seen from afar gospell’d them of love; 

And no more than the mere announcement had. 

Ah, but all these to mine were kindly dealing; 

For not till they’d trepann’d him out of life 
Did he, poor laggard, come to claim my soul. — 

O my love, but your ears played you falsely 
IVhen they were taken by Death’s wily tunes 1 
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Am I so hardly done to, who have seen 
My lover’s face, been near enough to worship 
The very writing of his spirit in flesh? 

For havmg that in my ken, I am not far 
From loving with my eyes all his body 
What a set would his shoulders have, and neck, 

To bear his goodly-purposed head, what gait 
And usage of his limbs' — ^AJi, do you smile? 

Wily, even so I knew your smile would be, 

Just such an over-bnmmmg of your soul 

0 love, love, love, then you have come to me ' 

How I have stayed acliing for you ' Come close, 

Here’s where you should have been long Ume, long Umc 
It IS your rightful place And I had left 

Tlunkmg you’ld come and kiss me over my heart ! 

Ah lad, my lad, they told me you were dead 

IV 

Al Dawn The Scottuh Gale 

MARY [o/i her way to the gate, singing to herself] 

As a wind that has nin all da\ 

Among the fragrant clo\ cr. 

At evening to a s'allc) comes, 

So comes to me m> loser 

And as all nitihl a honc>’d unnnih 
Stag's where the wind did he, 

So when m\ loser leases m\ anus 
M) heart's nil honej 

lliu wlnt have 1 to <lo with tills'* And when 
\V-vi tint song put in hiding ’mhl in' tho iglil^ 

1 might 1)C on my '>* 1 ' to mrei ind ipse 

Gootl morrow to ni> ——Ah' list ii‘'’ht. Ift nn-ht' 

O fie' I imi't not dmni fo (,lf t- 6ev 


It I' 
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I am the girl whose lover they have killed, 

Who never saw him until out of death 
He lookt into my soul. I was to meet 
Somewhere in life my lover, and behold, 

He has turned into an inn I dare not enter, 

And gazes through a window at my soul 
Going on labour’d with this loving body. — 

Did I not sleep last night with you in my arms? 

I could have sworn it. Why should body have 
So large a part in love? For if ’twere only 
Spirit knew how to love, an easy road 
My feet had down to death. But I must want 
Lips against mine, and arms marrying me, 

And breast to kiss with its dear warmth my breast, — 
Body must love ! O me, how it must ache 
Before it is as numb as thine, dear boy! 

Poor darling, didst thou forget that I was made 
To wed thee, body and soul? For surely else 
Thou hadst not gone from life. — 

Ah, folk already. 

Coming to curse the light with all their stares. 


V 

Katrina and Jean. 

KATRINA. Where are you off to, Jean, in such a tear? 

JEAN. I’m busy. 

KATRINA, O you light-skirts ! who is it now? 

You think 1 can’t guess what your business is? 

Is it aught fresh, or only old stuff warmed? 

JEAN. Does not the smartness in your wits, Katrina, 

Make your food smack sourly?— Well, this time, 

It’s serious with me. I believe I’m caught. 

KATRINA. O but you’ve had such practice in being caught, 
You’ll break away quite easily when you want. 

Tell me now who it is. 
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jean The man who spoke 

When we were at the Scottish Gate that day 
O, he’s a dapper boy' Did you mark his eyes? 
eatrina Nay, I saw nought but he was under-grown 
jean Pooh ! He can carry me 

KATRINA Jean, have you heard 

Of Mary lately^ — I voiv she’s in love 
jean Never' i\ath whom’ 

KATRINA The thing ’s a wonder, Jean 

She’ll speak to no one now, and every day. 

Morning and evemng, she ’s at the gate 
Gazing like a fey creature on that head 
She was so stricken to behold — you mind it’ — 

I tell you she ’s in love with it 
jean O don’t be silly 

How can you fall in love with a dead man’ 

And what good could he do you, if you did’ 

One loves for kisses and for hugs and tlie rest, 

A spunky fellow, — that ’s the dung to love 
But a dead man, — pah, what a fooler)'! 

Katrina O )cs, to you, for Love’s a game for )ou 
'Twnll turn out dangerous ma)bc, but still, — a game 
jean Yes, die best kind of game a girl can pla) , 

And all the licttcr for the nsk, Katnna 

Rut where the fun would be in I-ovc if he 

You pla)cd with had not heart to jump, nor bloo<l 

To tingle, nothing in him to go wild 

At seeing )ou lictra) )our Io\c for Inm, 

Heats me to understand You’ld l>e as wise 
lilowing the bellows at a pile of stone 
As losing one that iirscr Iiscd for sou 
It isn’t just to m ikc a wnnd sou bloss. 

Rut to turn red fire into sshiie quisrring beat. 

^\ hates cr she’s after, ’lis not lose, i is girl 
I knoss ssluit losar is Rut perhaps she '-aw 
Hie poor lad lislng? 1 s-rn liad •jservh svjth hint’ 
i-^STniSA Not she. Mars' hat itt-ser kaaisri a I’t! 
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I did not know as well. We’ve shared our lives 
As if we had been sisters, and I’m sure 
She’s never been in love before. 


JEAN. 


Before? 


Don’t talk such sentimental nonsense — 

KATRINA. Why, 

If Love-at-first-sight can mean anything, 

Surely ’tis this: there’s some one in the world 
Whom, if you come across him, you must love, 

And you could no more pass his face unmoved 
Than the year could go backwards. Well, suppose 
He dies just ere you meet him; and he dead. 

Ay, or his head alone, is given your eyes. 

It is enough; he is the man for you. 

All as if he were quick and signalling 
His heart to you in smiles. 

JEAN. Believe me, dear, 

You’ve no more notion of the thing called Love 
Than a grig has of talking. But I have. 

And I’m off now to practise with my notions. 

KATRINA. Now which is the real love, — ^hers or Mary’s? 


VI 

Before Dawn. At the Scottish Gate. 

MARY. Beloved, beloved! — O forgive me 
That all these days questioning I have been. 

Struggled with doubts. Your power over me. 

That here slipt through the nets death caught you in. 
Lighted on me so greatly that my heart 
Could scarcely carry the amazement. Now 
I am awake and seeing; and I come 
To save you from this post of ignominy. 

A ladder I have filcht and thro’ the streets 
Borne it, on shoulders little used tp weight. 

You 11 say that I should not have bruised myself? — 
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But it IS good, and an case for me, to have 
Some ache of body — ^Now if there’s any clunl: 

In dcatli, surely my love -will reacli to tlicc. 

Surely thou wilt be ware of how I go 
Henceforth through life utterly thine And yet 
Pardon ivhat now I say, for I must say it 
I cannot thank thee, my dear murder’d lad, 

For mastenng me so WTiat other girls 
Might say m blessing on their sivecthearts’ heads. 
How can I say^ They arc well done to, ■when 
Love of a man their beings like a loom 
Seizes, and the loose ends of purposes 
Into one beautiful desire weaves 
But love has not so done to me I was 
A nature clean as -water from the hills. 

One that had pleased the hps of God, and now 
Brackish I am, as if some \'agrom malice 
Had trampled up tlic springs and made Uicm run 
Channelling anaent sccrcacs of salt 
O me, what, has m) tongue llicsc bitter words 
In front of my Io\ c’s death’ Look down, sw ccthcart, 
From the height of thy sacred ignominy 
And sec my shame Nay, I wall come up to dice 
And have my pardon from thy hps, and do 
The only good I can to dice, sweetheart 


1 have done it but how Ins-c I done it’ 

And what’s tins liomlile thim; to do with nic’ 
How came it on the ground, here at nw feet’ 

O 1 had better base •Itirl t it iltogcthcr' 

What do I love’ Not thu, tins is otih 
A mcssarc that hr Irf. on r irth me, 

Sinned Ii> hu spirit, that be had to 
Upon alfiirs iiiorr ssortha than ins hi\r 
We winncti must givT place m o ir i rn's thu i ! 
I'o tnatlrra such .as tl»> e 
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Godj God, why must I love him? Why 
Must life be all one scope for the hawking wings 
Of Love, that none the mischief can escape? — 
Well, I am thine for always now, my love, 

For this has been our wedding. No one else. 
Since thee I have had claspt unto my breast. 
May touch me lovingly. — 

Light, it is light! 
What shall I do with it, now I have got it? 

O merciful God, must I handle it 
Again? I dare not; what is it to me? 

Let me off this 1 Who is it clutches me 
By the neck behind? Who has hold of me 
Forcing me stoop down? Love, is it thou? 
Spare me this service, thou who hast all else 
Of my maimed life: why wilt thou be cruel? 

0 grip me not so fiercely, Love 1 Ah no, 

1 will not: ’tis abominable 
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JEAN 

I 

The Parlour of a Public House Two^oung men, Iilorris and 
Hamtsh 

HAMisn Come, ^^hy so moody, Morris^ EiUicr talk. 

Or dnak, at least 

MORRIS I’m wondenng about Lo\c 

iiAMisn Ho, arc you there, my boy^ Wlio may it bc'^ 
MORRIS I’m not in lo\c, but altogether posed 
I am by lovers 

iiAMisii Tlicy'rc a simple folk 

I’m one 

MORRIS. It’s you I’m mainly thinking of 
IIAMISII '\\lty, that’s an honour, surely 
MORRIS, Kou if I lo\cd 

The girl >ou lo\c, ^ our Jean, (lool where she goes 
Waiting on dnnkers, hcanng their loose tongues, 

And )ct her clean thought takes no more of soil 
Than A\hitc-hot steel Hid among dust can talc!) — 

IIAMISII You not in lose, and talking tins fine stulP 
MORRIS I saj, if I loved Jean, I’ld do witliout 
All these \ilc pleasures of the flesh, >our mind 
Seems ninning on for c\cr. 1 would think 
A thought tint was nlwap tasting them svould make 
Tile fire a foul tiling in me, os the fiimc 
Of burning wood, which has a rire ssvcet sinell, 

Is turned to bitter stink when a 'corclio fich 
iissiMi \\1i\ sjicciail) Je 

»iORRi« VMis Jean? 'Hie gulb alt sp iit' 

HAUiMi. She’s a lithe biirtl, It’s tn'c, ihat, I Tup;K>T''. 

Is sslu juu think her i luH of ‘p'rit,— -uni'll 
Yo\i\c *000 her ani-rv ‘'.r I ts a h’-\':nr i-si ;v-t. — 

Ihit wliat’s a ylrl'i tr-.iiua inrart fit-, bat to rou'c 

It 
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Lust in a man? And where’s the harm in that, — 

In loving her because she ’s beautiful, 

And in the way that drives me? — I dare say 
My spirit loves her too. But if it docs 
I don’t know what it loves. 

MORRIS. "W^iy, man, her beauty 

Is but the visible manners of her spirit; 

And this you go to love by the filthy road 

Which aU the paws and hoofs in the world tread too ! 

God! And it’s Jean whose lover runs witli the herd 
Of grunting, howling, barking lovers, — Jean! — 

HAMiSH. O spirit, spirit, spirit ! What is spirit? 

I know I’ve got a body, and it loves; 

But who can tell me what my spirit’s doing. 

Or even if I have one? 

MORRIS. Well, it’s strange, 

My God, it ’s strange. A girl goes through the world 
Like a white sail over the sea, a being 
Woven so fine and lissom that her life 
Is but the urging spirit on its journey. 

And held by her in shape and attitude. 

And all she ’s here for is that you may clutch 
Her spirit in the love of a mating beast! 

HAMISH. Why, she has fifty lovers if she has one, 

And fifty’s few for her. 

MORRIS. I’m going out. 

If the night does me good, I’U come back here 
Maybe, and walk home with you. 

HAMISH. _ O don’t bother. 

If I want spirit, it will be for drinking. \Morris goes out. 
Spirit or no, drinking’s better than talking. 

Who was the sickly fellow to invent 
That crazy notion spirit, now, I wonder? 

But who’d have thought a burly lout like Morris 
Would join the brabble? Sure he’ll have in him 
A pint more blood than I have; and he ’s all 
For loAung girls with words, three yards away ! 
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Jean comes in. 

JEAN Alone, my boy? ^^'ho was }our Jiandsomc fnend? 
HAMisH Whoever he was lie ’s gone. But I’m still here 
JEAN O yes, you're here, you’re alwa^'s here 
nAMistt Of course, 

And you know why 

JEAN Do I’v'c forgotten 

UASiisii Jean, how can you say that^ O how can you^ 

JEAN Now don’t begin to pity yourself, please 
HAMisii Ah, I am learning now, it’s truth dicy talk 
You would undo tlic skill of a spider’s well 
And take tlic inches of it in one line, 

More casilj than know a woman’s thought 
I’m ugly on a sudden’ 

JEAN Tlic queer thing 

About >ou men is that you will have women 
Love m tile way you do But now learn this, 

We don’t love fellows for their skins, we want 
Sometliing to wonder at in the W'ay they love, 

A chap may be .as rough as brick, if you like, 

Yes, or a mannikin and grow a tail, — 

If he’s the spunk in him to love a girl 
Mainly and heartily, he’s the man for her — 

My soul, Tve done with all you pretty men, 

1 want to stand in a thing as big as a wind, 

And 1 can onlv get your paper fans' 

iiAMisii You’ve done waih me’ ^'ou wicked Jean* ^'ou’ll 
dare 

1 o throw me off like this’ .\fier yani’ve made, 

O, made my whole heart love vaiu’ 

JI.AN You .are no tivvl 

Your fnend, now, seems a hkelv man, but vuii’ ~ 

1 thought vani were a torch; ami vou’rr a •qnih 
iivuuii .\'oi love vmi rno'ieli’ Deiih, I’il >1 ju i ih'-n, 
jrw H.amJs off, llamh'i 'Hi'-re’s ?mokr i, 1 S.{',v. 

And splutter to.a Hand' otf. I MV. 

It J 
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HAivnsH. By God, 

Tell me to-morrow there’s no force in me! 

JEAN. Leave go, you little beast,, you’re hurting me: 

I never thought you’ Id be so strong as this. 

Let go, or I’ll bite; I mean it. You young fool, 

I’m not for you. Take off your hands. O liclp ! 

\Morris has come in unseen and rushes forward. 
MORRIS. You beast' You filthy villainous fellow 1 — Now, 

I hope I’ve hurt the hellish brain in you. 

Take yourself off. You’ll need a nurse to-night. 

[Haimsh slinics oul. 

Poor girl 1 And are you sprained at all? That ruffian ! 

JEAN. O sir, how can I thank you? You don’t know 
What we poor serving girls must put up with. 

We don’t hear many voices like yours, sir. 

They think, because we serve, we’ve no more right 
To feelings than their cattle. O forgive me 
Talking to you. You don’t come often here. 

MORRIS. No, but I will: after to-night I’ll see 
You take no harm. And as for him. I’ll smash him. 

JEAN. Yes, breeik the devil’s ribs, — I mean, — O leave me; 

I’m all distraught. 

MORRIS. Good night, Jean. My name ’s Morris. 

JEAN. Good night, Morris — dear. O I must thank you. 

[She suddenly kisses him. 

Perhaps, — perhaps, you’ll think that wicked of me? 

MORRIS. You %vicked? O how silly ! — ^But— good night. 

[He goes. 

JEAN. The man, the manl What luck! My soul, what luck! 

II 

Jean by herself, undressing. 

Yes, he ’s the man, Jean, my girl, you’re done for, 

At last you’re done for, the good God be thankt. — 

That was a wonderful look he had in his eyes; 

Tis a heart, I believe, that will bum marvellously*. 
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Now \vhat a thing it is to be a girl ’ 

WTio’ld be a man? Who’ld be fuel for fire 

And not the quickening touch tliat sets it flaming^ — 

’Tis true that when ivc’vc set him well alight 

(As I, please God, have set this Morns burning) 

\Vc must be senung him like somctliing ^\orshipt; 

But is It to a man we kneeP No, no, 

But to our own work, to the blaze we kindled! 

O, he caught bravely Now ilicrc’s nothing at all 
So rare, such a ivild adventure of glee. 

As matching love for you in a man beginning, 

To sec the sight of you pour into his senses 
Like brandy gulpt down by a frozen man, 

A thing that runs scalding about his blood. 

To see him holding himself firm against 
The sudden strength of wildness licating in him' 

O ^\hat my life is uaiting for, at last 
Is started, I believe I’ve turned a man 
To a power not to be reckoned, I shall be 
Held by his lo\c like a light tiling in a n\er' 

III 

Morris bj hinutlf 

It IS a wonder' Here's tins poor thing, Life, 
Troubled \Mlh labours of the endless war 
The lusty flesh keeps up against the spint. 

And dowai amid the .ingcr — who knows whence'* — 
Comes IaD\L, and at once tlic struggling inutins 
halls quiet, unendurabU rebuked. 

And the whole '•trength of life is free to serve 

Sjnnt, under the regenrv ori.o\e 

'IIic qiiii-t tint IS in me' Tlie bricht jvare! 

Instead ol miioI e and dust, the pr.icc t'f laavc! 

'1 ruK 1 knew not wlnt a turmoil life 

Has lieeii, and how rcbellums nil thij petre 

Ckmic shining dowai' \t)il jet I In\e jcrn tliinys, 
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That hovered with beak pointing and eyes fixt 
Where, -underneath its swaying flight, some flsh 
Was trifling, fooling in tlic waves: then, souse! 

And the gull has fed. And love on us has fed. 

MORRIS. Indeed ’tis a sudden coming; but I grieve 
To hear you make of love a cruelty. 

Sweetheart, it shall be nothing cruel to you ! 

You shall not fear, in doing \vhat love bids, 

Ever to know yourself unmaidcnly. 

For seel here’s my first kiss; and all my love 
Is signed in it; and it is on your hand. — 

Is that a thing to fear? — ^But it were best 
I go now. This should be a privacy, 

Not even your lover near, this hour of first 
Strange knowledge that you have accepted love. 

I think you would feel me piyang, if I stayed 
While your heart falters into full perceiving 
That you are plighted now for ever mine. 

God bless you, Jean, my sweetheart. — ^Not a w'ord? 

But you ^vill thank me soon for leaving you: 

’Tis the best courtesy I can do. goes. 

JEAN. O, and I thought it was my love at last! 

I thought, from the look he had last night, I’d found 
That great, brave, irresistible love! — ^But this! 

It’s like a man deformed, with half his limbs. 

Am I never to have the love I dream and need. 

Pouring over me, into me, wands of fire? 


Hamish comes in. 

HAinsH. Well? What’s the mood to-night? — ^The girl’s been 
crying*. 

This should be something queer. 

JEAN. It’s you are to blame: 

You brought him here! 

HAinSH. 

And what has he done? 


It’s Morris this time, is it? 
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He’s insulted me 

And you must never let me sec him agajn 

"if t ^ 'r '^r ^ 

11 1 m to keep you safe from meeting him 

JEAN To look m his eyes would morUfy my heart ' 

iiAMisii Then you’ld do right to pay me. ^ 
jean ' . 

iiAsnsn A kiss^ P^*^*^* 

r course; as many as j ou like — 

And of any sort you hkc 
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And heard things, that were strangely meaning this, — 

Telling me strangely that life can be aU 

One power undisturbed, one perfect honour, — 

Waters at noonday sounding among hills. 

Or moonlight lost among vast curds of cloud; — 

But never knew I it is only Love 

Can rule the noise of life to heavenly quiet. 

Ah, Jean, if thou wilt love me, thou shalt have 

Never from me upon thy purity 

The least touch of that eager baseness, known. 

For shame’s disguising, by the name of Love 
Most \vickedly; thou shalt not need to fear 
Aught from my love, for surely thou shalt know 
It is a love that almost fears to love thee. 

IV 

The Public House. Morris and Jean. 

JEAN. O, you are come again! 

MORRIS. Has he been here. 

That blackguard, with some insolence to you? 

JEAN. Who? 

MORRIS. Why, that Hamish. 

JEAN. Hamish? No, not he. 

MORRIS. I thought — ^you seemed so breathless — 

JEAN. But you’ve come 

Again! May I not be glad of your coming? 

Yes, and a little breathless? — Did you come 
Only because you thought I imght be bullied? 

MORRIS. O, no, no, no! Only for you I came. 

JEAN. And that’s what I was hoping. 

MORRIS. jf could know 

How it has been with me, since I saw you ! 

JEAN. What can I know of your mind? — ^For my own 
Is hard enough to know, — save that I’m glad 
\ ou ve come again, — and that I should have cried 
If you’d not kept your word. 
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MORRIS My ivord'* — to see 

Hamish does nothing to you'* 

JEAN The fiend take Hamish ' 

Do you think I’ld be afraid of him'^ — It’s you 
I ought to be afraid of, were I mse 
MORRIS Good God, she’s crying' 

JEAN Cannot you understand? 

MORRIS O darling, is it so-’ I prayed for this 
All night, and yet it’s unbclicrable 
JEAN You too. Morns’ 

MORRIS There’s nothing living in me 

But love for you, my swccUieart 
JEAN And you arc mine, 

My swcctlicart ' — And now , Moms, now y ou know 
ANTiy you arc the man that ought to fnghten me' — 

Moms, I lov'c you so ' 

MORRIS O, but better than this, 

Jean, you must lov'c me You must never think 
Tm like die heartless men you wait on here, 

"Whose love is all a hunger that circs naught 
How hatefully endured its feasting must lie 
By her who fills it, so it be well glutted! 

JEAN I did, not say I was afraid of you; 

But only tliat, perhaps, I ought to be 
MORRIS No, no, you never ought My love is one 
Tliat will not have m passion venturous, 

It knows Itself too fine a ceremony 
To nsk Its whole pcrfccuoii even by one 
Unruly thought of the luxury in love 
Nay, rather it is the quietness of power. 

Tint knows there is no turbulence in life 
Dare the least questioning Jnndiancc 'ct agiinst 
Tlic onward of its going, — therefore quiet, 

AH gentle But strong Jean, wondroudv stroir' 
jr-Ai. Yes, love is strong I Invr well thoiie’u of tlut. 

It drojM .is fiercely down on ns as if 
\S c were to lie its prey . Tve seen a gull 
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KATRINA 

I 

On the sea-coast. Three young men, Sylvan, Valentine, 
and Francis. 

VALENTINE. Well, I suppose you’re out of your fear at last, 
Sylvan. This land ’s empty enough; naught here 
Feminine but the hens, bitches, and cows. 

Now we are safe ! 

FRANCIS. Horribly safe; for here, 

If there are wives at all, they are salted so 
They have no meaning for the blood, bent things 
Philosophy allows not to be women. 

VALENTINE. But think of the husbands that must spend their 
nights 

Alongside skin like bark. It is the men 
That have the tragedy in these weather’d lands. 

FRANCIS. No thought of that ! We are monks now. And, indeed, 
This is a cloister that a man could like, 

This blue-aired space of grassy land, that here, 

Just as it touches the sea’s bitter mood. 

Is troubled into dunes, as it were thrilled. 

Like a calm woman trembling against love. 

SYLVAN. Woman again ! — How, knowing you, I failed 
So long to know the truth, I cannot think. 

FRANCIS. And what ’s the truth? 

SYLVAN. Woman and love of her 

Is cis a dragging ivy on the growth 
Of that strong tree, man’s nature ! 

VALENTINE. YcS. But nOW 

Tell US a simpler sort of truth. Was she 

SYLVAN. She? Who? 

VALENTINE. Katrina, of course; who else, when one 

Speaks of a she to you? 
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SYLVAN And what about hcr^ 

VALENTINE Was slic too cTucl to you, Of too kind? 

SYLVAN Ah, there ’s no hope for men like you, ■y'ou’re sunk 
Above your consaences in smothering ponds 
Of sweet imagination, — drowned in woman ’ 

FRANCIS Ay^ Clarence and die Malmsey' over again; 

’Twas a dehghtful death 
VALENTINE But you forget. 

Sylvan, we’ve come as your disciples here 
SYLVAN Yes, to a land where not the least desire 
Need prey upon your mettle There arc hours 
A god might gladly take in these basking dunes, — 
Nothing but summer and piping larks, and air 
All a 'warm brcadi of honey , and a grass 
All flowers — sweet thy'mc and golden hcart’s-casc here' 
And under scent and song of flowers and birds, 

Far inland out of the golden bay's the air 
Is charged with briny savour, and whispered news 
Gentle as whitening oats the brcc74:s stroke 
What good IS all this health to you’ You bring 
Your own tliouglits with you, and they arc vinegar, 
Endlessly rusting what should be clear steel 
TRANCis I do begin to doubt our enterpnse, 

The grand Escape from Woman It lookt liratc 

And nobly hazardous afar off, to cease 

All wenching, whether in deed or wnnl or thought. 

-And yet I fear pndc egged us We had done 
Better to lie more humble, and bring here 
A girl apiece 

\AUENTisr Yes, SyUnn, sou must think 
TIic cloister were a thing more comrorLablc 
With your Katriin in it’ 
svi\AN M\ Katriin' 

And do you think, supiw'nig I would lo.r, 
rid bank in siirh a crvw'-.afr ns ilnt 
Katriin’’ One of thme soft shy.jpciV.en inaitb. 

Who arc only mauh tlirough le.ar? Wliri).* h'V- 11 .ill 
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A simpering pretence of modesty? 

If it was love I wanted, ’twould not be 
A dish of sweet stewed pears, laced with brandy. 

But I can do without a woman’s kisses. 

VALENTINE. Can you? — ^You know full well, in the truth of 
your heart, 

That there ’s no man in all the world of men 
Whose will woman’s beauty cannot divide 
Easily as a sword cuts jetting water. 

SYLVAN. Have you not heard, that even jetting \vatcr 
May have such spouting force, that it becomes 
A rod of glittering white iron, and swords 
Will beat rebounding on its speed in vain? — 

Of such a force I mean to have my will. 

[He sits and stares moodily out to sea. His com- 
panions whisper to each other. 

VALENTINE. Here, Francis I Look you yonder. O but this, 
This is the joke of the world I 
FRANCIS. Hallo ! a girl 1 

And, by the Lord, Katrina' — ^But why here? 

VALENTINE. She ’s followed him, of course; she ’s heard of this 
Mad escapade and followed after him. 

FRANCIS. She has not seen ns yet. Now what to do? 
VALENTINE. Quick! Where ’s your handkerchief? Truss his 
wrists and ankles, 

And pull his coat up over his head and leave him ! 

He won’t get free of her again; she’ll lead 
His wildness home and keep him tame for ever. 

Now! [They fall on him, bind him, and blindfold him. 

SYLVAN. What are you doing? Whatever are you doing? 

Hell bum you, let me go ! 

VALENTINE. There ’s worse to come. 

[They make off, and leave Sylvan shouting. 
Katrina runs in. 

KATRINA. Dear Heaven! Were they robbers? Have they hurt 

[She releases him. He stands up. 

SYLVAN. Katrina! 
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KATRINA , Sylvan ' 

SYLVAN How did you plot this? 

I thought I’d put leagues between you and me, 

KATRINA IVhy have you come hcrc^ 

SYLVAN To find you, it seems 

But what you’re doing Iicrc, that I’ld like to know 
KATRINA I came to see my grandmotlier she lives 
All by herself, poor grannam, and it ’s time 
She had some help about the house, and care. 

SYLVAN Let ’s have a better tale You follow cd mo 
KATiuNA Sylvan, how dare you make me out so vilc^ 

SYLVAN How dare you mean to make this Ixidy of mine 
A thing with no thought in it but your beauty^ 

KATRINA You shall not speak so wnckedly You’ve had 
The half of my truth only here ’s the whole 
It was from you I fled' I hoped to make 
My grannam’s loncl> cotLngc something safe 
From you and what I hated in jou 
SAX VAN Lo\c’ — 

Ah, so it ’s all useless 
KATRINA I feared to know 

You wanted me, — horribly I feared it 
And now you’\c found me out. 
ss 1 VAN Is tills the truth 

No help for it, then 

K^\TniNA O, I’m a Inr to )ou' 

s\ i VAN Strange how w c grudge to be ruled ' rather than I>c 
Dnincly dn\cn to happiness, we push back 
And firrcrlj try for walfiil misery — 

Dearest, forgo e me being mirl to you, 

\ou wlio are in life like a hcaernh dream 
In the rail sleep of a smner 
KATRINA No, you hate me 

saaa.sN \htur-Q f-'r] Is this like Intrtal’ 

1 STRINA (i- /h c'rit], ‘'ylv'iii, I hate I»^n 

*>0 wienrhl and fe itfully u«ed It w is as if 
'lliis Iving that I h\r in Inil 
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A savage endless water, wild with purpose 
To tire me out and drown me. 

SYLVAN. Yes, I know: 

Like swimming against a mighty will, that wears 
The cruelty, the race and scolding spray 
Of monstrous passionate water. 

KATRINA, Hold me, Sylvan: 

I’m bruised with my sore wrestling. 

SYLVAN. Ah, but now 

We are not swimmers in this dangerous life. 

It cannot beat upon our limbs wth surf 
Of water clencht against us, nor can waves 
Now wrangle with our breath. Out of it ^vc 
Are lifted; and henceforward now we are 
Sailors travelling in a lovely ship. 

The shining sails of it holding a wind 
Immortally pleasant, and the malicious sea 
Smoothed by a keel that cannot come to wreck. 
KATRINA, Alas, we must not stay together here. 
Grannam will come upon us. 

SYLVAN. Where is she? 

KATRINA. Yonder, gathering drifh\’^ood for her fire. 
There is a little bay not far from here, 

The shingle of it a thronging city of flies, 

Feeding on the dead weed that mounds the beach 
And the sea hoards there its vain avarice, — 

Old flotsam, and decaying trash of ships. 

An arm of reef half locks it in, and holds 

The bottom of the bay deep strewn with seaweed, 

A barn full of the harvesting of storms; 

And at full tide, the little hampered waves 
Lift up the Ktter, so that, against the light, 

The yellow kelp and bracken of the sea, 

Held up in ridges of green water, show 
Like moss in agates. And there is no place 
In all the coast for wreckage like this bay; 

There often will my grannam be, a sack 
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)vcr her shoulders, turning up the crust 
Of sun-dned weed to find her wntcr’s warmth 
SYLVAN Is tliat she coming^ 

KATRINA O Sylvan, has she seen us^ 

SYLVAN. What matter if she has^ 

KATRINA But It would matter! 

SYLVAN Katnna, come wth me now! We’ll go togetlicr 
Back to my house 

KATRINA No, no, not now ' I must 

Carry my grannam’s load for her ’tis heavy. 

SYLVAN. We must not part again 

KATRINA No, not for long. 

For if we do, there wll be storms again, 

I know, and a fierce reluctance — O, a mad 
Tormenting tiling* — wiU shake me 
SYLVAN Then come now ' 

KATRINA Not now, not now! Look how my poor grannam 
Shudlcs under Uic wciglit, she’s old for burdens 
I must carry licr sack for Iicr 
SYLVAN. Well, to-night! 

KATRINA To-night’ — O S>Ivan' dare P 
SYLVAN Yes, >ou dare’ 

You will be knowing I’m outside in the darkness. 

And you wall come down Iierc and gne me )0urscli 
Wholly and for ever. 

KATRINA O not to-night ' 

SNLVAN. 1 shall be here, Katnna, waiting for ^oii 

\llt riys 

77 f old ttvman comfs in burdmed u ilh hn scu / 


ORANDMOTin R Katnna, tltat w-ls a joting man with \oti 
ivATRiNA. O grannam, joii’ac had lurk to-tlaj , hut now 
It’s 1 muM lie the porter 
CRANTlMtiniUt up ihr S'rf\. \\ , aou take it 

It N sore ujKin in> bad You should ln\x care 
Of these )ming fellows, there ’i .a devil m ihrin 
Never )ou l vlk with a nuan on the ’e.whn'-c 
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Or on hill-tops or in woods and suchlike places, 
Especially if he ’s one you think of marrydng. 

KATRINA. Marrying? I shall never be married ! 
GRANDMOTHER. ' PooU ! 

That ’s nonsense. 

KATRINA. I should think ’twas horrible 

Even to be in love and wanting to give 
Yourself to another; but to be married too, 

A man holding the very heart of you, — 

GRANDMOTHER. He nevcr docs, honey, he never docs. 
We’re late; come along home. 

II 

In Sylvan^s house. Sylvaji and Katrina talking to each other and 
betweenwhiles talking to themselves. 

SYLVAN. How pleasant and beautiful it is to be 
At last obedient to love! {To know 
Also, Fve sold myself, — is that so pleasant ?) 

KATRINA. I cannot think, why such a glorious wealth 
As this of love on our hearts should be spent. 

What have we done, that all this gain be ours? 

{Nor can I think why my life should be mixt. 

Even its dearest secrecy, with another.') 

SYLVAN. Ay, there ’s the marvel ! If to enter life 
Needed some courage, ’twere a kind of wages, 

As they let sacking soldiers take home loot: 

But we are shuffled into life like puppets 
Emptied out of a shoMunan’s bag; and then 
Made spenders of the joys current in heaven 1 
{Not such a marvel neither, if this love 
Be but the price F m paid for my free soul. 

Who 's the old trader that has lent this girl 
The glittering cash of pleasure to pay me with ? 

Who is it, — the world, or the devil, or God — that wants 
To buy me from myself?) 

BLVTRINA. 


And then how vain 
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To think we can hold back from being cnncht' 

It IS not only offered 

sylVan. No, ’tis a need 

As irresistible within our hearts 
As body’s need of breathing ( That I should be 
So avaricious of his gleaming price >) 

KA.TRINA. And the instant force it has upon us, when 
We think to use love as a privilege ' 

We arc like bees tliat, having fed all day 
On mountain-hcatlier, go to a tumbling stream 
To please their htdc honey-heated thirsts, 

And soon as they have toucht the singing reheC 
The siwftness of tlic water seizes them 
SYLVAN And onward, spraw hng and spinning, they arc earned 
Down to a drowning pool 
KATRINA O Sylvan, drowning? 

{Deeper than drowning ' Why should it not be 
Our hearts need wish only what thg delight in ?) 

SYLVAN Well, altogether gnpt by the bang of Jo\c. 

{Tes, now the bargain 's done, and I may wear, 

Like a cheated savage, scarlet dyes and strings 
Of beaded glass, all the pleasure of love ') 

KATRINA It IS a i\ondcrrul t>Tnnn), that life 
Has no choice but to be delighted love ' 

(/ Imow what I must do I am to abase 
My heart utterly, and hare nothing in me 
That dare tale pleasure beyond semrg lore 
Thus only shall 1 bear it and perhaps — 

Might I ereii of my abasemert male 
A passion, fearfully enjoying it 
s\L\ You arc full of tliout;hL'<, succthcart? 

KATiuvA. And JO arc jou, 

A long while since >ou ki't me' (ft hst /--v 7 sold ’ 

0 fo-'t so to rcTir-' /tr- / / s'-ott scarce 
Help ciy~rg cut or shuddcrir- Pit tr-'e ' — 

Ah ro I am rejin afr ’ I .Vet tin 1 

1 cm to do, lot In t“y h'rt t. I reel 
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All the reluctance; it must have on me 
No pleasure; else I am endlessly tortured.) 

Then I must kiss you, Sylvan! {She kisses hhi. 

SYLVAN. Ah, my darling! 

{God! it went through my Jlcsli as thrilling sound 
Must shake a fiddle when the strings arc snalcht / 

Will she make the life in me all a slave 
Of my kist body, — a trembling, eager slave ? 

It ran like a terror to my heart, the sense, 

The shivering delight upon my skin. 

Of her lips touching me.) My beloved, — 

It may be it v/erc wise, tliat we look care 
Our pleasant love come never in the risk 
Of being too much known. 

KATRINA. O what a risk 

To think of here I Love is not common life, 

But always fresh and sweet. Can tliis grow stale? 

[She kisses him again. 

SYLVAN. O never! I meant not so. — Yes, always sweet! 

{She must not kiss me I Ah, it leaves my heart 
Aghast, and stopt with pain of the joy of her ; 

And her loved body is like an agony 
Clinging upon me 0 she must not kiss me I 
1 will not be a thing excruciated 
To please her passion, an anguish of delight !) 
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VIRGINITY AND PERFECTION 
JUDITH 
I 

The Besieged City of Delhulta 
JUDITH \al the window of an upper room of her house\ 

This pitiable city' — But, O God, 

Strengthen me tliat I bend not into scorn 
Of all this desperate folk, for I am weak 
With pitying tlicir lamentable souls 
Ah, when I hear the gnef wail’d in the streets, 

And the same breath their tears nigli strangle, used 
To brag tlie God in them imnolatc 
And fighting off the hands of the heatlicn, — Lord, 
Pardon me that I come so near to scorn. 

Pardon me, soul of mine, that I have loosed 

Tlie rigour of my mind and leant towards sconi' — 

Friends, wives and husbands, sons and daughters, dead 

Of plague, laminc, and arrows and the houses 

Battered unsafe by cannonades of stone 

Hurled in by the AssjTnns the town-walls 

Crumbling out of tlicir masonry into mounds 

Of foolish earth, so smitten b> the rams 

Tlie hunger-pangs, the thirst like swallowed lime 

Forcing them gulp green water maggot-spnrk 

lliat lurks in rorners of drirsl cisterns \ea, 

Munlers done for i tlnnk of blood, and flesh 
Sodden of inrants .md no hope ahsr 
Of reiruc from this hoit ofp'-foning .amaiwh 
I'nltl Ass^n m 'astirsls dmwai it in deith, 
niiesr, ami abim'oaed wonU like thrse, 1 hi sr 
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Daylong shrill'd and groan’d in the lanes beneath. 

What needeth Holofernes more? The Jews, 

The People of God, the Jews, lament their fortune; 
Their souls are violated by the world; 

Jewry is conquered; and the crop of men 
Sown for the barns of God, is withered down, 

Like feeblest grass flat-trodden by the sun, 

In one short season of fear. Yea, s^vords and fire 
Gan do no more destruction on this folk: 

A fierce untimely mowing now befits 
This corn incapable of sacred bread, 

This field unprofitable but to flame ! 

What should the choice of God do for a people, 

But give them souls of temper to withstand 
The trying of the furnace of the world? — 

And they are molten, and from God’s device 
Unfashion’d, crazed in dismay; yea, God’s skill 
Faik in them, as the skill a founder put 
In brass fails when the coals seize on his work. 

For this fierce Holofernes and his power, 

This torture poured on the city, is no more 

Than a wild gust of wicked heat breathed out 

Against our God-wrought souls by the world’s furnace. 

No new thing, this camp about the city: 

Nebuchadnezzar and his hosted men 

But fearfully image, like a madman’s dream, 

The fierce infection of the world, that waits 
To soil the clean health of the soul and mix 
Stooping decay into its upward nature. 

Soul in the world is all besieged : for first 
The dangerous body doth desire it; 

And many subtle captains of the mind 
Secretly wash against its fortune; next. 

Circle on circle of lascivious world 
Lust round the foreign purity of soul 
For chance or violence to ravish it. 

But the pure in the world are mastery. 
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Divinely do I khow, when life is clean, 

How like a noble shape of golden glass 
The passions of the body, powers of the mind. 

Chalice the siVeet immortal wane of soul, 

That, as a purple fragrance duells in air 
From vintage poured, fills tlie corrupting world 
With Its own savour And here I am alone 
Sound m my sweetness, incorrupt, the rest 
(They noise it unashamed) arc stuff gone sour, 

The world has meddled with them Tlicy have broacht 
The wnd that had pleas’d God to flocking thirst 
Of flics and wasps, to fears and worldly sorrows 
Nay, they arc poured out into the dung of tlic w'orld, 

And drench, pollute, tlic fortune of their state, 

Wien tlicy should have no fortune but Uicmsclvcs 
And the God in them, and be scaled tlicrcin 

All, my sweet soul, diat knoweth its own sweetness, 
^\^lcrc only love may drink, and only — alas ' — 

Tlie ghost of love But I am sweet for him. 

For him and God, and for my sacred self 
But hark, a troop of new woe comes this wn\. 

Making the street to nng and the stones wet 
^VItIl cried despair and brackish agony 

Cilizaii lamtnltnz w the sired belou 
Tlicv ha\c crawled back like lieasls d>ing of durst, 

Tlic life all clotted in them Tlics went out 
Soldiers, and Incl like liraten do"": tliev came 
Breathing in whines, «!ow imimcil four-fi'otctl things 
On hands and knees degraded, rroaning steps 
llicir brains were full of battle thrj were made 
Ofsirtue, brnc inrti, now in thesr b'-uns duulder 
Minds that criiifc lilc cliiidren biinit with frier, 

Often thrj stewl to fire the enruues* nmls 
All uprieht as t flunt, m windless air, 

Wcanng thnr nrin and the bn^ht '1 ill ors\vo''il 
I lie 'pints rlid in fli'Jiint: fire of h'-asea; 
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And now in darken’d rooms they lie afraid 
And whimper if the nurse moves suddenly. — 

Ah God, that such an irresistible fiend, 

Pain, in the beautiful housing of man’s flesh 
Should sleep, light as a leopard in its hunger, 

Beside the heavenly soul; and at a wound 
Leap up to mangle her, the senses’ guest 1 — 

That in God’s country heathen men should do 
This worse than murder on men full of God ! 

JUDITH. What matter of new wailing do your tongues 
Wear in this shivering misery of sound? 

A CITIZEN. The captains which were chosen to go out 
And treat with Holofemes have come back. 

JUDITH. And did the Ninevite demon treat with them? 

A CITIZEN. The words they had from him were flaying knives, 
And burning splinters fixt in their skinless flesh, 

And stones thrown till their breasts were broken in. 

JUDITH, What, torture our embassage? 

A CITIZEN. Yea, for he means 

Nothing but death to all the Jews he takes. 

ANOTHER. There was a jeering word tied roimd the neck 
Of each tormented man: ‘Behold, ye Jews, 

These chiefs of yours have learnt to crawl in prayer 
Before the god Nebuchadnezzar; come, 

Leave your city of thirst and your weak god, 

And learn good worship even as these have learnt.’ 
ANOTHER. I saw them coming in: O horrible! 

With broken limbs creeping along the ground — 

JUDITH. Were I a man among you, I would not stay 
Behind the walls to weep this insolence; 

1 Id take a sword in my hand and God in my mind, 

And seek under the friendship of the night 
That tent where Holofemes’ crimes and hate 
Sleep in his devilish brain. 


A CITIZEN. There is no night 

^\’hcre Holofemes sleeps, as thou couldst tell. 
Didst thou not shut thyself up in thine ease 
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A\vay from the noise and tears of common woe 
Come to the walls this evening, and I’ll show thee 
The golden place of light, the little world 
Of tnumphmg glory framed m rmdst of the dark. 

Pillar’d on four great bonfires fed with spice, 

Enclosing in a globe of flame the tent 
\Vhcrem the sleepless lusts of Holofcmcs 
Madden themselves all mght, a revel-rout 
Of naked girls lunng him as he lies 
FiUmg his blood with wnc, the scented air 
Injur’d marvellously %vitli piping shrills 
Of lechery made music, and small drums 
That ivith a danang throb drive his swell’d heart 
Into desires beyond the strength of man 
JUDITH And this beast is thine enemy, God ' 

ANOTHER camzEN Nor beast, 

Nor man, but one of those lasavious gods 
Our lonely God detests, Cliemosh or Baal, 

Or Poor who goes whonng among women 
ANOTHER And now come down braving in God’s own land. 
Pitching tlic glory of his fearful hea\ cn 
All night among God’s lulls 
JUDITH You fools, he is 

A life our God could snap as a noman snaps 
Tlircad of her semng 

A canzEN ^VJio shall break him off, 

\Vlio on the earth, from his huge tnaslcd poncr? 

ASOTiirR For in his brain, as in a bummg-glaw 
Wide glo\s of sun drawn to a pin of fire, 

Arc gathered into incredible fierceness all 
IJic rat’s of the dark heal of hcatiien strength 
ASOTHTR His cscs, tlic} VIS, can I ill a man 
ANOTurn And 11107 

Ko murder could ap]>roadi his fliniim; imjus 
AvoTin It Unless it ramr as a ssuman at who'e Ijr.iiiti’ 

His hist Inih ncser sijit; for into bn flesh 
'I'o dnnk unknown desirable hml/t as wine 
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Torments him stiU, like a thirst when fever poms 
A man s life out in drenching sweats. 

JUDITH. ' -n 

* T. T - A C3,CC^ PCS-CC! 

^e siege hath given you shameless tongues, and minds 
No more your own: yea, the foul Ninevite 
Hath mastered you already, for your thoughts 
Howell m his wickedness and marvel at it. 

Hate not a thing too much, lest you be drawn 
Wry from yourselves and close to the thing ye hate 

'"Sdom, Judith; but our hves 
Belong to death; and wisdom to a man 

Hymg, IS water in a broken jar 

Dut me town thirsts, and every beat of our blood 
H^tens us on to maniac agony. 

The Assyriam have our wells, and half the tanks 
dry, and the pools shoal with baking mud* 
pie water left to us is pestilent. ^ 

For dlA'l'Ti’s™ KO'-^niois 

^o^^eadi. and It IS grunted us, 

»o™n"Tor°t£e am sSl'^ 

And cities made nf K ^ of spears and horses. 

And scarkrm^l'^Tr' hewn white stone 

To shout his name un^°"® t 

All crying at *^1? ?“c*' “o'! HI 

And iSth gm™ ° '’'her heavens; 

That in a warren of di^^ Peaceable praise and folk 

Wiose few throatslatlXMe" ' u 
A young man. For sure Gnri’ heaven. 

nations; ^ hath wandered to strange 
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His pleasure in tlie breasts of Jerusalem 

Is a delight groism old Yea, he ivould change 

That shepherd-ivoman of the earthly cities, 

I\Tiose nund is as the clear hght of her hills, 

Full of the sound of a hundred ivatcrs falhng, 

And poureth his desire out, behke, 

Upon that queen tlie wealth of the world hath clad, 
Babylon, for whose golden bed the gods 
Wrangle like young men wth great gifts and boasts. 
Whose mind is as a carbuncle of fire, 

FuU of the sound of amazing flames of music 
ANOTHER Yea, what can Israel ofTcr against her. 

Whom the ncli earth out of her mines hath shod, 

And cro-WTied wath emeralds grow n m secret rocks, 

^^'ho on her shoulders wears tlie gleam of the sea’s 
Purple and pearls, and die flax of Indian ground 
Is hnen on her lunbs cool as moonlight. 

And fells of golden beasts cover her ilironc, 

WTiosc passion moves in her tliought as m the air 
Melody moves of flutes and silver horns 
^^^^at can Jerusalem the hill-city 
Offer to keep God’s lov e from Babjlon 
JUDITH ^Vhat but the beauty of holiness, and sound 
Of music made by hearts adonng God’ 

You that speak lcwdl> of God, )ou )ci sli ill sec 

Jerusalem treading upon her foes 

But what was tint of five dij-s one of you spoke’ 

A cmzLX Ortas swarc an oath' hast thou not heard’ 
JUDITH No, for I leep mv mind away from ^oiir tongues 
Wisclj Who wall^ in wind-blown dust of streets, 

Tint hath n garden where the io<rs brrailie? 

A ern/LX. 1 have no g-irdcn where the rr-'CS breathe, 

I have a cit\ full of women cryanr 

And babies snnnig and n.rn v rik vwih thirst 

\Mto fight each other fv>r a doV of v. ii'-r. 

AxOTiti 1! Not otib thru It. St plc.ija'it t'ardrn-hours, 
Judidi, here in Bethuli-a; the l.ortl th 
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Secretly to thee. 

JUDITH. Secretly? Then here; 

* Send off these men to labour at their gioans . 

Elsewhere; for not within my house thou comest; 

rU have no thoughts against God in my house. 

[pzias disperses the citizens. 

oziAS. Judith, we are two uptight minds in this 
Herd of grovelling cowardice. We should, 

To spiritual vision which can see 

Stature of spirit, seem to stand in our folk- 

Like two unaltered stanchions in the heap 

Of a house pulled 'down by fire. I know thy soul 

Tempered by trust in God against this ruin; 

But not in God, but in mortality 

Thy soul stands founded; and death even now 

Is digging at thy station in the world; 

And as a man with ropes and windlasses 
Pulls for new building columns of wreckt halls 
Down with a breaking fall, so death has rigged 
His skill about us, so he will break us down, 

Ruin our height and courage; and as stone, 

Carved with the beautiful pride of kings, hath made, 
Hammer’d to nibble and ground for mortar, walls 
Of farms and byres, our kill’d and broken natures, 

With all their beauty of passion, yea, and delight 
In God, death will shape and grind up to new 
Housing for souls not royal as we are. 

New flesh and mind for mean souls and dull hearts: 

For death is only life destroying life 
To roof the coming swarms in mortal shelter 
Of flesh and mind experienced in joy. 

JUDITH. Thy specious prologue means no good, I trow. 
Thou wert to tell me wherefore for five days 
We may pretend to be God’s people still; 

Why thou didst not make us over to death 
Soon as the folk began to wail despair. 

OZIAS. This reasoning will tell thee why.— No need. 
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I think, to bring up into speech the years 
Since in the barley-field Manasses lay 
Shot by the sun I tned (nor failed, I think) 

To hold thy soul up from its hurt, and be 
Somewhat of sight to thee, untd thy long 
Bhnd season of disaster should be changed 
Always I have found fnendship in dime eyes. 

And pleasant words, and silences more pleasant. 
Have made us moments wherein aU the world 
Left our sequester’d rmnds, so that I dared 
Often beheve our fnendhncss might be 
The brink of love. 

JUDITH Stop • for thou hast enough 

Disgraced nunc ears 

oziAs I pray thee hear me out 

The dream of loving thcc and being loved 
Hath been my life, yea, ivith it I have kept 
My licart drugg’d in a long delicious night 
Colour’d with candles of imagined sense, 

And musical ssatli dreamt desire I said, 

The day wall surely come upon the tvorld. 

To scatter Uiis st\cct night of fantasy 
With morning, pour’d on my dream-feasted heart 
Out of thine eyes, Juditli And yet I still 
Feared for my dream, even as a maiden fears 
The Iiody of her lo^cr But, in die midst 
or all this charm’d dcla>ing, — behold Death 
Leapt into our \sorId, lording it, standing huge 
In front of the future, looking at us! 

JJiou sccsi non \\h\, nhen the people came 
Ciyang \\ildl> to he given up to death, 

1 bade them wait five da-^-s^ — Tliat 1 at last 
Might stamp the image ofni> glorious dream 
Upon the woild, even though it hr wax 
And the firw are kmtihng that imut melt it out 
Judith thou hast now live da^'v mo-c to live 
'niiv life of hr luiifiil pi'vio i and uvcct f'lw 
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Has bought the city for his garden-close, 

And saunters in it watching the souls bloom 
Out of their buds of flesh, and with delight 
Smelling their agony. 

ANOTHER. But in five days 

Either our God will turn his mind to us, 

Or, if he careth not for us nor his honour, 

Ozias will let open the main gate 

And let the Assyrians end our dreadful lives. 

JUDITH. O I belong to a nation utterly lost! 

God! thou hast no tribe on the earth; thy folk 
Are helpless in the living places like 
The ghosts that grieve in the winds under the earth. 
Remember now thy glory among the living, 

And let the beauty of thy renown endure 
In a firm people knitted like the stone 
Of hiUs, no mischief harms of frost or fire; 

But now dust in a gale of fear they are. 

They have blasphemed thee; but forgive them, God; 

And let my life inhabit to its end 
The spirit of a people built to God. — 

So you have given God five days to come 

And help you? "You would maOce your souls as wares 

Merchants hold up to bidders, and say, ‘God, 

Pay us omr price of comfort, or we sell 

To death for the same coin’? Five days God hath 

To find the cost of Jewry, or death buys you? 

A CITIZEN. Here comes Oziais: ask him. 

JUOITH- Hold him there. 

[Judith comes down into the street, 
oziAs. Judith, I came to speak with thee. 

JUDITH. ^ And I 

Would speak with thee. What tale is this they tell 
That thou hast sworn to give this people death? 
ozi^. In five days those among us who still live 
Will have no souls but the fierce anguish of thirst. 

If God ere then relieves us, well. If not. 
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We give ourselves avvay from God to death 
JUDITH Barest thou do this wickedness, and set 
Conditions to the mercy of our God^ 
oziAs Death hath a mercy equal unto God’s — 

Look at the air above thee, is there sign 
Of mercy m that naked splendour of flre^ 

Too Godhke ' We arc his he covers us 
With golden fliune of air and firmament 
Of white-hot gold, marvellous to sec 
But whom, what heathen land hated of God, 

Do his grey clouds shadow ivith comfort of rain^ 

Over our chosen heads his glory glows 
And in five days the torment in his city 
Will be beyond imagining We will go 
Through swords into tlic quiet and cloud of death 
JUDITH Ozias, wilt thou be an infamy^ 

Bcthulia fallen, all Judea lies 
Open to the feet and hoofs of Assyria 
OZIAS Yea, and what doUi Judea but cower doun 
Behind us? Tlicrc ’s no rescue comes from there 
We arc alone with Holofcmcs’ power 
JUDITH But if we hold him off, r\ill he not grant 
Tlic meed of a brave fight, captivity’ — 

Or \\c may treat with him, make terms for yielding 
OZIAS We know his mind he hath wTittcn it plain 
In die torn flesh of our ambassadors 
His mind to us is dcatli, wc can but clioosc 
Between sharp swords and the slow slapng of thirst 
jUDmt He maj torment u$ if wc >icld 
OZIAS 1 fe may. 

But not to ^icld IS grisl> and sure lonnent 
jnnmi Tliere nnist lie liojie, if wc could reel on right' 
OZIAS Well, thou and Guri base fwc ilas-s more to huilil 
A bridge of hope over our hrol cn world 
And, for the town rsrn now fearfulK at lies 
In sralding thu't. not fise d ijt h id I luaiurtl, 

Hat) It noi Wen ior soinrw'lnt ] mutt my 
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And now my love comes lo thee like an angel 
To call thee out of thy visionary' love 
For lost Manasscs, out of ghostly desire 
And shadows of dreams housing thy soul, that arc^ 

Vainer than mine were, dreams of dear things wliich deal t 

Hath for ever broken; and lead thy life 

To a brief shadowless place, into an hour 

Made splendid to affront the coming night 

By passion over sense more grandly burning 

Than purple lightning over golden corn, 

When all the distance of tlic night resounds 
With the approach of wind and terrible rain, 

That march to torment it down to the ground. 

Judith, shall we not thus together make 
Death admirable, yea, and triumph through 
The gates of anguish with a prouder song 
Than ever lifted a king’s heart, who rode 
Back from his war, with nations whipt before him, 

Into trumpeting Nineveh? 

JUDITH. Thou fool, 

Death is nothing to me, and life is all. 

But what foul wrong have I done to thee, Ozias, 

That thou shouldst go about to put such wrong 
Into my life as these defiling words? 

OZIAS. Is it defilement to hear love spoken? 

JUDITH. Yes! thou hast soiled me; to know my beauty, 
Wherewith I loved Manasses, and still love, 

Has all these years dwelt in &y heart a dream 
Of favourite lust, — O this is foul in my mind. 

OZIAS I meant not what thou callest lust, but love. 

JUDITH. What matters that? Thou hast desired me. 

And knowing that, I feel my beauty clutch 
About my soul with a more wicked shame 
Than if I lived corrupt with leprosy. 

OZIAS. Wilt thou still let the dead have claim on thee? 
Judith, wilt thou be married to a grave? 

JUDITH. I am married to my love; and it is vile. 
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Yea, It IS burning in me like a sin, 

That when my love ivas absent, thy desire 
Should trespass where my love is single lord 
oziAS This IS but superstition Love belongs 
To Imng souls It is a light that kills 
Shadows and ghosts haunung about die mind 
Yea, even now when death glooms so immense 
Over the heaven of our being, Love 
Would keep us white ivith day amid die dark 
Down-coming of the storm, till die end took us 
And joy is never ivastcd If we love, 

Then although death shall break and bray our flesh, 

The joy of love that dinllcd m it shall fly 
Past his destruction, subtle as fragrance, strong 
And uncontrollable as fire, to dwell 
In die careering onward of man’s life, 

Increasing it widi passion and uidi sncctncss 
Duty IS on us dicrcforc that \>c love 
And be loved IVert diou made to set alight 
Sucli splendour of desire in man, and >et, 

For a grave’s sake, keep all thy beauty null. 

And nodiing be of good nor help to thy kind’ 
jUDrni Help’ What iiclp in me’ 

OZIAS To let go forth 

The joy whereof thy beamy is the sign 
Into die mind of man, and be therein 
Courage of golden music and loud light 
Against his enemies, the ctcnial dark 
And silence 

JUDITH Ah, not thus Vet — could I not help’ — 

Why talk v\c’ \\1nt thing should J say to thee 
To pierce the pride of lust wrapping thy heart’ 

How show dice that, as m nnidciis uiilovetl 

There IS virginity to nnl c their ‘ex 

bllriiik hie a wound from evr^ of love limmiclj. 

So m a woimn who hath learnt hr!'‘eir 
By her own b-tuty jaactl m the clup 
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Of him whom her desire hath sacred made, 

There is a fiercer and more virgin wrath 
Against all eyes that come desiring her? 

[A Psalm of many voices strikes iheir ears, and through 
the street pass old men chanting, followed and answered by 
a troop of young men. 

Chorus: old men 

Wilt thou not examine our hearts, O Lord God of our strength? 
Wilt thou still be blindly trying us? Wilt thou not at length 
Believe the crying of our words, that never our knees have 
bent 

To foreign gods, nor any Jewish mouth or brain hath sent 
Prayers to beseech the favour of abominable thrones 
Worshipt by the heathen men with furnaces, wounds, and 
groans? 


YOUNG MEN 

And what good in our lives, strength or delighted glee. 
Hath God paid to purchase our pmrity? 

Though lust starve in our flesh, still he devises fire 
To prove our lives pure as his fierce desire. 

With huge heathenish tribes roaring exultant here, 

Jewry fights as maid with a ravisher: 

Tribes who better than we deal with the gods their lords, 
For they pleasantly sin, yet the gods sharpen and drive their 
swords. 


OLD MEN 

Hast thou not tried us enough, Jehovah? Hast thou found any 
fire 

Will draw from our hearts a smoke of burn’d idolatrous desire? 
There is none in us. Lord: no other God in us but thee; 

Only thy fires make our clean souls glitter with agony. 

Pure we are, pure in ovu prayers, pure our souls look to thee. 
Lord; 

And to be shewn to the world devoured by evil is our reward. 
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YOUNG MEN 

We whose hearts were alone giving our God renown, 

Under the wheels of hell we are fallen down ' 

False the heaven we budt, fashion’d of punty, 

’Tis heathen heavens, made out of sin, stand high. 

Come, make much of our God ' Comfort his cars iviUi song. 
Lest his pndc the gods with their laughter wrong, 

Scemg, huddled as beasts held by a fearful mght 
Full of bons and hunger, his folk crouch to the heathen might 

OLD MEN 

Jehovali, still we refrain from crying to the infamous gates 
That open easily into the heavens Uiy mind ofjcalousy hates 
Power is in them hast thou no power^ Wilt thou not beware 
Lest thy mood now press our minds to venturous despair’ 

YOUNG MEN 

Fool'd, fool’d, fool’d arc our lives, held by tlic world m jeer, 
Witli crazed eyes we behold veils of enormous fear 
Hiding dreadfully those marvellous gales and stairs 
ANTicrc tile heathen delighted with sin tlirong iMtli their 
prosperous prayers 

OLD ME.N 

Yca,hunglikcthcfrontofpcstiIcntwinds, thundcrousdarklicforc 
Tlic way into the hc-itlicn heavens, tcmblc curtains pour. 
Webs of black imnginaUon and woven frenz)- of sin, 

And yet wc know power on earth (iclongs to those wJthi'n 
VOUNO virj^ 

Yea, through Jehovah’s jealous} , 

Burning dinilj at last wc ‘cc 

Tile great brass made Me rigid flame, 

Tlie gates of the heavens wx dare not mime 
Tal c hold of vvici.etinrw' Ve.v, have he-art 
To tc.ir the d irl.ncvt of sin apiri* 

And find, Iiejond, our ronifr-ied sight 
Flash full of .1 giro ofri'UV hvl't, — 

Hie gods the heaihrr knovs thruugli •m, 

Tlie g<x!v vslwi givx ihs-n th'* ssutll i«v vs n' 

I 
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JUDITH. This may I not escape. My world hath need 
Of me who still hold God firm in my mind. 

It is no matter if I fail; I must 

Send the God in me forth, and yield to him 

The shaping of whatever chance befall. — 

Ozias! hateful thou hast made thyself 

To me; for thou hast hatefully soiled my beauty, 

My preciousest, given me to attire my soul 
For her long marriage festival of life. 

Yet I must make request to thee, and thou 
Must grant it. WHien the sun is down to-night, 

Quietly set the main gate open; I 

Will pass therethrough and treat witli Holofernes. 

OZIAS. ^Vhat, wilt thou go to be murdered by these fiends? 
JUDITH. Ask nothing, but do simply my request. 

OZIAS. I will; so thou shalt know the reverent heart 
I have for thee, although its worship thou 
So bitterly despisest; but thy will 
Shall be a sacred thing for me to serve. 

Thou hast thy dangerous demand, because 
It is thou who askest, it is I who may 
Grant it to thee, — this onlyl Yea, I will send 
Thy heedless body among risks that thou. 

Looking alone at the great shining God 

Within thy mind, seest not; but I see 

And sicken at them. Yet do I not require 

Thy pmpose; whether thy proud heart must have 

The wound of death from steel that has not toucht 

The peevish misery these Jews call blood; 

Whether thy mind is for velvet slavery 

In the desires of some Assyrian lord 

Forgive rne, Judith! there my love spoke, made 
Foolish with injiuy; and I should be 
Unwise to stay here, lest it break the hold 
I have it in. I go, and I am hinnbled. 

But thou shalt have thy asking; the gate is thine. 


[He goes. 



JUDITH 

JUDITH How can it harm me more, to fed my beauty 
Read by man’s eyes to mean his lust set fortli? 

Yea, Holofemes now can bnng no shame 
Upon me tliat Ozias hath not brought 
But this IS clucf what balance can there be 
In my own hurt against a nation’s pining? 

God hatli given me beauty, and I may 
Snare iwth it him whose trap now bites my folk 
There is naught else to think of Let me go 
And set those robes in order whidi best pleased 
Manasscs’ living eyes, and let me fill 
My gown watli jewels, sudi as kindle sight, 

And have some stinging sweetness in my hair — 
Manasses, my Manasses, lost to me, 

Gone where my love can nothing search, and hidden 
Behind the s^apours of tlicse worldly years, 

The many years between me and thy dcatli, 

Tliinc cars arc scaled witli immortal blessedness 
Against our miserable din oriunng, 

Tlirough thy pure sense gocth no soil of gnef 
Forgive me! for tliou hast left me here to be hurt 
And mosed to pity by the dolour of men 
The garment of my soul is splasht uitli sorrow, 
Sorrowful noise and sight, and like to fires 
Of venom spat on me, tlic sorrow cats 
Through the thin robe of sense into my soul 
And It IS cnctl against me, this keen anguish, 

11\ my own people and my God’s; — and thou 
Didst lose them Tliercforc thou must needs forgisc me, 
Tlial I dcMsc boss this my licatity, this 
Sacrctl to thy long-dnd jox of desire, 

Mnv turn to weapon m the Innd of God; 

Such weapon as he Intli t ikcn arn'rtiuic 

To sssord whole nations at a strol e to t'lrir kner<,~ 

Stonns of the air and hiilrtl fire from hea\en, 

And sn'hiless edee ofpriiilenre hu^'eK swung 
Down on the hull ofatmies m the tiwh’ 
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Such weapon in God’s hand, and wielded so, 

A woman’s beauty may be now, I pray; 

A pestilence suddenly in this foreign blood, 

A blight on the vast growth of Assyrian weed, 

A knife to the stem of its main root, the heart 
Of Holofernes. God 1 Let me hew him down, 

And out of the ground of Israel wither our plague ! 

II 

Before the Tent of Holofernes. 

HOLOFERNES. Night and her admirable stars again! 

And I again envying her and questioning! 

What hast thou, Night, achieved, denied to me. 

That maketh thee so full of quiet stars? 

What beauty has been mingled into thee 

So that thy depth bums with the peace of stars? — 

I now with fires of uproarious heat, 

Exclaiming yellow flames and towering splendour 
And huge firagrant smoke of precious woods. 

Must build against thy overlooking. Stars, 

And against thy terrible eternal news 
Of Beauty that bums qmetly and pure,^ 

A lodge of wild extravagant earthly fire; 

Even as under passions of fleshly pleasure 
I bide myself from my desiring soul. 

[Enter Guards with Judith. 

GUARD I. We found this woman wandering in the trenches. 
And calling out, ‘Take me to Holofernes, 

Assyrians, I am come for Holofernes.’ 

GUARD 2. She would not, for no words of ours, unveil. 

And something held us back from handling her. 

GUARD I. We think she must be beautiful, although 
She is so stubborn with that veil of hers. 

GUARD 2 . We minded my lord’s word, that he be shewn 
All the seized women which are strangely fair. 
holofernes. Take off thy veil. 



jxrorra 

I ^^^1I not. 
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JUDITH 

iiOLOFERNES Take (!iy veil 

From off thy faec, Jewess, or Uiou straight gocst 
To entertain my soldiers 
JUDITH. I will not 

HOLOFERNES Am I to tear it, then? 

JUDITH My lord, thou durst not 

HOLOFERNES Ha, there is spirit here I have the ivhim, 
Jewess, almost to believe thee I dare not ' 

But tell me ivlio tliou art 

JUDITH Tliat shall thou know 

Before the night has end 
HOLOFERNES Take off thy veil 

JUDITH, Alone for Holofemcs am I come 
HOLOFERNES, And there is only Holofemcs here 
Tlicsc fellows arc but tlioughts of mine, my vhole 
Army, lliat treads down all the earth and breaks 
Tile banks of fending nters into marsh. 

Is nought but my fortli-going imagination 
Wlicrc I am, there is no man else if I 
Appeared before thee in a throng of spears, 
rid stand alone before thee, girt about 
By powers of my mind made xisiblc 
JUDITH For captured peasants or for captured kings 
Such words vould ln\c the nght big sound But I 
Am woman, and I hear them not. 1 saj 
I wall not, before any man but thee, 

Make know n my face, I am onlj for tJice. 

Wlien I ha\c thee alone and in thx trnt 
I Will unveil 

HOI otTR,\rs [to tU Gjardsl 

What' Staring’ — Urnce, ^ou tloTi' 
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III 

In the Tent of Holqfernes 
HOLOFERNES [alone with Judith] . 

Thou art the woman ! Thou hast come to me 1 — 

O not as I thought! not with senses blazing 
Far into my deep soul abiding calm 
Within their glory of knowledge, as the vast 
Of night behind her outward sense of stars. 

Now am I but the place thy beauty brightens, 

And of myself I have no light of sense 
Nor certainty of being; I am made 
Empty of all my wont of life before thee, 

A vessel where thy splendomr may be pomred. 

After the way the great vessel of air 
Accepts the morning power of the sun. 

Now nothing I have known of me remains. 

Save that within me, far as the world is high 
Beneath this dawn that gilds my spirit’s air, 

Some depth, more inward even than my soul. 
Troubles and flashes like the shining sea. 

O Jewish woman, if thou knewest all 
The hunger and the tears the punisht world 
Suffers by cause of thee, and of my dream 
That thou wert somewhere hidden in mankind 1 
I could not but obey my dream, and toil 
To break the nations and to sift them fine. 

Pounding them with my warfare into dust. 

And searching %vith my many iron hands 
Through their destruction as through crumbs of marl, 
Until my palms should know the jewel-stone 
Betwixt them, the Woman who is Beauty, — 

Nature so long hath like a miser kept 
Buried away firom me in this heap of Jews! 

Now that we twain might meet, women and men 
In every land where I have felt for thee 
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Have taken desolation for their home. 

Crying against me, — and against thee unknowing 
Ah, but I had given over to despair 
Tlie mind in me I ground the stubborn tribes, 

I quamcd them like rocks and broke tlicm small 
And ground them down to flmdcrs and to sands. 
But never gleamed the jci\ cl-stonc therein, 
J'faught but the common flint of earth I found 
And m a dreary' anger I kept on 
Assailing the whole kind of man, because 
Some manner of wnr my' soul must needs inhabit 
Like a man making himself in drunken sleep 
A king, my soul, drunk with its cartlily war, 

Kept idle all its terrible want of thee, 

Believed itself managing arms wtli God, 

Yea, when my' trampling hurry tlirough the earth 
Made cloudy wind of the light human dust, 

I tliought myself to mo\c in the dark danger 
Of blinding God’s own face with blasts of war' 
Until my rage forgot his cninc against me, 

His hiding thee, the beauty I had dreamt. 

Yea, and I filled my' flesh with funous pleasure, 
Tliat m the noise of it my soul should hear 
No whispenng thought of desperate ticsirc 
Nevertheless, I knew w'cll tJiat my heart’s 
Sightless imagination lifted his ficc 
Continually awake for news of tliec 
But ’twxs mfinn and crary wal me, hlc 
As when a starving 'eiitn, put to pai.ini 
1 he slctp of a broken 'oldiery that flees 
'flirough winter of wild lulls from lioundiii'4 foes, 
Hath but the pain offroren wounds, and fear 
recthng on his d.ar! spirit, to s\ itch withal 
\nd lo, 

.Vs suddenly, as bir’ 'rails thou eon nt 
Now to my hcirl’s tm'eeiii.; s wteh f ir th'-e. 

As out of the night In-htnd lurn n.'o th-- hesn. 
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Drugg’d senseless with its ache, of that lost soldier. 

An arrow leaps, and ere the stab can hurt, 

His frozen waking is the ease of death. 

So 1 am killed by thee; all the loud pain 
Of pleasure that had lockt my heart in life, 

Wherein with blinded and unhearing face 
My hope of thee yet stood and strained to look 
And listen for thy coming, — all this life 
Is killed before thee; yea, like marvellous death, 

Spiritual sense invests my heart’s desire; 

And round the quiet and content thereof. 

The striving hunger of my fleshly sense 
Fails like a web of hanging cloth in fire. — 

Tell me now, if thou knowest, why thou hast cornel 
JUDITH. Sufficed! not for us that I have come? — 

Let not unseemly things live in my mouth; 

Yet I would praise thee as thou praisest me, 

But in a manner that my people use, 

Things to approach in song they list not speak. 

And song, thou knowest, inwrought with chiming strings. 
Sweetens with sweet delay loving desire: 

Also thine eyes will feed, and thy heart wonder. — 

Balkis was in her marble town. 

And shadow over the world came do!vn. 
Whiteness of walls, towers and piers, 

That all day dazzled eyes to tears, 

Turned from being white-golden flame. 

And like the deep-sea blue became. 

Balkis in her garden went; 

Her spirit was in discontent 
Like a torch in resdess air. 

Joylessly she wandered there, 

And saw her city’s azure white 
Lying under the great night. 

Beautiful as the memory 

Of a worshipping world would be 

In the mind of a god, in the hour 
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When he must lull his ouUvard power, 

And, coming to a pool where trees 
Grew m double greeneries. 

Saw herself, as she went by 
The water, walkmg beautifully. 

And sa\v the stars slune in the glance 
Of her eyes, and her oum fair countenance 
Passing, pale and wonderful, 

Across the night that filled the pool 
And cruel was tlie gnef that played 
Witli the queen’s spirit, and she said 
‘What do I here, reigning alonc^ 

For to be unloved is to be alone 
There is no man in all my land 
Dare my longing understand, 

The w'holc folk like a peasant bows 
Lest its look should meet my brows 
And be harmed by this beauty of mine 
I bum thar brains as I were sign 
Of God's beautiful anger sent 
To master them with piimshmcn 
Of beauty tliat must pour distress 
On hearts grown dark watli ugliness 
But It is I am die punisht one 
Is (here no man, is there none, 

In whom my beaut) wall but move 
Tlic lust of a delighted lose. 

In whom some spirit of God sq dimes 
Tliat wc 111 a) wed our lonclj h\cs^ 

Is there no man, ts there none?’ — 

She said, ‘1 wall go to Solomon ’ 
itotoiTiiMJ 1 sliall not liear It drennird, it Inih made nn fife 
Fail almost, hie a stonn broken in hraxen 
By us internal fire, and now 1 feel 
Love hie a dreadful pod comint; to do 
His plra'urc on me. to tear me wiili hn jo) 

And shred m\ floh-xsoac strrngih wiih m-rcdeiT 
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Utterance through me of inhuman bliss. — 

I must have more divinity within me. — 

Gome to me, slave! [Calling out to his attendants. 

JUDITH. Thou callest someone? Alas! 

O, where ’s my veil? — Cry him to stay awhile! — 
HOLOFERNES. Thou troubled with such whunsy! — But ’tis no 


one, 

A mere sexless thing of mine. 

JUDITH. He is coming ! 

I threw my veil — ^where? — I must bow my face 
Close to the ground, or his eyes will find me out; 

And — O my lord, hold him back with thy voice ! 

[She has knelt down. 

Hold him in doubt to enter a moment, while 
I loosen my hair into some manner of safety 
Against his prying. 

HOLOFERNES. Slave, dost thou hear me? Gome ! — 

I marvel, room for such a paltering mood 
Should be within thy mind, now so nearly 
Deified with the first sense of my love. [A Eunuch comes in. 
HOLOFERNES. Wine! The mightiest wine my sutlers have; 
Wine with the sun’s own grandeur in it, and all 
The wildness of the earth conceiving Spring 
From the sun’s golden lust: wine for us twain! 

And when thou hast brought it, bum anear my bed 
Storax and cassia; and let wealth be foimd 
To cover my bed with such strife of colour, 

Crimson and tawny and purple-inspired gold. 

That eyes beholding it may take therefrom 
Splendid imagination of the strife 
Of love with love’s implacable desire. 

JUDITH [still kneeling . I must lean on thee now, my God ! A 
weight 

Of pitiable weakness thou must bear 

And move as it were thine own strength; tell my heart 

How not to sicken in abomination. 

Show me the way to loathe this vile man’s rage. 
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Now close to seize me into the use of his plcasurCj 
With tlie loathing tliat is terrible delight 
So that not fainting, but refresht and astonisht 
And strangely spintcd and divinely angry 
My body may arise out of its passion, 

Out of being enjoyed by tins fiend’s flesh 
Tlicn man my arm, dien let mine own revenge 
Utter thy vengeance, Lord, as speech doth meamng. 

Yea, with hate empower me to say bravely 
Tile ghttenng word that even now tliy mind 
Purposes, God, — the swift stroke of a falchion ' 
iiOLOFERNES Woman, beloved, why art tliou fi\t so long 
Kneeling and downward crookt, and in tliy hair 
Darkened^ — ^Ah, thy shoulders urging shape 
Of lovchness into thy hair’s pounng gleam* 
jVDmi Needs must I pray my Jewish God for help 
Against my bndal joj’s I’or I do fear them 
IIOLOFERNES I also Uicsc arc tlicjo>-s that fcar doth own 

I\' 

At the Gate of DethuUa On the ualls, on either side of th^ Gale, ore 
atizens Hatching the Assjnan ramp, Ozias also, standing hj 
himself, 

oziAS ANflicn wilt thou cure thj-sclf, spint of the earth, 

^Vhcn wilt thou cure thjselfof th> long fever. 

That so inrancly doth fennent in thee? — 
n-i not man onl) the whole blootl of life 
Is fever’d with desire Hut as the briin, 

Being lord of the bod>, is served by blood 
So well tint a hidden canker in die fle<h 
Mav send, continuous as a usurj, 

Its breeding venom ujiwaid, till m the bmin 
It vapour into cnonnitv of dre lining. 

So iinn IS lord of life up<in the e.iith. 

And like a hasteniin’ Ii'ixxl h s nature wells 
Up out of the l>eisis be'os, him, tlie) tl e fnili 
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And he the brain, they serving him with blood; 

And blood so loaden with brute lust of being 
It steams the conscious leisure of man’s thought 
With an immense phantasma of desire, 

An unsubduable dream of unknown pleasure; 
Which he sends hungering forth into the world, 

But never satisfied returns to him. 

Who hath found beauty? Who hath not desired it? 
’Tis but the feverish spirit of earthly life 
Working deliriously in man, a dream 
Questing- the world that throngs upon man’s mind 
To find therein an image of herself; 

And there is nothing answers her entreaty. — 

I climb towards death; it is not falling down 
For me to die, but up the event of the world 
As up a mighty ridge I climb, and look 
With lifted vision backward down on life. 

So high towards death I am gone, listless I gaze 
Where on the earth beneath me, into the fires 
Of that Assyrian strength, our siege of fate, 

Judith, the dream of my desire of beauty. 

Goes daring forth, to shape herself therein. 

Seeking to fashion in its turbulence 
Some deed that wiU be likeness of herself. 

For now I know her purpose: and I know 
She will be murdered there. Against the world 
The beauty I have lived in, my loved dream. 

Goes, wild to master the world; and she will 
Therefore be murdered. It is nothing now; 

Wind from the heights of death is on my brow. 

Talk among the other watchers 

It must be, God is for us. Such a mind 
As this of Judith’s could not be, unless 
God had spoken it imto her. She is 
His special voice, to tell the Assyrians 
Terrible matters. 
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Is she God’s? I think 
’Tis Holofemes hath her now. 


If not, 

Upon his soldiers he hath lavisht her 

Not he Now they have known her, his filled senses 
Never wiU leave go our wonderful Juditli 

Ay, wonderful in Jewr}' But there arc 
In Babylon women so beautiful. 

They make men’s spirits desperate, to know 

Flesh cannot ever minister enough 

Dchght to ease the craving they arc taskt \vith 

Who talks of Babylon when God even now 
Is training her fierce champion, Holofemes, 

Into the death a woman holds before him^ 

A woman killing Holofemes 1 


Ay, 

Be she abused by him or not, I know 
God means to give her marvellous hands to-night 
I know' It by my heart so strangcl> sick 
Witli looking out for the first drows) sur 
In that huge flaming quiet of the camp 
Now fcarfullcr qualm than Piminc eagerly 
Handles in% life and pulls at it, — my faith’s 
Hunger for being fed wath sounds and \ isions. 

Hie firelight mi\l with a trooping hiLsiIc of shadows, 
"nic silence suddenly shouting watli surpia'e, 

IJiat tells of ineii astounded out of sleep 

To find that God haih dre.adfull) licrn .atnong theni 

\Nr ha\c mistaken Judith 
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r s'cn .as nms 

GikI is mistaken \oiir tlouh’-irg hr.-'-;,, 
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She that has dealt with such a pride of spirit 
In all her ways of life, so that she seemed 
To feel like shadow, falling on the light 
Her own mind made, the common thoughts of mcnj 
Ay, she that to-day came down into our woe 
And stood among the griefs that buzz upon us. 

Like one who is forced aside from a bright journey 
To stoop in a small-room’d cottage, ^vhcre loud flics 
Pester the iiunates and the windows darken; 

This she, this Judith, out of her quiet pride, 

And out of her guarded purity, to walk 
"Where God himself from violent whoredom could 
Scarcely preserve her shuddering flesh ! and all 
Por our sake, for the lives she hath in scorn. 

This horrible Assyrian risk she ventures. 

There should be prayer for that. Let us ask God 
To bind the men, whose greed now glares upon her, 

In some strange feebleness; surely he will; 

Sruely not with woman’s worst injury 
Her noble obedience he will reward ! 

Let us ask God to bind these men before her. 

They are not his to bind; else, were they here? 

They are the glorying of Nebuchadnezzar’s 
Heart of fury against our God, sent here 
Like insolent shouting into his holy quiet. 

God could not bind these bragging noises up 
In Nebuchadnezzar’s heart; it is not his. 

But made by Babylonian gods or owned 
By thrones that hold the heavens over Nineveh. 

For aU these outland greatnesses, these kings 
Whose war goes pealing through the world, these towns 
Infidel and triumphant, reaching forth 
Armies to hug the world close to their lust, — 

IVhat are they but the gods making a scorn 
Of our God on the earth? Then how can he 



JUDITH 239 

Alter these men from ■wicked dchght^ or how 
Keep Judith all untoucht among their hands, 

When his own qmetness he could not keep 
Unbroken by the gods’ Assyrian insult? 

But with a tliunder he can shatter this 
Intruding noise, and make his quiet again 

And in their lust he can entangle tlicm. 

Deceiving them far into Judith’s beauty, 

\\Tiich IS his power, and lop them from their gods. 

Their outrage tviU be ornament upon her! 

Out of tlie hands of the goblins she wll come 
Not markt -witli shame, but wearing their vile usage 
Like one whom earthly reign covers witli splendour. 

The Ignominy they thought of shall be turned 
To shining, yea, to announcing Uirougli the iiorld 
How God hath used her to beguile the heathen 

It begins! Noiv it begins! Lo, lioi\ dismay 
Is fallen on tlic camp in a strange wind 
Tlic ground, that seemed as spread witli >cl!ow embers. 
Leaps into blaymg, and like cinders whirled 
And scattered up among the (lames, arc black 
Bands of frantic men flickcnng about! 

Orias' secst thou how our enemies 
Arc Hbounng in amazement? How the)’ run 
Flinging fuel to light them against fear’ 

Now llicj liegin to ro.ar their terror now 
Thev wave and ticcloii wordless desperate tlun;rs 
One to another 

Hear the iron and bm's 
Ringing alKur tlieir soices, as thr> so-atcli 
Tlic iriiis dial seem to fight among i}i>-'n— lv«. 



240 VIRGINITY AND PERFECTION 

Seized by their masters’ anguish; dost thou hear 
The clumsy terror in the camp, the men 
Hasting to arm themselves against our God, 

Ozias? 

oziAS. Lions have taken a sentinel. 

A. cmzEN. Judith hath taken Holofcmes. 

Judith's voice outside, under the gate. 

Yea, 

And brought him back witli her. Open the gates. 

THE cxnzENS. Open the gates. Bring torches. Wake, ye Jews! 
Hail, Judith, marvellotasly chosen woman ! 

How bringst thou Holofernes? Show him to us. 

JUDITH. Dare you indeed behold him? 

A CITIZEN. Is he bound? 

JUDITH. Drugged rather, with a medicine that God 
Prepared, for him and gave into my hands. 

Open the gates I It is a harmless thing, 

The Holofernes I have made your show; 

You may gaze blithely upon him. I have tamed 
The man’s pernicious brain. Open the gates I 
What, are your hands stiU nerveless? But my hands, 

The hands of a woman, have done notable work. 

The Gates open. Judith appears, standing against the night and the 
Assyrian fires. Torches and shouting in the town. 

CITIZENS. Judith I Judith alone 1 Where is thy boast 
Of Holofernes captured? 

JUDITH. I am alone, 

Indeed; and you are many; yet with me 
Gomes Holofernes, certainly a captive, 

OZIAS. What trifle is this? 

T®rrH. Trifle? It is the word. 

A trifle, a thing of mere weight, I have brought you 
From the Assyrian camp. My apron here 
Is loaded now more heavily, but as meanly 
As an old witch’s skirt, when she comes home 
From seeking camel’s-dung for kindling; yet 
My burden was, an hour ago, the world 
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Where you were ground to tortures, it ivas the brain 
Inventing your destrucUon — ^Look you now! 

[Holding up the head of Holofemes 
This IS the mouth through which commandment came 
Of massacre and damnation to the Jews; 

Here -was the rmnd the gods that hate our God 
Used to empower the agomes they devised 
Against us, here your dangers were all made. 

Your homble starvation, and the thirst 
Those wicked gods supposed would murder you. 

Here a creature became, a ravenous creature. 

Yea, here those mighty \agours lived which took, 

Like ocean ivater taking frost, the hate 
Those gods have for Jehovah, shapmg it 
Atrociously into tlic trar that clcncht 
Tlieir fury about you, frozen into iron 
Jews, here 13 the head of Holofemes take it 
And let it grin upon our highest ivall 
Over against the camp of the Asynans 

[5'^* ihrows them the head 

Ay, you may worry it; now is the jackal’s tunc, 

Snarl on your enemy, non he is dead 
0?n\s Judith, be not too scornful of tlicir noise. 

Tlicrc are no nords may turn this deed to song 
Praise cannot reach it Only mth such dm. 

Unmeasured yelling c-xultation, can 
Astonishment speak of it In me, just noiv, 

Tliought was the figure of a god, firm standing, 

A dignity like carsed Dgyptnn stone, 

Tliou 111 e a blou of fire hast «plintcr'd it, 

It is abroad like ponder in n nmd. 

Or 111 e heapt shingle in a funoius tide, 

'Uiou having the ungoseinablc n.atrrs 

My mind is built amidst, a danvrrous tossrr 
My spiiit therein dwa-Iliiig, *0 ovmshchnrtl 
In joy or fe ir, dtsturbame Without luam--. 

Out of the riiTia u is fallen in 
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Can snatch no substance it may shape to words 
Answerable to thy prowess and thy praise. 

We are all abasht by thee, and only know 
To worship thee with shouts and astounded passion. 
JUDITH. Yes, now the world has got a voice against me: 
At last now it may howl a triumph about me. 
oziAs. This, nevertheless, my thought can seize from out 
The wildness that goes pouring past it. God, 
Wondrously having moved thee to this deed, 

Hath shown the Jews a wondrous favouring love. 

Thee it becomes not, standing though thou art 
On this high action, to think scorn of men 
Whom God thinks worthy of having thee for saviour. 
JUDITH. This is a subtle flattery. What know I 
Of whom God loves, of whom God hates? I know 
This only: in my home, in my soul’s chamber, 

A filthy verminous beast hath made his lair. 

I let him in; I let this grim lust in; 

Not only did not bolt my doors against 

His forcing, but even put them wide and watcht 

Him coming in, to make my house his stable. 

What though I killed him afterward? All my place, 
And all the air I live in, is foul with him. 

1 lulled him? Truly, I am mbet with him; 

Death must have me before it hath all him. 

OZIAS. In thee, too, are the floods, the wild rivers 
Of nameless mind, overrunning thy thought? 

How else, indeed? Nay, we are dull with joy: 

Of thee we thought not, out of the hands of outrage 
Coming back, although with victory coming. 

But this makes smety once more of my thought, 

And gives again my reason its lost station; 

For it may come now in my privilege 
(A thing that could cure madness in my brain) 

That thou from me persuasion hast to endure 
What well I know thy soul, thy upright soul, 

Feels as abominable harness on it 
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Fastening thee unwilhngly to crime, — 

The wickedness that hath dehghted in thee 
JUDITH Ay^ Art thou there already^ Tasting, art thou. 
What the Assyrians may have forc^ on me. 

Ere thou hast well swallowed thy new freedom^ 

Indeed, I know this is the -wine of the feast 
^\Tuch I have set for tliee and thy Bcthulia, 

And ’tis the ivine makes dchcate the banquet. 
oziAS Wait listen to me ’Tis I now must be wsc 
And thou tlie hearkener Not vutliout wound 
(So I make out, at least, thy hurrying vords) 

Comest thou back to us from conquenng 
And such a wound, I easily believe. 

As eats into thy soul and rages there; 

Yea, I tliat know dice, Judith, know tliy soul 
Worse rankling hath in it from hcatlicn insult 
Than flesh could take from steel bathed m a venom 
Art magic brewed over a charcoal fire, 

BlowTi into flame by hissing of %\lupt lizards 
Yet IS It likely, by too much regarding, 

Thy hurt is pamper’d in its poisonous sung 
Wounds in tlic spint need no surgery 
But a mind strong not to insist on them 
Sec, then, thou luast not too much horror of this, 

Who tliat fights IS ell in battle comes home sound ^ — 

Much less couldst thou, \sho must, with seeming weakness, 
Imitc the power of Hololcnics forth 
Ere sinking it, th> womanliood the ambush 
For thou didst plan, I guess, to duel him 
In snares, weaving liis greed .alwiit Ins linitr., 

Drawn out and twisird winding round liis streneth 
By ministrv of th> enlicmg lieautv , 

Tliat when he tliouglit Inia'elf sjx-ntlint' on ih<"e 
Malicious \iolcnce .and thou ludsi tnai'e hn-i 
I.aiiguMi, stupid wiili ixusunr and tlrltcht 
llij hinds iiiiglit find hmi a tin! qinrt vi'-liin 
Under ihelr anger, niiimii ; him ofh'e 
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Now, thy device accomplisht, wilt thou grudge 
Its means? Wilt thou scruple to understand 
Thy abus’d sex will show upon thy fame 
A nobler colour of glory than a soldier’s 
Wounded bravery rusting his habergeon? 

Nay, will not the world rejoice, thou being found 
Among its women, ready such insolence 
To bear as is unbearable to think on. 

Thereby to serve and save God and his people? 

JUDITH. The world rejoice over me? Yea, I am certain. 
oziAS. Then art thou too fastidious. It is weak 
To make thyself a shame of being injured; 

And is it injury indeed? Nay, is it 
Anything but a mere opinion hurt? 

Not thou, but customary thought is here 
Molested and annoyed; the only nerve 
Gan carry anguish from this to thy soul, 

Is that credulity which ties the mind 
Fumly to notional creature as to real. 

Advise thee, then; dark in thyself keep hid 
This grief; and thou wilt shortly find it dying. 

A cmzEN. Judith, 

Pardon our ecstasy. ’Tis time thou hadst 
Our honour. But first tell us all the event. 

That in thy proper height thou with thy deed 
May stand against our worship. 

JUDITH. Why do you stop 

Your shouts, and glare upon me? Have you need 
Truly to hear my tale? I think, not so. 

Ozias here, as he hath whiled at ease 
Upon the walls my stay in the camp yonder. 

Hath fairly fancied all that I have done. 

And more exactly, and with a relishing gust. 

All that was done to me. Ask him, therefore; 

If he hath not already entertained 

Your tedious leisure with my story told 

Pat to your liking, enjoyed, and glosst with praise. — 
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And yet, why ask hun? Why go even so far 
To hear it^ Ask but the clever hbidmousncss 
DwcUmg in each of your hearts, and it ivdl surely 
Imagine for you how I trained to my arms 
Lewd Holofemes, and kept him plied vnth lust. 

Until his wild blood m the end paused fainting, 

And he lay twitching, drained of all his ivits, — 

But there was ivinc as well working m him, 

Fecbhng his sinews, ’twas not all my doing. 

The snonng fit that came before his death. 

The routing beastly slumber that was my time 
You know it all* Why ask me for the tale^ 
oziAs Comfort her praise her She is strangely ashamed 
Of Holofemes having evilly used her 
A CITIZEN We \snll contrive tlie triumph of our joy 
Into some tunc of words, and bnng thee on, 

Accompamed by smging, to tliy house 
JUDITH I pray you, rather let me go alone 
You will do better to be searching out 
All sharpen’d steel that may take weapon-use. 

Tile Assyrians arc afraid it is your time 

[Thty surround Judilli and go inlfi rer. 

Chorus of Citizens praising Judith and leading her to her house 

Over us and past us go the years. 

Like wind that taketh sound from jubilee 
And aloud flicth nnginv. 

Over us goclh the speed of the >ears, 

Like loud noise ctemally hnnging 
Tlic grc.atncss women hwe done 

Delxirih was great, with her Mimmg 

She hearten’d the men lint the hoi-rs Ind diMuajed; 

Drliomh. the wafe of Inpidoth, alone 

Stood smeing where the men were hornbh ainiui, 

Singing of God in the midu ofTeir, 

When archeit out oflla-'or were 
l„-Uing the land hke gt fhojip-ri. 
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And darkness at noon ^vas plun'^ering the air 
Of the light of the sun’s insulted fires, 

Red darkness covering Sisera’s host 

As JewT) was covered by the Canaanite’s boast: 

For the earth was broken into dust beneath 
The force of his chariots’ thundering tyres, 

Nine hundred chariots of iron. 

Deborah was great in her prophesying; 

But, though her anger moved through tlie Israelites, 
And the loose tribes her indignant crying 
Bound into song, fashion’d to an army; 

And before the measure of her song went flying. 

Like leaves and breakage of the woods 
Fallen into pouring floods. 

The iron and the men of Sisera and Jabin; 

Not by her alone 

God’s punishment was done 

On Canaan intending a monstrous crime, 

On the foaming and poison of the serpent in ^.x^zor; 
Two women were the power of God that time. 

Yea, and siillenly down 
Into its hiding town. 

Even though the lightning were still in its heai 
The broken dragon, drawing in its fury. 

Had croucht to mend its shatter’d malice. 

Had lifted its head again and spat against God. 

But God its endlessly devising brain. 

Its braving spirit, its captain Sisera, 

Into the hands of another woman brought: 

In nets of her persuasion 
She that wild spirit caught. 

She fasten’d up that uncontrollable thought, 

Sisera spake, and the crops were flames; 

Sisera lookt, and blood ran down the door-sills. 

But weary, trusting his entertainment. 

He came to Jael, the Kenite woman; 

A woman who gave him death for a bed. 
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•^d %vith base tools nailed down his murderous head 
Fast to the earth his rage had fed 
With men unreckonably slam 
But than these wonderfully greater, 

Judith, art thou; 

TOie praise of both shall follow hke a shadow 
After thy glory now. 

Who alone the measureless stndmg. 

Tile high ungovem’d hrow. 

Of Assur upon the hdls of the world 
Hast tnpt and sent him hugely shding, 

Like a shot beast, down from lus towenng, 

By his own lamed 
Mightiness hurl’d 
To he a filth m disaster 
Deborah and Jacl, famously named, 

Like rich lands enriching the city their master, 

Bnng thee now tlicir most golden honour 
For the beauty of tliy limbs was found 
By a drcadfuUcr enemy dreadful as the sound 
Of Deborah’s singing, Uiough hers was a song 
That had for its -words thousands of men 
But thou tli^’sclf, looking upon tlicm. 

Didst ivcakcn the AssjTians mortally 
Tlicy tliought It icmb'" to sec ihcc coming. 

They falter’d in their impiousncss, 

Their hearts ga\c in to tlicc, the) went 
Backward before thee and shewed thee the tent 
Wicrc Holofcmcs would ha\c thee in to him, 

Yea, for lus sla>cr waiting, 

\\’aiting thee to entertain. 

Desiring thee, his death, to enjo), ns Jacl 
Waitctl for .SLsera her «lam 

JLDtnt Ilascdoiic' Do sou think 11 now not why jours'i 
Arc 'o delighted round me’ Do sou think 
1 see not what it is >ou prai-e’— not tn>*. 

But sou ^ounelvrs trnimp’nne m me .am] osar i ic 
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A CITIZEN. Did we kill Holofcrnes? 

JUDITH. nor I. 

That corpse was not his deatli. He is alive, 

And will be till there is no more a world 
Filled with his hidden hunger, waiting for souk 
That ford the monstrous waters of the world. 

Alive in you is Holofemes now, 

But fed and rejoicing; I have filled your hunger. 

Yea, and alive in me: my spirit hath been 
Enjoyed by the lust of the world, and I am changed 
Vilely by the vile thing that clutcht on me. 

Like sulphurous smoke eating into silver. 

Your song is all of this, this your rejoicing; 

You have good right to circle me with song I 
You are the world, and you have fed on me. 

A CITIZEN. We are the world; yes, but the world for ever 
Honouring thee. 

JUDITH. How am I honoured so, 

If I no honour have for the world, but rather 
Hold it an odious and traitorous thing. 

That means no honour but to those whose spirits 
Have yielded to its ancient lechery? — 

Defiled, defiled! 

A cmzEN. Thou wert moved by our grief: 

Was that a vile thing? 

JUDITH. That was the cunning world. 

It moved me by your grief to give myself 
Into the pleasure of its ravenous love. 

A cmzEN. Judith, if thy hot spirit beareth still 
Indignant suffering of villainy, 

Think, that thou hast no wrong from it. Such things 

Are in themselves dead, and have only life 

From what lives roimd them. And aroxmd thee glory 

Lives and will force its splendour on the harm 

Thy punty endured, making it shine 

Like diamond in sunlight, as before 

Unviolated it could not. 
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JUDITH Ay, to you 

I doubt not I seem admirable now, 

Worthy of being sung in loudest praise; 

But to myself how seem I? 

A CITIZEN Surely as one 

Whose chanty -went down the stairs of hell, 

And barter’d with the fiends thy sacrcdest 
For our dehverance 

JUDITH. And that you praise ' — 

I was a virgin spint. Whence I come 
I know not, and I care not whither I go 
One fearful knowledge holds me tliat I am 
A spint 'walkmg dangerously here 
For the world covets me. I am alone. 

And made of something which the i\orld has not. 
Unless Its substance can devour my spirit. 

And It hath devoured me! In Holofcmcs 
It seized me, fed on me, and then gibed on me, 

Witli show of his death scoffing at my rage, — 

His death' — He lay there, drunken, glutted with me. 
And his bare falchion hung beside tlic lied, — 

Look on It, and look on tlie blood I made 
Go pouring thunder of plc.TSure through his brain' — 
And like a mad dung hitting at die madness 
Thronging upon it in a gnnning rout, 

I my defilement smote, that Holofcmcs 
But docs a manne kill die fren/y in him. 

When with lius fists he beats the cinmbcnng fiends 
Tliat swarm against his liml>s> N'o more did I 
Kill m> dcfilcincnt, it was fist waihin me, 

And like a frcnr> can go out of me 
And dress its hideous motions in iii> world 
For when I come Iwck here, liehnid the thing 
I murdcrctl in die c-ainp leaps up .and stIIs’ 

Tlic carrion Holofcmes, tin defilrMeju, 

Daiiees .a truimph rourd me, naan and tei j cn. 
Q,mckcnr<l to Iittndrcvlt r*'e\iilt live- 


=49 



3 VIRGINITY AND PERFECTION 

A CITIZEN. God help thee in this wildness ! Are we then 
As Holofernes to thee? 

JUDITH. You are naught 

But the defilement that is in me now, 

Rejoicing to be lodged safely within me. 

You are the lust I entertained, rejoicing 
To wreak itself upon my purity. 

The stratagems of my ravishment you are. 

Rejoicing that the wiU. you serve has dealt 
Its power on me. O, I hate you not. 

You and your crying grief should have blown past 
My heart like wind shaking a fasten’d casement. 

But I must have you in. Myself I loathe 
For opening to you, and thereby opening 
To the demon which had set you on to whine 
Pitiably in the porches of my spirit. 

You are but noise; but he is the lust of the world. 

The infinite wrong the spirit, the virgin spirit. 

Must fasten against, or be for ever vile. 

A CITIZEN. But is it naught that we, the folk of God, 
Are safe by thee? 

JUDITH. God hath his own devices. 

But I would be God’s helper’ I would be 
Known as the woman whom his strength had chosen 
To ruin the Assyrians ! — O my God, 

How dreadfully thou punishest small sins ! 

If it is thou who punishest; but rather 
It is that, when we slacken in perceiving 
The world’s intent towards us, and fatally. 

Enticed out of suspicion by fair signs. 

Go from ignoring its proposals, down 
To parley, — thou our weakness dost permit. 

In aU my days I from the greed of the world 
Virginal have kept my spirit’s dwelling, — 

Till now; yea, all my being I have maintained 
Sacredly my o^vn possession; for love 
But made more beautiful and more divine 
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My spint’s ownership And yet no warning, 

When I infatuate went down to be 
Procuress of myself to the world’s desire, 

Did God blaze on my bhndness, no rebuke 
Therefore I am no more my virgin own. 

But hatefuUy, unspeakably, the world’s 

To these now I belong, they took me and used me. 

I have no pndc to live for, and why else 
Should one stay hving, if not joyfully proud? 

For I have yielded now, mercilessly 
IVhat IS makes foolish nothing of what was 
To know the world, for aU its graspmg hands, 

For all Its heat to utter its pent nature 
Into the souls diat must go fanng through it, 

Avaihng nothing against punty. 

Made always like rebeUion trodden under, — 

By this was life a noble labour Now 
I have been persuaded mto the world’s pleasure 
And now at last I wdl all certainly 
Contrive for myself the dcatli of Holofcmcs 

\Ozias comes behind her and catches the lifted falchion. 
JODrni It was well done, Ozxas 
oziAS I have uatcht 

Thy anguish grouang, and I looKt for this 
jUDrm Tliou knowest me better than I know mj'self 
What mo\cs in me is strange and uncontrolled, 

That once 1 thought was ruled tliou knew’st me better — 
Indeed tliou must forgive me, what was I 
To take so bitterly tliy suit’ What nght 
Had 1 to give thee anger, when thou wouldn 
Brighten thy hopcles’: death with me cnjo> cd, 

I, even from that anger, going to lie 
Holoremc?.’ pleasure?— lliou I newest me better, 

And therefore shah forj'ivc me. Av, no doubt 
Mv spirit nnsweted ihee so fiercely then 
IVcwisc it felt thee leading me anglit. 

How .a mere bragging w is iiiy putltv. 
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Blind vision of virginity’s mightiness, 

Did chide the exclamation in your hearts. 

And tliink not you have seen, in Judith’s grief. 
Virginity drown’d in the pouring world. 

For what is done is naught; what is, is all: 

And Judith is virginity’s appointed. 

Even by her injury she showeth us, 

As fire by violence may be revealed. 

How sovereign is virginity. — 

But let us now consult what way her grief, 
Which is not to be understood by us, 

May spend itself, with naught to urge its power. 
Let us within our walls keep close this tale. 
Close as the famine and the thirst were kept 
Devouring us by the Assyrians. 

Let there be no news going through the land 
Out of Bethulia but this: that we 
At Judith’s hands had our deliverance. 

But she from Holofemes and his crew 
Unwilling and astonisht reverence. 

As they were men with minds opprest by God. 
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he Even as a wnd that hasteth round the world 
From out cold hours fill’d ■with shadow of eartli, 

To pour ahght against the risen sun, 

So unto thee adonng, out of its shadow 
Floweth my spirit, into the hght of thee 
Which Beauty is, and Joy From my oum fate. 
From out the darkness wherein long I fared 
Worshipping stars and morsels of the hght, 

Tlirough doors of golden morning now I pass 
Into the great whole hght and perfect day 
Of shining Beauty, open to me at last 
Yea, into thee now do I pass, beloved 
Beauty and thou arc mine' 

she And I am tliinc' 

I am desirable to my desire 

Thence am I clean as immortality 

With Beauty and Joy, tlic fiery power of Beauty 

HE And by my spirit m.adc marvellous here by thee. 
Poured out all clear into tlic gold of thee, 

Not mj'self only do I know, I have 
Golden wtliin me Uic whole fate of mm, 

That c\er) flesh and soul belongs to one 
Continual jops. ■mi ravishment, whose end 
Is here, m this perfection Now I Jnow — 

For all my speculation soareth up, 

A bird taking ctrnuty for air, — 

Now being nii\t with thee, m the biimiii,: midst 
OrUcauty forms 'Ciise and mind anti soul,— 
lliat life h ith highesi gone wliuli hath inrrtjo). 

Tor like great wings fon-rfiilly «intting air 
And dnsing it nlon” in ntsiiin ' river, 

Desire ofjo) lie its iniiJitiK pub ti ; forw tr,l 
Tlie svoiM’i one nuure, am! alt the l'v~c l.sn t' 
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Carried and greatly streaming on a gale 
Of craving, swept fiercely along in beauty; — 

Like a great weather of wind and shining sun. 

When the airs pick up whole huge waves of sea. 
Grumble them in their grasp and high aloft 
Sow them glittering, a white watery dust, 

To company with light: so we are driven 
Onward and upward in a wind of beauty, 

Until man’s race be welded by its joy 
Into some high incomparable day, 

Where perfectly delight may know itself, — 

No longer need a strife to know itself, 

Only by its prevailing over pain. 

SHE. Beloved, but no pain may strive with us. 

HE. No, for we are flo\vn far ahead of life: 

The feet of our Spirit have wonderfully trod 
The dangers of the rushing fate of life, 

As summer-searching birds tread with their rvings 
Mountainous surges in the air. But many, 

Not strongly fledge to ride the world’s great rapture. 
Must break, doVkTi fallen into steep confusion, 

Where we climb easily and tower with joy. 
Nevertheless doth life foretell in us 
How it shall all make seizure at the leist 
Upon this height of ecstasy, this fort 
Life like an army storms: Captains we are 
In the great assault; and where we stand alone 
Within these hours, built like establisht flames 
Round us, at long last aU man’s life shall stand 
At peace with joy, wearing delighted sense 
As meadows wear their golden pleasure of flowers. 
Certain my heart dwells in these builded hours, 
That there is no more beauty beyond thee. 

Thou art my utter beauty; and — behold 
The marvel, God in Heaven 1 — I am thine. 
Therefore we know, in this height-guarded place 
"Wfliereto the speed of our desire hath brought us; 
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Here in this safety crowTung, like a fort 
Built upon topmost peaks, the height of beauty, — 
We know to be glad of life as %sc were gods 
Timelcssly glad of deity, yea, to enjoy 
Fleshly, spintual Being till the smft 
Torrent of glee (as hurled star-dust can change 
Dim earthly weather to a moment like the sun,) 
Doth startle life to sclf-adonng godhead, — 

Divine body of Power and dmne 

Burning soul of Light and self-desire 

And having given ourselves all to amazement, 

We arc made like a prophes^nng song 
Of life all joy, a bride in tlie arms of God — 

Yea, God shall marry his people at the last, 

And every man and ivoman who has sA\om 
That only joy can make this Being sacred, 
kVeaves at the w cdding-garmcnt 
SHE Ah, m\ bclo\cd, 

Fcclcst thou too diat out of earth and time 
We arc transgressing into Heavcnl) hours’ 

Or, threading the dark worldlj multitude 
And making lightning of its path, there comes 
A zeal from God posung along our h\cs 
iir For some eternal puhe haUi chosen us, 

Some dmne anger beats within our hearts 
siir Anger? But hm\ fir off is love from anger' 
iir Nay, both belong tojo), jo>'s kind is twnm 
And close as in the pouring of sun-flame 
Arc mingled gloiy of light and fur> of heat, 

Jo) utters its twan radniicc, lose and anger. 

If joy be not indeed all -scred wrath 
Wall circunntmrc, indicnant memorv 
Of iiiltat hath lieen, when the new huu of Cod 
Lxulted umnnciinbis, l>efot; 

Rigours of hw Cistcnrd like err^mg Lihii 

Upon their meamrelris ssom, I fi-ccd them drisr 

riieir rargitig rn o'"<Vhehied Ii'-ih': 

K 
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Through the fixt beating tunc of a circling world. — 

Is not love so? Amazement of an anger 
Against created shape and narrowness? 

The bound rage of the uncreated Spirit 
Whose striving doth impassion us and the world? 

A wrath that thou and I arc not one being? 

SHE. Yes, and not only words that thou and I 
Out of our sexes with a flame’s escape 
Are fashioned into one. The Spirit in us 
Hath, like imagination in a prison, 

Kindled itself free of all boundary, 

So that it hath no room but its own joy, 

Ample as at the first, before it fell 
Into this burthenous habit of a ^vorld. 

What have we now to do with the world? We are 
Made one unworldly thing; we are past the world; 

Yea, and unmade: we are immortality. 

HE. And only fools abominably crazed. 

Those who will set imagination down 
As less in truth than their dim sensual wit, 

Dare doubt that, while these dreams of ours, tliese bodies. 
Still quiver in the world each with its own 
Delight, the great divine wrath of our love 
Hath stricken off from us the place of the world ! 

Yea, as we walk in spiritual freedom 
Upright before the shining face of God, 

Behold, as it were the shadow of our stature 
Thrown by that light, we draw the world behind us, — 
That world wherein, darkly I remember. 

We thought we were eis twain. 

she. Yet, since God means 

That love should sunder our fixt separateness 
And make our married spirits leap together. 

As lightning out of the clouds of sexual flesh. 

Into one sexless undivided joy; 

Why Imth he made us a divided flesh? 

We being single ecstasy, now as strange 
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As if a shado\v stained where no one stood 
Tlic ground in tile noon-glare, scemeth to me 
The long blind time wherein our lives and the ivorld 
Lay strctcht out dark upon the light of heaven, 

Like shadow of some bulk that took the glory, 

WTiile yet tliere stood not over it, to shade 
The splendour from it, our heaven-fronting love, 

Tins great new soul that our two souls ha\e kindled 
Yea, and how like, tliat in the world’s chanec-mcdle}' 
This our exulting destiny had been slam. 

Though here it lords the world as a man his shadow’ 
HE But the world is not chance, except to tliosc 
Most feeble in desire who needeth aught 
Shall have it, if he fill his soul wnth the need 
While still our Ignorant h\es were drowned beneath 
The flooding of the earthly late, and chance 
Seemed pounng mightil) dark and loud between us, 
Unspeakable ness's oft visited our hearts 
We kness each other by desire, } ca, spake 
Out of the strength of darkness flossing o’er us. 

Across the hindering outcry of the ssorld 
One to another sssect desirable things 
Until at last ssc took sudi heavcnl) lust 
Of those unheard messages into our hscs, 

We sscrc made abler tluan the ssorldlv fate. 

We held Its random enniits as frost 

'The storming Norihcni sets, and fastcncsl it 

In hlcncss of our losc's imagining. 

Or as a captain ssith his courage holds 

Tlic mutinous blood of an anny aghast ssith fear. 

And lunketh it unssillmgls dare liis purpose, 

Our lust of lose struck its commandtnrnt sleep 
Into the fross-ard turhiilcnre of w.irld 
Tliat p.irtc<l us Siiddcnls the dirk iimi’* 

C3rfl and ssrnt haekss-ard from lu. •'lul we s'lwl 
Knowing cirh other in .a quirt lu’it. 

And like wise mmic rnai’e of it.a-iv stn-’i's 
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Following and adoring underneath 
Prevailing song, fate lived beneath our love, 

Under the masterful excellent silence of it, ■ 

A multitudinous obedience. 

SHE. Yea, but not this my marvel: not that wc 
Should master with desire the sundering world, 

We who bore in our hearts such destiny, 

There was no force knew to be dangerous 
Against it, but must turn its malice clean 
Into obsequious favour worshipping us. 

Rather hath this astonisht me, that we 
Have not for ever lived in this high hour. 

Only to be twin elements of joy 
In this extravagance of Being, Love, 

Were oru divided natures shaped in twain; 

And to this hoiu the whole world must consent. 

Is it not very marvellous, our lives 
Can only come to this out of a long 
Strange sundering, with the years of tlie world between 
HE. Shall life do more than God? for hath not God 
Striven with himself, when into known delight 
His unaccomplisht joy he would put forth, — 

This mystery of a world sign of Kis striving? 

Else wherefore this, a thing to break the mind 
With labouring in the wonder of it, that here 
Being — the world and we — ^is suffered to be ! — 

But, lying on thy breast one notable day. 

Sudden exceeding agony of love 

Made my mmd a trance of infinite knowledge. 

I was not: yet I saw the will of God 
As light unfashion’d, unendmable flame, 

Interminable, not to be supposed; 

And there wais no more creature except light, — 

The dreadful burning of the lonely God’s 
Unutter’d joy. And then, past telling, came 
Shuddering and division in the light: 

Therein, like trembling, was desire to know 
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Its o\vn perfect beauty; and it became 
A cloven fire, a double flaming, each 
Adorable to each, against itself 
Waging a burning love, which was the world, — 

A moment satisfied in that lovc-stnfc 
I knew the world ! — ^And when I fell from there, 
Tlien knew I also what this life Mould do 
In being livain, — in being man and ivoman I 
For It would do even as its endless Master, 

Making the world, had done, yea, with itself 
Would strive, and for die strife Mould into sex 
Bo cloven, double burning, made llicreb) 

Desirable to itself CkmlrivW joy 
Is sex in life, and by no other thing 
Than by a perfect sundering, could hfe 
Change the dark stream of unnppointcd joy 
To perfect praise of itself, the glee that loves 
And Morships Its OMn Bang This is ours' 

Yet only for diat mc lia'vc been so long 
Sundered desire thence is our life all praise — 

But MC, well knoMing by our strcngdi ofjo) 

Tlicrc IS no sundering more, Iiom far mc loic 
From those sad lives that know a half-love only, 
Alone thereby knounng themselves for ever 
Scaled in division of love, and therefore made 
To pour tlicir strength out always into their love’s 
ricrcciicss, as green wood bleeds its hissing sap 
Into red heal of a fire I Not so do v%c 
The cloven anger, life, hath left to wage 
Its flame agamsi itself, here turned to onr 
•Sclf-adorition — Ah, wlnt comes of this’ 

'Flic joy filters a moment, Midi elmctl Mings 
Wearying in its upward jouinry, err 
Again it goes on high, Ix-iring its •oiig. 

Its delight hmthlnr and its vi'miir Iie.itmg 
Tile high«t height of the air ab<nc the vsorhl 
sill Wliat Inst thou done to iim' — I vsatild hup smi, 


sGi 
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VIRGINITY AND PERFECTION 

Before I knew thee, Love, a captive held 
By flesh. Now, inly delighted wth desire, 

My body knows itself to be nought else 
But thy heart’s worship of me; and my soul 
Therein is sunlight held by warm gold air. 

Nay, all my body is become a song 
Upon the breath of spirit, a love-song. 

HE. And mine is all like one rapt faculty, 

As it were listening to the love in thee, 

My whole mortality trembling to take 
Thy body like heard singing of thy spirit. 

SHE. Surely by this, Beloved, we must know 
Our love is perfect here, — that not as holds 
The common dullard thought, we are things lost 
In an amazement that is all unware; 

But wonderfully knowing what we are ! 

Lo now, that body is the song, whereof 
Spirit is mood, knoweth not our delight? 

Knoweth not beautifully now our love, 

That Life, here to this festival bid come 
Clad in his splendovu of worldly day and night, 
Filled and empower’d by heavenly lust, is aU 
The glad ima^nation of the Spirit? 

HE. Were it not so, Love could not be at all: 
Nought could be, but a yearning to fulfil 
Desire of beauty, by vain reaching forth 
Of sense to hold and understand the vision 
Made by impassion’d body, — ^vision of theel 
But music mixt with music are, in love, 

Bodily senses; and as flame hatii light. 

Spirit this nature hath imagined round it, 

; No way concealed therein, when love comes near. 
Nor in the perfect wedding of desires 
Suffering any hindrance. 

Ah, but now. 

Now am I given love’s eternal secret I 
Yea, thou and I who speak, are but the joy 
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or our for ever mated spmts; but now 
The 'Wisdom of my gladness even through Spint 
Looks, dmnely elate WTio hath for joy 
Our Spirits? 'V\Tio hath imagined them 
Round him in fashion’d radiance of dcsu'c, 

As into hght of these exulting bodies 
Flaming Spirit is uttered? 

HE Yea, here tlic end 

Of love’s astonishment* Now know we Spint, 

And Who, for ease of joy, contnvclh Spint- 
Now all life’s loveliness and poncr i\c have 
Dissolved in this one moment, and our burning 
Games all shining upward, till in us 
Life IS not life, but the desire of God, 

Himself dcsinng and himself accepting 
Now what i^'as prophecy in us is made 
Fulfilment we arc the liour and nc arc the joy, — 

We in our marvcllousncss of single knowledge, — 

Of Spint breaking down tlic room of fate 
And drawing into his hght die greeting fire 
Of God, — God know n m ecstasy of Io\ c 
Wedding himself to utterance of himself 
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1 

Come up, dear chosen morning, come, 

Blessing the air with light, 

And bid the sky repent of being dark: 

Let all the spaces round the world be white, 

And give the earth her green again. 

Into new hours of beautiful delight, 

Out of the shadow where she has lain, 

Bring the earth awake for glee, 

Shining with dews as fresh and clear 
As my beloved’s voice upon the air. 

For now, O morning chosen of all days, on thee 
A wondrous duty lies: 

There was an evening tliat did loveliness foretell^ 
Thence upon thee, O chosen mom, it fell 
To fashion into perfect destiny 
The radiant prophecy. 

For in an evening of young moon, that went 
Filling the moist air with a rosy fire, 

I and my beloved knew our love; 

And knew that thou, O morning, wouldst arise 
To give us knowledge of achieved desire. 

For, standing stricken with astonishment. 

Half terrified in the delight. 

Even as the moon did into clear air move 
And made a golden light, 

Lo there, croucht up against it, a dark hill, 

A monstrous back of earth, a spine 

Of himchM rock, furred with great growth of pine. 

Lay like a beast, snout in its paws, asleep; 

Yet in its sleeping seemed it miserable. 

As though strong fear must always keep 
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Hold of Its heart, and drive its blood m dream 
Yea, for to our nerv love, did it not seem. 

That dark and quiet lengtli of hill. 

The sleeping gnef of tlic world? — Out of it we 
Had like imaginations stept to be 
Beauty and golden ivonder, and for the lo\ ely fear 
Of coming perfect joy, had changed 
Tile terror tliat dreamt there* 

And now the golden moon had turned 
To shining r\hite, white as our souls that burned 
With vision of our prophecy assured 
Suddenly white was the moon, but she 
At once did on a woven modesty 
Of cloud, and soon went in obscured 
And we were dark, and vanisht that strange hill 
But yet It tvas not long before 
Tlierc opened in the sky a narrow door, 

Made wtli pearl hnlcl and pearl sill, 

And tile earth’s night seem’d pressing there, — 

All as a beggar on some fcstn’al would peer, — 

To gaze into a room of light beyond, 

Tlic hidden silver splendour of the moon 
Yea, and \\c also, we 
Long gazed wistfully 
Towards thee, O morning, come at last. 

And towards Uic light that Uiou wilt pour ui>on us soon I 

II 

O soul who still art strange to sense. 

Who often against lieautj woultht oomphm, 

Doubting between JO) and pain 

Ifhlc the startling toiieJi orsomciliing keen 

Avnin't thee, it hath l>ecn 

I'o follow from an upland hclrhl 

riic swifl SUM hunting r.iin 

.\crov« the April meadows ofa pi un. 

Until the ficltli SNOuld flt*h into tlw air 
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Their joyous green, like emeralds alight; 

Or when in tlie blue of night’s mid-noon 

The burning naked moon 

Draws to a brink of cloudy weather near, 

A breadth of snow, firm and soft as a wing, 

Stretcht out over a wind that gently goes, — 

Through the white sleep of snow^ cloud there grows 
An azure-border’d shining ring, 

The gleaming dream of the approaching joy of her; — 

What now wilt thou do, Soul? What now. 

If with such things as these troubled thou wert? 

How wilt thou now endure, or ho^v 
Not now be strangely hurt? — 

When ntter beauty must eome closer to thee 
Than even anger or fear could be; 

When thou, like metal in a kiln, must lie 
Seized by beauty’s mightily able flame; 

Enjoyed by beauty as by the ruthless glee 

Of an unescapable power; • 

Obeying beauty as air obeys a cry; 

Yea, one thing made of beauty and thee. 

As steel and a white heat arc made the same ! 

— Ah, but I know how this infirmity 
Will fail and be not, no, not memory. 

When I begin the marvellous hour. 

This only is my heart’s strain’d eagerness, 

Long waiting for its bliss. — 

But from those other fears, from tltose 
That keep to Love so close. 

From fears that are the shadow of delight. 

Hide me, O joys; make them unknown to-night! 

Ill 

Thou bright God that in dream earnest to me last night. 
Thou with the flesh made of a golden light. 

Knew I not thee, thee and thy heart. 

Knew I not well, God, who thou wert? 
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Yea, and my soul di%dncly understood 
The hght that ^vas beneath thee a ground, 

The golden hght that cover’d thee round, 

Turning my sleep to a fiery mom. 

Was as a heavenly oath tlicrc sivom 
Promising me an immortal good 

Well I knew thee, God of Marriages, thee and thy flame! 
Ah, but wherefore beside thee came 
That fearful sight of anotlicr mood ^ 

YTiy in thy light, to thy hand chained, 

Towards me its bondage tcmbly strained, 

AVhy came with thee that dreadful hound, 

The wuld hound Fear, black, ravenous and gaunt? 

Wliy him with thee should thy dear hglit surround’ 

\NTiy broughtest thou that beast to liaunt 
The blissful footsteps of my golden dream? — 

All shadoiv)' black the bod> dread. 

All frenzied fire the head, — 

Tlic hunger of its moulli a hollow crimson flame, 

The hatred in its eyes a blaze 

Fierce and green, stabbing the rudd) glaze, 

And sharp white jetting fire the teeth snarl’d at me, 

And while the dnbbhng rage of froth, — 

A throat that gaped to bay and paws working \aolcntlj, 
Yet soundless all as a winging moth. 

Tugging towards me, famishing for my heart, — 

Even while thou, O golden god, wert still 
Looking the lieaiitiful kindness of th) smII 
Into my soul, esen then must I be, 

^Vith thv bnght promtsc looking at me, 

Tlicn bittcrh of tint hound afraid’ — 

Darkness, 1 know, attendeth bnght. 

And light contrs not but shadow comes 
And heart must know, if it know ih) hght, 

'Jliv Wild hound Fear, the shadow of lo.r’s dchvht 
Yea, IS It tints’ Are we 'o made 
Of death .and darkness, diat earn tlvni, 
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O golden God of the joys of love, 

Thy mind to us canst only prove, 

The glorious devices of tliy mind, 

By so revealing how tliy journeying here 
Through this mortality, doth closely bind 
Thy brightness to the shadow of dreadful Fear? — 
Ah no, it shall not bcl Tliy joyous light 
Shall hide me from tlie hunger of fear to-night. 

IV 

For wonderfully to live I notv begin; 

So that the darkness which accompanies 
Our being here, is fasten’d up within 
The power of Light that holdcth me; 

And from these shining chains, to sec 
My joy tvith bold misliking eyes. 

The shrouded figure ■will not dare arise. 

For henceforth, from to-night, 

I am wholly gone into the bright 
Safety of the beauty of love; 

Not only all my waking vigours plied 
Under the searching glory of love. 

But knowing myself tvith love all satisfied 
Even when my life is hidden in sleep; 

As high clouds, to themselves that keep 
The moon’s white company, are all possest 
SUverly with the presence of their guest; 

Or as a darken’d room 
That hath within it roses, whence the air 
And quietness are taken everywhere 
Deliciously by sweet perfume. 
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What shall wc do for Love these da^'s^ 
How shall we make an altar-blaze 
To smite the homy eyes of men 
With the renown of our Heaven, 

And to the unbelievers prove 
Our service to our dear god, Love^ 

What torches shall wc lift above 
The crowd tliat pushes through tlie mire. 
To amaze the dark heads wath strange firc^ 
I should tliink I were much to blame. 

If never I held some fragrant flame 
Above the noises of the w'orld, 

And openly ’mid men’s hurrying stares, 
Worship t before the sacred fears 
That arc like flashing curtains furl’d 
Across the presence of our lord Love 
Nay, would that I could fill the gaze 
Of the whole earth with some great praise 
Made m a marvel for men’s c) cs, 

Some tower of glittenng masonnes. 

Therein such a spirit flourishing 
Men should see what my heart can sing. 

All that Lxnc hath done to me 
Built into stone, a vnsiblc glee. 

Marble earned to gleaming height 
As mo\ed aloft b) inwartl delight, 

Not as with toil of chisels hewn, 

But seeming porsed in a might) tune. 

1 or of all ihose who hate liccn knowm 
To lodge with our 1 md ho-t, the sun. 

I envt' one forjuM one thing. 

In Cortlota of the M'xin 

Tlicre dwelt a pa'^ion-minded King, 

^\hn set great Inmli of matble.hrw cn 
To fa«hion lit' he.ut’s that ko'itin'; 
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EPILOGUE: DEDICATION 

In a tall palace, shapen so 

All the wondering world might know 

The joy he had of his Moorish lass. 

His love, that brighter and larger was 
Than the starry places, into firm stone 
He sent, as if the stone were glass 
Fired and into beauty blown. 

Solemn and invented gravely 
In its bulk the fabric stood, 

Even as I^ovc, that trusteth bravely 
In its own exceeding good 
To be better than the waste 
Of time’s devices; grandly spaced. 
Seriously the fabric stood. 

But over it all a pleasure went 
Of carven delicate ornament, 

Wreathing up like ravishment. 
Mentioning in sculptures twined 
The blitheness Love hath in his mind; 
And like delighted senses were 
The %vindows, and the columns there 
Made the following sight to ache 
As the heart that did them make. 

Well I can see that shining song 
Flowering there, the upward throng 
Of porches, pillars and -windowed walls. 
Spires like piercing panpipe calls. 

Up to the rooFs snow-cloud flight; 

All glancing in the Spanish light 
White as water of arctic -tides. 

Save an amber daizzle on sunny sides. 
You had said, the radiant sheen 
Of that palace might have been 
A yoimg god’s fantasy, ere he came 
His serio-us worlds and suns to firame; 
Such an immortal passion 
Quiver’d among the slim hewn stone. 
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And in the nights it seemed a jar 
Cut in the substance of a star, 

Wherein a wine, that will be poured 
Some time for feasting Heaven, was stored. 

But iwthin this fretted shell. 

The wonder of Love made visible. 

The King a pnvatc gentle mood 
There placed, of pleasant quietude 
For nght amidst there was a court. 

Where always rauskdd silences 
Listened to water and to trees. 

And h^bage of all fragrant sort, — 
Lavender, lad’s-lovc, rosemary, 

Basil, tansy, centaury, — 

Was the grass of that orcliard, hid 
Love’s amazements all amid 
Jarring tlic air wth rumour cool. 

Small fountains played into a pool 
Witli sound as soft as the barley’s hiss 
WHicn Its beard just sprouting is, 

\S’hencc a young stream, that trod on moss, 
Prettily nmplcd the court across 
And in the pool's clear idleness, 

Moving like dreams through happiness, 
Shoals of small bnght fishes Mere, 

In .and out Mccd-tluckcts bent 
Perch and carp, and sauntering went 
With mounchmg jaws and c)cs a-siarc. 

Or on a lotus leaf would crawl 
A bnndcd loach to bask and sprawl, 
T.asting the warm sun ere it dipt 
Into the water, hut quid, .as fc.ar 
Back his shininv browai head siqit 
To crouch on the gr.asd of his lair, 

\Vherc Uie cooled 5uiil>eatns b'oke in wrack, 
Sjult shatirr’d gold alsout hi» hack 
So wathin that green veiled air. 
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Within that white-wall quiet, where 
Innocent water thought aloud, — 

Childish prattle diat must make 
The wise sunlight with laughter shake 
On the leafage overbowed, — 

Often the King and his love-lass 
Let the delicious hours pass. 

All the outer world could see 
Graved and sawn amazingly 
Their love’s delighted riotisc, 

Fixt in marble for all men’s eyes; 

But only these twain could abide' 

In the cool peace that withinside 
Thrilling desire and passion dwelt; 

They only knew the still meaning spelt 
By Love’s flaming script, which is 
God’s word written in ecstasies. 

And where is now that palace gone, 

All the magical skill’d stone. 

All the dreaming towers wrought 
By Love as if no more than thought 
The unresisting marble was? 

How could such a wonder pass? 

Ah, it was but built in vain 
Against the stupid horns of Rome, 

That pusht down into the common loam 
The loveliness that shone in Spain. 

But we have raised it up again! 

A loftier palace, fairer fax. 

Is ours, and one that fears no war. 

Safe in marvellous walls we are; 
Wondering sense like builded fires. 

High amazement of desires. 

Delight and certainty of love. 

Closing around, roofing above 
Our unapproacht and perfect hour 
Within the splendours of love’s power. 
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MARY AND THE BRAMBLE 


TO MY MOTHER 

T he great blue ceremony of the air 

Did a new morrow for the earth prepare, 

The silver troops of mist were almost crept 

Back to the streams where through the day diey slept, 

And, high up on his tower of song, the glad 

Galloping wings of a lark already had 

A message from the sun, to give bnght warning 

That he would shortly make a golden morning 

It \s’as a dawn when the year is earliest 

Mary, in her rapt girlhood, from her rest 

Came for the hour to wash her soul Nou she 

Beheld, with c>cs hkc the rain-shadov cd sea. 

Of late an urgency disturb tlic world, 

Her tliought tliat, hkc a curtain \ndc unfurl’d 
With stir of a hurr>’ing throng against it prest, 

Seen things flutter’d uitli spiritual haste 
Behind them, as a rush of winged zeal 
Made wlh its gusty passage shiver and reel. 

Like a loose wcatang, all the work of sense 
Surcl) not alwaj's could such vehemence 
Of Spirit stay all shrouded in the green 
Appearance of earth’s knowledgeable inien* 

A^, sec tliLS morning trembling like a sail' 

Can it still hold Uic strain^ must it not fill 
E\en now ’ for lo how it doth thnil and l>^nd' 

Will not, ns a tom clotii, nrih’s season rend 
Before this slialing wand of Heascirs sj>s-etl. 

And show her God’s olKnlienres indeesl 
Burning along lieliind it? Ncstt sti 
t\'as such a frsrr in the fnil earth sei 
I5\ thfve hid ihronrs p'ointe Ijehind it‘ \rtl‘ 
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Unfearing were her eyes; yet would tlicy quail 
A little when the curtain seemed nigh tom, 

The shining weft of kind clcar-wcathcr’d morn, 

In pressure of near Spirit forcing it. 

And as she walkt, the marvel would permit 
Scarce any love for the earth’s delighted dress. 

Through meadows flowering with happiness 
Went Mary, feeling not the air tliat laid 
Honours of gentle dew upon her head; 

Not that the sun now loved with golden stare 
The marvellous behaviour of her hair, 

Bending with finer swerve from off her brow 
Than water which relents before a prow: 

Till in the shining darkness many a gleam 
Of secret bronze-red lustres answered him. 

The Spirit of Life vaunted, itself: ‘Ho ye 
Who wear the Heavens, now look down to me ! 

I too can praise. My dark encumberment 
Of earth, whereinto I w£is hardly sent, 

I have up-wielded as the fire wields flame, 

And turned it into glory of God’s name: 

Till now a praise as good as yours I can. 

For now my speech, the long-stammer’d being of Man, 
Rises into its mightiest, sweetest word.’ 

Not vain ids boast; for seemly to the Lord, 

Blue-robed and yellow-kerchieft, Mary went. 

There never was to God such worship sent 
By any angel in the Heavenly ways, 

As this that Life had utter’d for God’s praise, 

This girlhood — as the service that Life said 
In the beauty and the manners of this maid. 

Never the harps of Heaven played such song 
As her grave walking through the grasses long. 

Yea, out of Jewry came the proof in her 
That the angel Life was God’s best worshipper. 

Now in her vision’ d walk beside a brake 



MARY AND THE BRAMBLE 
Is Mary passing, wherein brambles make 
A tangled mahce, grown to such a nddle 
That any gnmness crouching m the rmddle 
Were not espied Bewildered was the place, 
lake a brain fuU of folly and disgrace, 

And tvith Its thorny toils it seemed to be 
A naughty heart devising cruelty 
Ready it was wth all its small keen spite 
To catch at anythmg that walkt upnght, 
Although a michmg weasel safely went 
Therethrough And close to this entanglement. 
This little world out of unkindncss made. 

With eyes beyond her path young Mary strayed. 
As an unheeded bramble’s reach she crost, 

Her breast a spiny smew did accost 

"Witli eager thorns, tcanng her dress to seize 

And harm her hidden white virgmiucs 

To it she spake, svith such a gentle air 

That die tiling might not clioose but nnsiscr her 

‘\\Tiat meanest tliou, O Bramble, 

So to hurt my breast? 

Why IS thy sharp cruelly 
Against my heart prest^ ’ 

‘How can I help, O Mar) , 

Dealing isound to thee’ 

Tliou hast Hca\ cn's fi\ our 
I am mortnht) ’ 

‘If I, \sho am ill) sister. 

Am in Heasen’s lose, 

If It be so, then should it not 
lliec to pHdnns move’ ' 

'Nn), 111), it mosc' n'c only 
Quirtls to ss -ill. 

Till I can surds *rtrr ths ^•‘'^rt 
In ms ts\ iititn; hate ’ 
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‘Ah, thou hast pierced my paps, bramble. 
Thy tliorns are in my blood; 

Tell me for why, thou cruel growth, 

Thy malice is so rude.’ 

‘Thou art looking, Mary, 

Beyond the world to be: 

If I cannot grapple thee down to tlic world, 
I can injure thee.’ 

‘Ah, thy wicked daggers now 
Into my nipple cling: 

It is like guilt, so to be held 
In. thy harsh fingering.’ 

The little leaves were language still, 

And gave their voice to Mary’s will; 

But tUl the bramble’s word was said, 
Thoms clutcht hard upon the maid. 

‘Yes, like guilt, for guilt am I, 

Sin and wrong and misery. 

For thy heart guilt is fechng; 

Hurt for which there is no healmg 
Must the bramble do to thee. 

If thou wilt not guilty be. 

Know’st thou me? These nails of hate 
Are the fastenings of the weight 
Of substance which thy God did bind 
Upon thy upward-meaning mind. 

Life has greatly sworn to be 
High as the brows of God in thee; 

But I am heaviness, and I 

Would hold thee down from being high. 

Thou thyself by thy straining 

Hast made my weight a wicked thing; 

Here in the bramble now I sit 

And tear thy flesh with the spines of it. 
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Yet into my desires come, 

And like a worshippmg bndegroom 
I will turn thy life to dream, 

All delicious love to seem 

But if in Heaven God shall wear 

Before any worship there 

Tliy Spirit, and Life boasteth this, 

Thou must break through the injuries 
And shames I will about thee ivind, 

The hooks and thickets of my kind, 

The whole earth’s nature tvill come to be 
FuU of my purpose against thee 
Yea, worse than a bramble’s handling, men 
Shall use thy bosom, Mary, then 
And yet I know that by these scars 
I make thee better than tlic stars 
For God to wear, and Uiou wdt ride 
On the lusts that have dice tned, 

The murders that fell short of thee, 

Like chanoting m a victory. 

Like shafted horses thou wilt drive 
The crimes Uiat I on earth made thrive 
Against thee, into Heaven to draw 
Thy soul out of my heinous law 
But now in midst of mj grow th thou art. 
And I have thee bj the heart. 

And closer shall I scirc on dice 
Even dian tlib, a gallows-tree 
Shall bear a bramble-coil on high, 

Tlicn twasted about tlij soul am I, 

Then a wathc of wall is bound 
Strangling th) ver) ghost around ‘ 


Homcvvanl went Marv, iiuialng frarfiill) 
'llic blmhng liadgcs of that cnirJt) 

Now clover spiritual turbulence wlnrlrd 
Ac.uim her lilmv vmon of the world. 
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Which was like shaken silk, so gravely leant 
The moving of that throng’d astonishment 
On the far side: the time was near at hand 
When Gabriel with the fiery-flower’d wand 
Would part the tissue of her bodily ken, 

And to the opening all God’s shining men 
Would crowd to watch the message lliat he took 
To earthly life: ‘Hail, Mar>% that dost look 
Delightful to the Lord; I bid thee kno^v 
That answering God’s o\m love thy womb shall tliroc. 

THE INNOCENTS 

N ight had squander’d over the glowing air 

The thousands of her stars. A slender \voman 
Smiled at them as she hurried from the farm, 

After the long day of a widow’s toil: 

With her heart planning eager things at home. 
Smiling she faced the loft of Syrian night, 

As if her mind knew how to match itself 
With those blue depths and that immortal trance 
Of blissful fire, the stars of Palestine. 

‘You cannot look me down! Here on the earth 
Stumbling and tired and unnoticeable 
I go; and you are bright and endless heaven. 

Yet I can live as measureless as you, 

O darkness, in the sorrow of my love; 

And sxuely in my love’s delight my heart 
Gan mock the whitest of your quivering stars. 

Death is as great as you; and I am love 
Whose region now is death — O emptiness 
About me where my longing for my lover 
Glows dark and boxmdless as your infinite blue! — 
Ah, but as well and in the midst of this. 

My life is like the clustering of starlight 
In silver dances of its fiery glee: 
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My shining life adoring with its love 
The httle laughmg son my lover gave me 

0 mght, burning joy and room unendmg, 

1 know where you are equalled, I that am 
Love of a lover dead and a son hvmg'’ 

By this there should have been a golden eye 
Of candle-light ivatching for her approach 
But there was only night m front of her 
The house ivas dark, a piece of blacker mght. 

And mght of a more jealous sdence held 

About Its walls, and was shockt by her steps 

She felt it did not know her, such a blank 

It stood, a rapt and heedless thing But quick 

To push the door she was, and stand ivithin 

Listening, and for one tick of her heart 

It seemed the mood of the house at the sur she made 

Shrank olf and shudder’d away from her, and then 

Came sctding back and closed over her brain 

And at once gentleness of outdoor dark 

With all Its casing of the sense of things. 

Alter’d to graver darkness, loading on her. 

Pressing dowi as duck as deep-sea water 

But she was hungry for her hour She sloopl 
To peer into the room, and held her arms 
Ready to oatch the boy running to her 

‘You arc both %ciy still' Is diis to be 
A hiding game’ Where arc >ou, hide dccener’ 
buccthcart, just one Hugh' and home in a pounce 
I'll track jour soicc, tn) minim of the ro^ur" 

Out widi i jump, friglitcn me' — -Moiher, vherr ti he’ 
ISlierc arc sou, mother’ — Gone’ 'ITica can’t l>c to le'" 

She jirrted fonwrd, but her moiber’s s-oirc 
Spoke from the bark of the room, srrs lo-<. 
knd cATti. a tone that tool her In the it. 
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‘Be careful. Make a light before you move, 

Else you may trip 

‘How can I make a light? 
The tinder-box must be by you. Quick, strike’. 

Has he been harmed?’ 

‘Near me, yes: I forgot. 

Keep where you are: wait for the light; I’m bound 
To fumble, with this wicked cramp in me. 

I’ve harden’d into an image, sitting here 
So long. And I’m not ready for you yet. 

I was just trying over what I’ld say.’ 

‘How was he hurt? Have you put him to bed?’ 

‘I teU you, wait; not an inch nearer, girl ! 

It glows at last. Now for these doddering hands 
To manage with the candle. And I hope 
God wxU be with your heart as web. as mine.’ 

The faint light hung in a ball of yellow haze 
Hovering larger and larger roimd the flame; 

And when the room was full of it, she saw 
Where the boy lay. Right at her feet he lay. 

Naked, with open eyes, speared in the breast. 

Her throat lockt rigid on her shrieking breath. 
When her stunn’d heart could feel its terrible beating. 
She found herself huddled down on the floor. 

Nursing her cold boy close against the warmth 
Where not long since he fed. Her blacken’d mind 
Now heard her mother speaking, like a drift 
Of talk floating out of a lofty window. 

‘It was the soldiers. They had made them dr unk . 
And some were laughing drunk; but most were wild. 
As if they drove themselves to shouting fury 
For fear they’ld be afraid; and there was one 
Who cried and cried like broken-hearted madness. 

“I can’t be doing this,” he said, “not this”; 
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And it ^vas he that snatcht the boy from me. — 

And then the laughers and the swearers ran 
Out of the house like men escaping fire, 

Sweanng and laughing still, and he alone 
Stayed crying here, looking on what he’d done, 

And saying still, “I can’t do things like this ” ’ 

‘But why'^ why’ What has come to the world’’ 
‘Messiah has come ’ 

‘Wdl you jeer at me’ 

My baby murder’d, and Messiah come?’ 

‘Messiah has come this is the sign of it ’ 

‘You crazy woman, this’ And is that ivhy 
You let tlie fiends catch my beautiful darhng’’ 

‘It IS m the stars Messiah is bom in Jc\\Ty 
And because he is bom, no one can tell where, 

Herod is angry and sends his soldiers out 
Evcrjnvhcrc killing Jewish boj-s, and I 
All afternoon must look at our beloved 
Lying dead, with his frighten’d open eyes 
Wondering at me But Messiah has come , 

Ay, somewhere now the woman lives whose son 
‘ Is the Messiah and we must call her blessed 

God will take care of her none of Herod's soldiers 
AVill gash her son, and when he males ihc earth 
His kingdom, in dial sabbath of the world 
This miser) of ours will be forgotlcn ' 

‘O be quiet! I do not want Mcssiili 
1 want 111) 1)0), my litilc nimble !>o), 

^Varm and hv mg and laughing. Wc did not need 
Messnh to change the world for u$ the world 
^\'o^lld have been ours, wc would ln\c made it our* 

M\ darling and I would liavr known how to love 
Our life together ofjov .and gnef in the world, 

As if It were 1 miuic we wrrr ni-ikiitg. 

But she imi't murder him with Iter Mn^tah, 

'Hivt womin' Si that she in iv I*.- ihr on* 
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All tile half-hearted lives bless for Messiah, 

He must be murder’d, my busy little dancer. 

What good to me will be Messiah’s kingdom? 

But let it be holiness mounting to heaven, 

I wall go with it; bitterly into heaven 
rU haunt it; it shall never be rid of me; 

It shall remember what it has done to me, 

My voice shall be an injury to it for ever.’ 

THE DEATH OF A FRIAR 

S o they would leave him there to die alone. 

Why trouble more? All they could do was done; 
Nothing but senseless breathing now remained 
Of what the man had been. If death disdained 
To notice his surrender, why should they. 

Who never noticed yet the humble way 
He had of living, dawdle to attend 
Upon his humble dying to its end? 

The unregarded serviceable man 
Was finisht; any common coal that can 
No longer heat the furnace w£is like him: 

A cinder haimted by a twittering, dim, 

Forsaking mutter of small, plucking flame. 

And how long might it be, before there came 
Negligent death contemptuously to bless 
This lingering stir of mortal wretchedness 
With one resolving touch, and on him cast 
Mercy of cold and quietude at last? 

The unregarded man had served his tmm; 

Some flickering roimd the cinder still might bxnn, 
But ’twas a life dismisst: smely alone 
He could be left to die. 

When they were gone 

Death came; but not in manner as they thought. 

Suddenly he was awake and staring, wrought 
Out of his lethargy to expect amazing 
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Presences there, by summons of a blazmg 
White and unspeakable astonishment, 

That iwth a shatter like the hghtmng rent 
The drow’sy darkness of his dying mind 
His kindled spmt gazed abroad, to find 
His cell a miracle the magmficcncc 
Of taivny fire crimson’d round him, whence 
Gleam of dehcious green played among blue, 

Like heavenly flashes globed in sunlit dc\\ , 

And the air chimed, and changing fragrances 
Were coolly fanned about him, as a breeze 
Made by a pulse of great invisible wings 
Drove spirits of flowers m sweet squandenngs 

Then tliose he expected came and first tlic Queen 
Of Heaven, m all the joyful light of green 
Moving that ever glowed in grass or glanced 
From falling water, and every blue entranced 
In summer bliss of deep seas, and the height 
Of air from April noon to June midnight 
So m her paradise she came, and shed 
The colour of its climate round his bed 
But fire, and mighty fire, attended her, 

Tlircc tranquil majesties of fire, and vlicrc 
Tlicir golden pacing trod, there was no ground, 

But gulf; for dounvard without end or hound 
Vacanev open’d undenirath Uieir snuon, 

And darkness of the world's nnniinhtion 
Tlicrc bunicd more blinding than their lute-hot w mgs 
Thus on the empty \anishing of things 
Tlic angcLs stood, Mar>', obediences, 

In fiery rink behind her loschiicss, 

ComjKiscd and patient their mnnornl rril; 
llicir ficci splendour as of molten strvl. 

Brightness in folds tint tliriir<l like se.ul''t Irai 
In silver, falling lo their golden fret 
And lit the steadfast fl lining of their 
A mounting ripple of fierce qinvciingi 
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Sparkling terribly — the infinite ascending 
Of Fire unbeginning and unending, 

Whereof their persons were the shapely flames. 

In passion the man cried, as one who claims 
Rescue with agony of all his strength, 

‘Mother of God, may I not die at length?’ 

Whether it music were he could not tell 
That answered him, or an insensible 
Piercing of ravishment into his brain; 

But thus the meaning spoke: ‘Now for thy pain 
Have thy reward! I bring electuaries, 

Made of such honey and such herbs that thrice. 

Tasting of these, into delight extreme 

Thou shalt be changed as ever heart could dream: 

And they shah make it well with thee after all.’ 
Askance, for fear the mere glimpse should appal 
His seeing to a blank, beyond the bound 
Of gleam delectable that sphered him round, 

He eyed those glittering statures where they stood 
Quietly ardent; and with a blench he could 
See there were caskets in their dazzling hands. 

But instantly they knew their Queen’s commands; 
And the first splendour for her ministry, 

Bearing his casket of electuary, 

Strode forth, making his way the yawn’d abyss 

Beneath him; and as he near’d the bliss 

The man lay in, the paradise of hues 

That Mary loved him with, the sheltering blues 

Mingled with sweet surprise of green, began 

To glare a burning amber, and there ran 

Through the translucency of azure shade 

Reddening curls of lustre, and a blade 

Of whitening vehemence: till the man sealed his sight 

Against the full severe angelic light. 

His service done, and Mary with his first 
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Of sacred food that poor heart having nurst, 

Back to his place the stately angel went 
To shine beside his brothers there, content, 

As when his Queen her miracle began. 

To wait upon her deahng tvith this man 

‘Take now thy first dchght'’ 

The signs of it 

Were these but the joy ivas an infimtc 
Exceeding its occasions, even these 
For stnpt from his life were labour and disease 
Like unclean ivrapping, and the shame to be 
Indecent servitude to malady 
As if his flesh'were all new exquisite sense 
Assuming a divine expcncncc. 

Health was die thing he knew, hcaltli quick and beating 
Fine as a mind strange radiant bcautj' greeting. 

His subdc body knew his hcalUi, and made 
Bodily joy of it joy his smews said. 

Muscles and skin and the hairs upon his skin. 

Bones and die secret pith of die bones wthin, 

Were intellectual spieccli of joy, and each 
MaiA’clling distinctly in jojous speccli 
Of mere delighted faculty, auarc 

Of health and the beaut) oflicalth And long time there. 
Receiving each elate particular glee 
Of his brave body in serene liarmoii). 

And passionate!) still, he h) intense. 

Not to disturb the lucid aflluencc 
Oflicalth along tlic nerves of his dchght 
Ckiliccted so in this, tint even of sight 
Ills mil was jealous, and kept closed Ins cve-s 
But slowly out to ampler Iwundme-! 

Rejoicing know ledge well'd lU wav; and soon 
He knew where he vv"is Ring and Inch nom 
Above, anil under Inin the cri«p and vpnne 
Of sheep-bit turf, and round him whiijv-ring 
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Short mountain grass to gentle mountain airs 
He knew. Untouchable by men’s affairs, 

The great slope of the mountain held him high 
And lonely, offered to sunlight and the sky. 

There in his wholesome flesh he took his rest. 
His eyes still shut; not seizure now of zest 
That fastened every motion, but because 
All his desires closed in this heavenly pause 
Of rest perfected m the loftiest 
Of light and air — his joy now all in rest, 

And rest sensibly loving him from the profound 
Of his hale body, and out of the vast surround 
He felt unseeing of the mountain’s day. 

In mere simplicity of joy he lay. 

No sight: no matter if the wind should teaze 
Fleeces of cloud to thin white delicacies 
Brusht clean across the blue in curve and stroke 
(Loveliest thing to see), he would not look. 

No sound: but a continual passing by 
Of living silences; save, far or nigh. 

Some sound belonging to the silences 
Would drop like diamond; and chiefly these: 
Down falls of moss small water into wells 
Ringing in gleissy little syllables; 

And quivering glides of cadence shrill and rare 
Of curlews^whistling down the shining air. 

There was the touch of power on his head, 
The hand of the goddess; and it was into dread 
She roused him, dread of any greater bliss; 

‘No more, no more! I want no more than this! 
This was enough!’ — ^the anguish of a child. 

But Mary’s love inexorably smiled; 

The second angel came, and at his side 
Gloried, and went back blazing to abide 
In those devoted wings of throbbing fire, 

A white-gold instinct one with her desire; 
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And with the second of the clectuanes. 

Fulfilling to the end her promises, 

She bid the man ‘Now take thy next dehght’’ 

Not to be named, but as to think starhght 
Enlarging measurclcssly arcular 
In utterance round the bnght pomt of a star. 

The talc of joys the man’s life now must be 
Nay, such a speed and such perplexity 
Of pleasured sense and mind’s beatitude, 

Not to be named at all, not understood, 

No spiectre of it fantastically kenn’d, 

The joy his spint came to in the end 

It began sweedy Fragrance to him stole. 

With calling of blithe thrush and onolc, 

From cherry orchards that a sauntenng breeze 
Has visited, when each garth of crowded trees 
Is one broad mound of happy blossoming, 

IVhitc as a cloud from the new heaven of spnng 
Fallen to he on green But sharper scent 
Flowed in, dividing this mild air, and went 
Spicing the inmost chambers of his brain 
Gorsc steept in sunshine, siicclbnnr in warm ram. 
Kindling of rasemary, and many more 
Unknown to odours Uiat for tcndcrcst core 
Of feeling pr)'’d with searching nicely 
Like spinl’s smouldering fingers, now must he 
Submit his being Gust in his mouth, that past 
Apples and hone), was power to liold fast 
His satiiralcd mind Sense into sense 
Confused, and medley or<ri>cct cxcclicnet: 

Poured into him Mhrating, like a tide 
Taking a narrow harlwur and marnifieil 
In surging of Its waters «o lie there 
Such throncuni; in, sticli inrrowTd tiirbul'-nre were 
TTic (Incxls of dehratc lumull in hi< mind, 

Tile rare m tindniinmiidnhV ) ind 
Of the werld'f r.tplutc into iilni i!w qmrr 

t 
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Ofcolour.s, nm\ in (lu'jiL ot Tk'* 

music ihcu' -aiurthV'L ' Uf' 

And lop.i/, r('cds atul sttinv.'- nnd huttc.; and v. hitn, 
Whiter than inunnliidtt nu a sv, old, .i 
Cr>-stallijic Inij^ht. Ida- the MU'-inii ol'hov* 

i'hen out of sense h«‘ Inohr; no n\otr Ly 'en'r- 
Me was awaie, but Itb inlMlieente 
^Vns now to Be, not hnow: life, uniMions still 
In thought and in a body inn edible, 

Became the beauty sense could oidy know: 

Himself a sound of nmsic— naked st> 

To all the pulses of rejoicing thiitgs, 

Fibres of miiid alike and bodily strijii^ 

Took trembling thence the passjoji of a srntiid; 

And light he was, out of him glorying lound 
Issue of living light — the joy .adoruig 
The gift of light become itself outpouring 
Of answ'cring light: his thought pure power of light. 
And torrents of flashing particles icily bright 
His blood, in limbs of flesh like fiers' glass. 

Not beyond this could vivid substance pass: 

As if this speck of being, this body and mind, 

In one essential cnergj' combined 

The shining din of the whole creature of light 

And music of tlie burning world’s delight. 

Then something new and nameless; a caress 
Blandishing dark and silent all the stress 
Of joys intelligible, and through him sending 
Blissful dissolution and an ending. 

And he was free, thoughtless and bodiless, 

- Having no form, acknowledging no place: 

A speed, a phantom speed for cv'cr fleeing, 

Speed the uttermost purity of being, 

Speed the imperishable thing in things, 

The changeless ghost about which changeably clings 
The growth and dying of the world, in speed 
Out of the momentary man is freed 
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Unquenchable phantom punly of being, 

The speed beyond die world for ever fleeing 

Once more where Mary' and her angels stood, 
The panting body and the pelting blood 
And tile confounded mind came back to be 
Of common men the common misery’, 

But he by mighty memory pursued — 

Longing to have it, and fearful lest it should 
Descend on him But more he durst not knots 
‘O let me be' Thou tvilt not give me, no, 

Thou must not give me more ' For 1 have been 
\S'licrc no more can be borne O dost thou mean 
To kill me tviUi delight'" — Tlic Queen of Heaven 
Impossibly smiled ‘More shall yet be gitcii 
Tlicrc is a third delight ’ — And by him siands 
Now the third angel in the blinding hands 
The third electuary 

And licatcn ttas gone. 

And in his last delight he lay alone 

Tlic morning found his blessed face, and there 

The joy that is too great for life to bear 

AT LNDOR 
Tiir onosT oi samuci 

Behold me, then'- — Who has «cm fir me licie^ 

\\ ho has requirril the loiiib 

To yield me up’ I ronir 

Out of death to thee behold me, and fear’ 

Till WITOl 

Fear thcr' What should 1 fear, what liaiin 
1 rom ghost so l.inhful to ni\ rhann’ 

Tlir (.HOST 01 • MU 1 1. 

What power art ilimi, to r'rtldlr with the deuU 
WIio gaw thee leave to iKund 
l 2 
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My dead soul underground. 

And out of the hollow world’s dark core of dread 
Draw me helpless in obedience 
To ache in this remember’d sense 
Of earthly things again? 

Who gave thy mind to be 

Radiance of such piercing ecstasy 

It thrilled down to the dead its craving agony? 

The stone above us to its force 

Was glass to blazing light or morning air to tnunpets: 
Cleaving through the grave thy message made its course. 
It,smote apart the swarming dead 
That huddled surging back and fled, 

As a prow puts aside the water in its way. 

Over the bowing waves superbly passing on. 

For it was want of me alone 
That came so mightily: 

I was the thing demanded, I the chosen prey 
Thy hungering passion found. 

With all death’s infamy humming round. 

Tier above tier of spectral glee 
Upon my ignominy stared: 

Idlers, malignants, folly and lechery, 

Scoffers and cheats and hordes of idolatry — 

When all this filth was spared, 

I alone, out of the whole world’s burial, 

I must be fetcht away before them all: 

I, whom God spoke to once and loved, 

I only am not left in peace. 

What must I do for my release? 

Or is thy mastery proved? 

THE 'WITCH 

And this was Samuel ! — First I praise 
Obedience prompt as ever thou wouldst give 
Jehovah in the famous da'ys 
^Mien He was on thy side, and let thee live 
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With Heaven’s public favour on thy brow 
But thou art dead, lliy body under a stone, 

Thy spint wlicrc no living god is known 
My tvill IS thy Jehovah now 

THE GHOST OF SAMUEL 

Ay, well I see how \tIc it is to die 
I know dice, and thy sorcery' 

When I had life and God will me. 

The light was dangerous to thee. 

Thou and tJiy art must burrow into holes, 

Cunningly in the hillside deserts housing 
And often among tlic stones thy hunted dron-sing 
Dreamt I had got thee at last and had thee on the coals' 
Now I, that once was sacred life, am made 
Matter for thy obscene trade 
But rain, that has gone gleaming uhitc, 

High m heavenly wind and light, 

Palling, drams into the scutes of a toivn 
And pours in darkness there, 

Forgotten with the offal scouring down, 

Mixt ivith the gntne of roads and staling of horses 

So falling into death nivsoul is brought 

To flow along th) wall, and be inixtiirr with th) thought 

Tiir \\m H 

1x5, Samuel’s rtwarrd 
For scning well his Ixird* 

'Ificsc arc the wages th> Most High 

Fa^-s hv cham|)ions when the\ dir 

1 ool! dead fool' and wilt thou siiH be good’ 

'Hiou wtrt alive when a i'o,l I>en,lc thee. 

Swearing to di al widi thv mrinies, 
nourhiling las ingcr hi e a he.adMri-an’s * ord- 
What n llie god thou hi>t viith Jh'"'* in the mve’ 

What stml e of flame t o r.et le.ij>tiig now to ; tve 
Tin sjiirit fnim me, thv sj' m fron »a'ten. ’ 

O thou prophet of the Irjub'e Dv-,1, 
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Now an old witch can god thee with a word ! 
Certainly a fallen storm is thy spirit! 

Loud as a storm of hail were thy prophecies: 

But very soon the troublesome sound 
Passes, the whiten’d pelted ground 
In a bright hour cheerfully dries; 

And down to the wells the melting hail 
Trickles away; and a child with a pah 
Winds up eashy what once was a storm, 

Mere innocent quiet water! 

Even so from the pit below 
I draw this harmless Samuel: 

The storm that sounded once like God I bring 
Hither to be my serviceable thing. 

THE GHOST OF SAMUEL 

Enough. I am thine: but I was God’s. 

In that vast shadow tmdemeath the earth 
Evh and good are of an equal worth: 

Malice is one with sanctity, 

For both are dead there, both are nothing. 

Must it not always be 

That lucid steel is humbled into rust? 

And must it even be 

For the bitter mind of evh — ay! for thee — 

To wield my spirit now lightly as wind the dust? 
But once I was alive; and then 
I was the voice of God calling on living men; 
And with their lives they answered me. 

Men must not be mere swarm on earth. 

Like maggots in a carcase prospering; 

But, all their countless birth 
Of perishing happiness transfiguring. 

An increase of rejoicing energy, 

Designing its great image in their lives 
In gradual promise of their destiny. 

And I have seen it. I have seen 
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Flame like the sun eartli’s living green, 

To be the splendour of the place 
Wherein man consummates his race 
For the \\hole kind of man I have seen 
One blessed creature at the last 
Lovely as the divinely fortunate stars 
Innumerably bum in one consent 
Of perfect motion round their firmament, 

One cvcrlasUng music there 
Of manifold joyous light, 

Wherewith to he so glonficd 
lixults in glowing blue the night 
Even in such secunty here 
Shall beauty on tlic earth abide, 

\\Ticn all men’s lives at hast make one immense 
Heavenly inlclligcncc, 

That like the sphered starlight 
Its own illustnous experience 
Immortally enjop 
Imagination that so shapely thnves 
And passion so divinely bright, 

Tliat, shapcl) and bnght as an untroubled flame 
Lives in Its vanishing substance still the same, 
Steadfast in the change ofever-djang lives 
Tile changeless figure of undjing beaut) grows, 
The same whoever comes or goes, 

Tile mind of God made man 
Let th) art use me all it can' 

Tins iv not in th) power — that men have seen 
Tlic licauty God and I have meant 
Yea, am 1 dead, and thine’ — but 1 have been 
Alive, and 1 vvas Cod’s 1 am fontrnt. 
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WITCHCRAFT: NEW STYLE 

T he sun drew off at last his piercing fires. 

Over the stale warm air, dull as a pond 
And moveless in the grey quieted street, 

Blue magic of a summer evening glowed. 

The sky, that had been dazzling stone all day. 
Hollowed in smooth hard brightness, now dissolved 
To infinite soft depth, and smoulder’d down 
Low as the roofs, dark burning blue, and soared 
Clear to that winking drop of liquid silver. 

The first exquisite star. Now the half-light 
Tidied away the dusty litter parching 
Among the cobbles, veiled in the colour of distance 
Shabby slates and brickwork mouldering, turn’d 
The hunchback houses into patient things 
Resting-, and golden -windows now began. 

A little brisk grey slattern of a woman, 

Pattering along in her loose-heel’ d clogs, 

Pusht the brass-barr’d door of a public house. 

The spring went hard against her; hand and knee 
Shoved their weak best As the door poised ajar. 
Hullabaloo of talking men burst out, 

A pouring babble of inflamed palaver; 

And overriding it and shouted down. 

High words, jeering or passionate, broken like 
Crests that leap and stumble in nashing water. 
Just as the door went wide and she 'slept in, 

‘She cannot do it'.’ one was bawling out- 
A glaring hulk of flesh %vith a bull’s voice. 

He finger’d with his neckerchief, and stretcht 
His throat to case the anger of dispute; 

Then spat to put a full stop to the matter. 

The little woman waited, with one hand 
Propping the door, and smiled at the loud man. 
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They saw her then, and the sight ^^'as enough 
To gag the speech of every drinker there 
The dm fell dow n like something chopt off short 
Blank they all wheel’d totvards her, tvitli tlicir mouths 
Still gaping as though full of voiceless \\ ords 
She let tlie door slam to, and all at ease. 

Amused, her smile wrinkling about her c>cs. 

Went fonvard they made room for her quick enough. 

Her chin just topt the counter, she gave m 
Her bottle to the pot-boy, tuckt it back. 

Full of bright tawny ale, under her arm. 

Rapt down the coppers on tlic plamsht zinc. 

And turned and no word spoken all the while 
The first voice, m tliat silent croud, iras hers. 

Her light smekenng laugh, as she stood there 
Pausing, scanning the saudust at her fccU 
Tlicn she switcht round and faced tlic positive man 
\Vhosc strong ‘She amnot do it’’ all still felt 
Huskil) shouting m their guilty oars 
‘She can’t, eh? She can’t do it’’ — flien she’d heard' 

The man, inside liis ruddy insolent ficsli. 

Had hoped she did not hear I Its barrel clicst 
G.avc a slight ennge, as though the glint of hej- eyes 
Prickt him But he stood up to her aukuardly Iiold, 

One elbow on flic counter, gripping Ins mug 
Like a man holding on to a post for safe tv 
nil MAN You can’t do ulnt ’s not nature noliod) ran 
ntr WOMAN And louts like sou Inse nnture iri \ourpoelrt’ 
nir MAN. I don’t say thu 

nir WOMA.N If sou kept !asinr n.iu"ht, 

No one would guess the fool you are. 

SI CONI) VAN Ahno't 

M\ \ery \siirds' 

nil woMSN. O soti'rc the knowing Iran' 

Ilic spirk aiiioii" the lundris* 

ITKST MSN. Vo'i ein’l frirh 

A free ni in hack, 11.111-1 hr s\ mu to cenw. 
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Nay, I’ll be bound he doesn’t want to come! 


I shall bring him; — 


VAV-/V01.1 K VYClllL L\J i 

And he won’t come: he told me flat he wouldn’t. 
Are you there, too? 

- , And if he does come back 

It will be devilry brought him. 
the woman. 

To-night. 

FIRST man. How will he come? 

WOMAN. Running: unless 

He s broke his leg, and then he’ll have to come 
Orawhng: but he will come. 

, How do you know 

What he may choose to do, three counties off? 
the woman. He choose? 

raniD MAN. You haven’t got him on a lead. 

the WOMAN. Haven 1 1 though 1 

SECOND MAN. > *1 1 t .i 

'TWT? A t That s right; it ’s what I said. 

first 

^me sort of puU on him, to draw him home’ 

Tnd^?*r- 7? -y *at: I have hold of his mind. 

And I can slack it off or fetch it taut, 

.^d make him dance a score of miles away 

^ answer to *e least twangling thrum 

Safely and aU the while, what has he been? 

tLd’d h- • • 0 °'' “Sht-line; and it ’s time 

third^ian^ ‘°-“8ht I’ll land him . 

^^Braggmg’saUghtjob. 

Your eyes in mine'-Haul did T T°“ 

1 give his mind a twitch^’^f,,! f 
Turn Vih Tin- u and up he comes 

He droDs^the^^- ^^^^ver work he ’s at, 

Pole-axt. and gnSL fo^^ a beast 

No matter dorhfklr^^^^f^^ 
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The Strain I put on his mind will keep him going 
Right as a honung-pigcon 
FIRST MAN Devilry 

I call iL 

THE WOMAN And you’rc welcome 
SECOND MAN But the law 

Should have a say here 

THE WOMAN What, isn’t he mine, 

My owm^ There ’s naught but what I please about it 
THIRD MAN Why did you let him go^ 

THE WOMAN To fctch him back ' 

For I enjoy tins, mind There ’s many a one 
Would think, to see me, ‘Tlicre goes misery' 

Tlierc ’s a queer starveling for you — and I do 
A thing Uiat makes me like a saint in glory. 

And the life seem to sound in me like a tunc 
You could never imagine' I can send power 
Delighting out of me' O, the mere thought 
Has made my blood go smarting in my xciai, 

Such a flame glowing along it' — And all the same 
I'll pay him out for sidling off from me 
But I’ll have supper first 


When slic was gone, 

Tlieir talk could scarcely raise itself again 
Abos'c a grumble. But at last a cr>' 

Sharp-pitchl came startling in from the street at once 
Tlicir niood> talk r.vplodcd into flare 
Ofsascaiang hubbub, like giinpowaler dropt 
On embers, mugs were elapt down, out the\ lioltet! 
Rowahl) j'osthng, eager for tlie esa-nt 
All down the street the folk throng'd out of duo’s, 
Rut left, a narrow irirk clear in the nuddl'-. 

And there a man r.ame ninning, a t dl nun 
Running ilespentel^ ami sho\l\. pounding 
Like a machine, lo esrnh, lo bhndlv. 

And rrguht!) liw trotting Ivyfv wa.\’<l. 
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Only one foot clatter’d upon the stones; 

The other padded in his dogged stride; 

'^e boot was gone, the sock hung frayed in shreds 
About his ankle, the foot was blood and earth; 

^d never a limp, not the least flinch, to tell 
The wounded pulp hit stone at every step. 

^ clothes were tatter’d and his rent skin showed, 
arrowed with thorns. His face was pale as putty, 
h^o^^ far back; clots of drooping spitde foamed 
On his moustache, and his hair hung in tails, 
^ed with sweat; and sightless in their sockets 

V up 'vhite, as dull as pebbles. 

Lvenly and doggedly he trotted. 

And as he went he moaned. Then out of sight 
K.ound a comer he swerved, and out of hearing. 

The law should have a say to that, by God !’ 


IN THE DUNES 

gnmHT-^^DED were they both, the boy and girl; 

But^T gleamed on their Hves. 

EarlTh^ brightness, 

TW 

Infinitelv poise of flame 

innnitely reflected back and forth. 

A^Httfrp? of sand, 

mose frei^^' 5jnd scaipt clean and sheer. 

To baiL quarried down 

T^e a^t ^ “ landslide at a step. 

With sea ^ white as rime 

HaddlTatd ' 1 5 vapouring inland 

°u a warm breeze — 

As cfmphor "“'=““8 

Dissolved ink; 4l es^utT^Tea?"'' 
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A tamisht glare lay like a bar of brass, 

The gleam of hidden sunshine, when the fog 
Rifted and closed again The tide was in. 

It swayed a lazy pulse along the beach. 

And drew the pebbles down purring and clucking 
In shallow lapse of ripples — the noise stole 
About the dunes soft as the stroking of silk 

They loiter’d, -with die warm mist blank around diem 

sun. A stranger would be lost now It’s all one. 

Right road or i\Tong road the ivliitc fog gives iray 
And closes in behind, and you seem still 
In die same place whichever way you go 
HE All the better for idling no world left 
But where we arc, and wc need none 
SHE None left 

But an old quiet sea murmuring somewhere. 

Deserted by the other creatures 
HE Still 

Tliinking aloud of those courageous days 
\\1icn there was stubborn land to quarrel widi 
SHF Wc must belong to the sea then, or why ebe 
Should wc stay' hiding in its iiTcinory — 

Tins whispering cloud of salty moist sea-smell — 

WHicn all the world beside has shpt away’ 
iir "When Tin inland, and I dream of the sea. 

It always ls a thing that conies to claim me. 

Or, as the other night, 1 am its capu\e 
SHI Drowai’d, were you’ 

iir No, wall me iqxm the water 

A good league from the land die pnsorrr 
Of 'omc fierce trilie I might ha\e Ijern, tci free 
To waich the onslaught on Im natnr town 
A high Wind clninoiirti there through biight hhie wead-er. 
And on the flaihmg tide I parral, the f'Vun 
And rocking iimihine firm to tread at nuth’- 
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The waves went charging by me like crazed troops 

Fanatic to die fighting, and the clifis 

Flung them, and their brothers trampled tlicm; 

For the wind whoopt them on, and giant spray 
Stood up like menacing priests in snowy gowns 
And prophesied the conquest of the land. 

Then I was swimming: I had slipt my guard, 

And made off in the press towards tlie land. 

Like prairie-herds thundering head-down 
The senseless charge swept on: no heed for me, 

Though the shouting gale that sat the high-curv’d crests 
Pulled at their spindrift manes and knee’d their withers. 
But could not turn them; and I won to shore. 

And held as close to the rocks as if I’d been 
Crucified to them. Then they saw my escape, 

The waters; then tliey leapt upon me raging, 

And pouring down on me to scour me off. 

They became beasts: at ankle, hip, and shoulder 
Hands wrencht with sinewy baboon fingers, mouths 
Worried and tugg’d like wolves, the paws of bears 
Gufft every sense in me stupid, rugged tails 
Of alligators clubb’d me; thick and Hthe 
Bodies like snakes beneatl^me prized: I felt them 
Tighten and sleek and swell and shrug against me. 

But I clung on, and clamber’d safely away. 

SHE. High seas and shining wind 1 This was a game 
Your bram was playing. I have dreamt of music 
Captunng me; I did not listen to it. 

My mind past into sound like heaven’s delight: 

Your dream of sunlit waves and cloudless gale 
Was nothing worse. But if you had been t^ke n 
By calm sea crooning to itself in mist, 

You would have dreamt a sea-spell to be feared. 

HE. The sea means most when it is like to-day, 

In hidmg and very quiet? — Yes; it would be 
Such a veil d sea as this first gave the pattern 
To that old tale I spoke of. 
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SHE, Read It me 

It’s warm enough to linger here a^vhllc 

he ‘There was a wicked emperor m Rome, 

And when his body slept, his wickedness 
Was waking sUll, and moved about his sleep 
In likeness of the things his senses knew 
SomeUmes a horse it would be, that would look 
Winking upon him iviUi old criminal eyes. 

Or a great toad, licking die inthcr’d smile 
Of rusty lips diat nmm’d tlic flattish face 
With a red tongue like a man’s, dripping with pleasure. 
And men and women frantic w ith desire 
To be strange in sin, and all hopelessly frantic, 

Were usual visitors Or it might be 
He saw a mountain tois’cnng in its furs 
Of forest and bnghl cape of folded snow, 

And, staring on it, suddenly to Ins eyes 

Tile mountain turned oljsccnc, a squatted hunch, 

Bald hardy pate and fell of brutish hair, 

Brooding some impossible lickerish greed 
This was the wcked emperor's punishment 
Awake, he was his own lasattatc self, 

Asleep, the whole world oamc and lookl at him 
IVickcdly wickedness would not Irt bun hr. 

‘And once he dreamt he saw an ancient man 
With sorrowful shapg)' face, lalmnoiisly 
rooting towards him, did in restless gre\ , 

Up out of a pre^ fume of mist he tnideed. 

And his clothes hunc on Inin hi e *opping things 

And hi c a fishenmn who hauls a jcme 

With shouldrrs roped, plixlding up the loi r Ijcih, 

The stooping old man ranir. and after him 
He higg'd a trading hrasiness ofhnud 
Sw iMiig eininuous water, lint rrlielled 
Behind hun, and m wlmrnM fur. sw i-’irirg 
Blungetl like a netted Irast. It v as t)],- 
Tlie aiirent ghcnt ol the sex, come .-.uh Ins i ,d 
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Of everlasting water to confer 
With him whose life dragg’d after it loads of lust 
The ghost stood panting; noise of broken waves 
Shouted past him: a smell like stale salt weed 
Came from his sloven clothes of tatter’d foam, 

And caught the emperor’s disgusted throat. 

He kept both arms back to one shoulder crookt 
To clutch his tightest on the rope, and leant 
In forward strain against the bellowing 
Ceaseless revolt of vast unwilling sea; 

And ridged along his hands there was a gleam 
Of silver and green scale, and on his checks 
The skin was like the belly of a fish. 

Glistering white and moist; and clotted spume 
Made him his drooping rags of beard. The dream 
Bowed to the emperor, and as he bowed 
His eyes lookt up and leered; and instantly 
The emperor knew the secret of the sea. 

‘Suppose a man driven into his trade. 

Like a wedge hammer’d to the butt and held 
By the tough timber’s pinch — one of the tools 
His ruthless country must by tliousands ply 
To split and frame its fortune as it needs: 

Suppose the helpless fasten’d man, his life 
(All but imagination) fixt in work 
And still forced deeper into duty, lets 
His useless mind fly abroad in pleasures, 

Fly in delights; the firmer he is gript, 

The more his fancy takes the scope of frenzy; 

Till his brain glows a gaiety of sin 
His graspt incapable life can only love 
In notions of anguishing desire. Just so 
It was with this old spectre of the sea; 

Bound in an endless task, spending his tides 
Still in the great purpose of all the world; 

No will allowed him but to thrust and pull 
Like engine strokes his weight of ocean water, 
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Grinding the coasts of the earth wth \vavcs, to pile 
New shingle on worn beaches otherwhere, 

And all to him mere blank and senseless toil, 

No use, no meaning, till the sea at last 
Out of the ages of his slavery 
Imagined his escaping will, in dreams 
Of exquisitely speculated sin, 

Immense and accurate abomination, 

The qumtesscntial wackedness that could 
Finally satisfy lust, even the sea’s 
But all \sas mood and impotence, and now 
He came, poorly consoling his despair. 

To lend the emperor’s mind the darling splendour 
Of his invention, to watch it m the act. 

Radiant, dilating, though in anotlicr, 

Its passion welling liberal as the sun 
Utters his flame, but shapely in delight 
And cr^'stallinc as vapour caught b> frost 
The one perfectly calculated sin 
Performed at last, no longer secret vision 
‘But nothing could be done of this no uords 
Ckiuld pass, no understanding Tlicrc they staged 
I'lxt in a quncnng gn/c ulitlc ■jcaniing ached 
In both like pcnshing, the dream to tcacli. 

Tile dreamer to lie taught Still the sea's r\cs 
Burn’d at the emperor, the nnn kiiciv in them 
Tliat science blaring ivhich his heart so long 
Had of his brain implored; the Perfect Sin 
Was there, beseeching to be Itiown and lo\cd 
He had a thundenng \isioii of himself 
Shuddering and gnnniiir. 'iidnng and clenihin";. 

In a tornient of bliss, and like pulft fhtne 

phinp»c went out: and thrjc ihe -i inn" 'ra 
C rnnrlit diliiib and Inll'etl, the gieen nee of I Is e* r" 
(Jrcss to a planin’ flood <if ir\ hie, 

DtoSMiin.' tlw man m botti!*’" flaming uatrr, 

\ml \ I't iiialnrrL.uit preen osa-r leni 
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Till all was deaf and blind. 

‘The emperor woke; — 
To labour his old dull routine of evil, 

And drudge in habits of familiar sin.’ 

SHE. This is just havering. My old peevish aunt 
Is guinea-gold with jaundice, and her sight 
Stains the whole world about her dismal yellow; 

Your emperor was like that. There ’s no real evil. 
HE. Pah I How the sea-fret thickens I 
she. • And the chill 

Now coming through it 1 

HE. Choking tliickl It seems 

To deafen now as well as blind. 

SHE. Why, listen! 

Listen! You cannot hear the least faint noise 
Come from the sea. 

HE. Not a breeze whispering, 

And yet this chill comes pushing through the air! 
SHE. And the mist crowding on us: look at it smoking 
In from the sea over the ridge of dunes. 

I wish I heard the sea. 

HE. If we moved now, 

I think we’ld have to make a work of it 
Like breast-high wading, such a press of fog 
Has muster’d round us. 

she. But no water could 

Weigh so shuddering cold as this white darkness. 

The air ’s as grave as death; and reeks! 

HE. O, foul! 

Like all the sea’s decay breathing on us ! 

SHE. And still no noise! What has come to the sea 
To fall in such a soundless spell ^ The bay, 

When all the weather ’s fast in summer drowse. 

Still keeps a stir of little combing waves. 

Toy surf thudding along the level sand 
In pausing midget breakers, sounding like 
Round after round of gun-fire miles away. 
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"But silent now as frost! 

HE And a strange thing 

That it was all at once, as instantly 
As pouncing terror, every noise of \sater 
Froze in the air 

SHE You’ld think the sea were dead 

HE The waters of the sea have died 
SHE And this 

Quiet coiling cold sea-smoke might be 
The nature of the putrid underdepths 
Come ghostly fortli, leaving the waters stricken 
HE Stifling now ' Tlic harsli cloud laps about us 
Almost blindfolding 

SHE There’s a living tiling 

Coming up from the isatcr' I can feel 
A power like a spint making towards us ' 

HE I hoped you could not feel it 
SHE I was not sure 

Now It is near, and dreadful 
HE. Loathing us 

With foul desire, worse than the recking chill 
It casts upon the air' 

SHE The quiN enng force 

Peals like a noiseless ringing in my brain, 

Searching for something it can master there 
iir It IS behind that nearest mound of iliines, 

Intent on us, like rage 
siir W ill it find us’ — 

It must not loo! at us' 
iir It IS held liaek; 

It comes no nearer, for .all iis bitter longing 
As if It were a tether'd thing 
nir Now snreb 

Its striMiig lowinU us funu' — It his let r>i' 

Tlir grasp ftilcsl on ins heart and jlipt ofl liVe 
Tlie ehilrh of dsn * mahea- 1 am free ro \ ' 
tir And breath lunirs swes-t a.-na, tl e brieluh tbii 
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Flies off in phantom, and an earthly warmth 
Blesses the air, and tastes as kind as milk. 

SHE. And harkl The silence rustled! Sure I heard 
The ^vaters sighing as their icy trance 
Rouses along the shore. 
he. And hark again 1 

A little wave came stumbling up the sand. 


THE SIX MEN OF CALAIS 


EUSTAGHE SAINT-PIERRE, the Mayor. 
JACQUES DE WISSANT 
PIERRE DE WISSANT 


JEAN d’aIRE 
JEAN DE FIENNES 
ANDRIEU d’ ANDRES 


EUSTAGHE SAINT-PIERRE 

Have done, Jean de Fiennes: loosen her arms! 

Leave go, you wench! Do you want him blubbering? 
Death ! if there ’s any good thing to be done 
The women put their meddling in and spoil it. 

JEAN DE FIENNES 

She ’s my sweetheart. 

EUSTAGHE SAINT-PIERRE 

You should have thought of that: 
We can’t go snivelling to the English camp. — 

Stand back, you folks ! And hold your howHng, do ! 

No need for you to tell the grinning English 
We’re on the road. — ^Now form up, two and two: 

I will go first with old Andrieu d’Andres, 

Then the two brothers, Jacques and Pierre de Wissant, 
Last the two Jeans, d’Aire and de Fiennes. 

So; here’s some kind of order. Now, sirs, tramp, 
Trarnp and look steady; and hold your halters up. 

Else if you trip on them you’ll jerk your necks 
Before the time. — The devil bite these people I 
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Gang^vay, there, for the Lord’s sake! My bare feet 
Ache on the stones and my legs arc shuddenng 
In Has cold wnd — Step along briskly, now 
Let ’s get outside this caterwauling town, 
rid liefer far be hanged than cried upon 
JACQUES DE tVESANT 

You’ll be hanged soon enough the scaffold ’s ready 
I ivatcht them from my ivindow framing it. 

ANDRIEU D’ ANDRES 

Much to be said for a formal mind, Saint-Picrrc 
Here am I now, chanbng over and over 
Inside my head like a child witli a nursery rhyme, 

‘Thb can’t be me, and by God, it is, it’s me’’ 

And wondenng what a hanging may be like 
And all the trouble for you is, how to make 
Six chilly men witli only shirts to ivcar 
Walk like a procession 

tUSTAaiE SAINT-PIERRI. 

You’re out of Step 

ANDRIEU D’ANDRr.S 

Ay, Mc must keep in step' That 's the great thing 
For men islio arc migliti!) afraid then’ll feel 
TIic swooping fear of ilcatli land on tlicir shoulders 
rirnRE de wtssant 

Speak for yourself I think nothing of death 
jACQUrs ni wlssant 

No, you're loo bus) plaj -acting to thinl 
I'lrnnr nr wasswr 

Is n ph)-acting tint this halter nuiirs me 
A prouder man than .a 1 mg's jewel cnubP 

JAn^l I s t'l W1'> SNT 

(1 1 rrp all til it for sour sp-rrh to thf- bin - of 1 nelsnd 
ri'siArin fsisT-tniPi 

Ills ‘jHrrsh’ I'ri ijKikrjman hrrr, nii- tl, I’tit t'l- Ma-N) 
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PIERRE DE WISSANT 

Citizens of Calais, weep not for us. 

Enough for us we save you; you shall sec. 

Once we arc past this little cloud of death, 

Our names are launcht on such a towering flight 
The sun goes not so high. 

EUSTACHE SAINT-PIERRE 

Come on, come on. 

What death is I don’t know; but a cold wind 
Lifting my shirt and trifling round my belly 
I’m knowing now too well. 

JEAN d’aire 

To have us come 

Half-naked, with halter’d necks! These barbarous English 1 
JACQUES DE WISSANT 

Good hangmen, though. 

ANDRIEU d’ ANDRES 

Yes, queer how sharp a score 
Small things will make on the mind of a dying man. 

This creeping of the wind along my skin. 

Like icy moths pushing the hairs aside — 

It might be diamond cutting a mark on glass, 

I note it so: and vastly more somehow 
It means to note this now, even than to be 
Marvelling how I got my mind made up — 

Or why — to let an English hangman choke me. 

JEAN d’aire 

Half-naked, with halter’d necks! Barbarous people! 
EUSTACHE SAINT-PIERRE 

Look out, behind I The street ’s a patch of muck. 
ANDRIEU d’ ANDRES 

Ah, you remind me; they are still mine down there. 
Those feet ^and what a long way down they are. 

Picking their steps so gingerly! I’m sure 
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That ’s not my doing myself, I should not bother 
To go so mccly on my way to be hanged, 

But barefoot stamp ahead as if I were shod 
JACQUES BE WESANT 

Old Andneu ivoll be talking The wise man 
Is Fiennes he knows there ’s nothing to be said. 

And keeps hE mouth shut 
EUSTACHE SAINT-PrERRE 

Ay, there was a girl, 

I had to pull him from her 
ANDRIEU d’ ANDRES 

O let him go ’ 

Nothing should ever get tlic better of love ! 

Saint-Picrre, can you not let him go^ 

EUSTACHE SAINT-PIERRE 

Too late 

JEAN DE nENNES 

Too late? — Ay, too late I knew she ivas mine. 

ANDRIEU d’ ANDRES 

The worst thing yet' — Pierre ’s gone \cr)’ quiet. 
JACQUES DF WTSSANT 

Yes, the play-actor finding the play real 

PIERRE DF WTSSANT 

I am ashamed 

rUSTACIlF SAIST-PII Rur 

Wlni’s lint’ Aslnnird’ And dicrks 
Grey 05 my beard'— -Now dear God 'end ln\c 
No trouble with the fellow 1 
PIERRE nr wnssAvr 

I'm goim; to iprw 

AsnRiri' D’Asnnrs 

Good lid’ \Miy not’ 

JACQUti nl WtWAST 


J or God’s •ninl in) l-ra 
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He has no business here I It was all wrong 
To take the young fool' 

ANDRIEU d’ANDRES 

Nonsense: he ’s as hearty 
As any of us now. — But you know, Pierre, 

That was a nobler stuff than all your speeches. 

JACQUES DE WISSANT 

Who ’s splashing now? — ^Why, look at the Mayor 
Trampling the puddles dry like a man blindfolded 1 

ANDRIEU d’ ANDRES 

There ’s some remarkable study going on 
Behind that frown, Saint-Pierre: what are you lost in? 

EUSTACHE SAINT-PIERRE 

Trying to make out what the deuce to say 
To the English king! I talk like a simpleton 
Unless I have my speech square in my head. 

JACQIJES DE WISSANT 

No pleading with the beast! I’ll give you all 
The speech you want: tell him to go to hell. 

EUSTACHE SAINT-PIERRE 

I’ll Sting him, if you’ll hold your tongue a little. 
JEAN d’aire 

To have us come half-naked, with halter’d necks! 
Barbarous ! These barbarous English ! 

ASMODEUS IN EGYPT 

Q TUPiD on the sand, like a stoned bird. 

With his limp wings languishing, lay Asmodeus; 
The vast dazzling grey of deser,t' ground 
Like a speck took the size of the sprawling spirit. 

A brindled locust, when its brittle membranes 
Flames of the bonfires the brass-beating farmers 
Kindle, have caught and crippled with shrivelling; 
Such a lame locust the demon lay. 
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Ahd such a scorching, that sent him tumbling, 

Ecbatan to Egypt, m ungovernable flight. 

Such a TOthcnng and blasting, till his blunders ended 
In a slunmng fall furrowing the sand, 

Such bitter passion as a burnt thing passes through — 
The smell of the smoke of smouldcnng fish 
Suffocating fremsy to die sensitive fiend, 

Ransacking agony and rum like flame 
But long lime l>nng m the sunlight of Eg^qil 
And odourless air of die empty place, 

From the week of his members and his reeking memory 
Tile drench of the poison was purified, and past 
Shuddering out of senselessness the swoon’d life crept. 
But lamentable hfe now, for all it was cleansed 
His gnef still a story astonishing Ins mind 
*I saw diem coming, I saw' the young men 
Rejoicing in dicir journey', and jolly with their dog, 

I sitting on the roof above Sam’s room 
I knew not dicir minds, dicv were nothing to me 
Handsome young men, m the honey-yellow light, 

Widi Median evening mingled in their Inir, 

M'lking pelt for pebbles the pretty shock dog 
I lookt at their beauty and boasted lo/ily 
Seten such fine fellows base these fingers stmiiglcd, 
Sc\cn bride-grooms lie buried in gmves, 

Scicn such glittcrcrs arc secrets in die garden. 

No housing for you here, you handsome young inrn’ 

'But were the\ wi/^nds, th it in\ wantoning inosxl, 
Chattering within me, could challenge hie a suier^ 

Did a m igical heanng qmser in their nimt'j, 

As ihiotigh to them my difiiight dintrii along the hehi’ 
For they r.anie nnrchnig in 'Dies iindr a iinmii r 
And I I new nothnicr. I I new not thrir ni.a<lery. 

Nothing 1 reckoiieil but the race in nir ac nii 
To deal hVr a demon ssith die din iLirrtl 
Oi'Tir lusting for tli"- lie ''Irtiie < of rn <ielie''t, tni Si-a 
.So I laugh! and 1 w-ote.l, I lo.tlt t'iro irh the wli'd.o.. 



And in the dark garden lo! the digging of a ^ave; 

Raguel making ready where to roll the morning corpse, 
Like a sensible father, seven times instructed. 

Ay, old sir, said I, more strangling to be done, 

More mould to be stampt down before the market stirs 1 
But I knew nothing; not when the new bridegroom, 

My frightened Sara faltering before him, 

Brought in his nastiness, nothing I knew; 

Not even when he pickt from out his fulsome pocket 
His filthy handful of offal of a fish. 

And the brown morsel in the brazier’s midmost. 

With a little prim smile, prest well upon the coals, 

I knew not his mastery, I rankling for his murder. 

‘Ah I then, then I knew — nay, then I knew nothing 
But anguish and anguish through me like lightning, 

And a leap aloft like letting fly a catapult. 

And the stink after me up to the stars; 

Then the long crazy glide of me, crumpled and corroded, 
In swerves and somersardts spinning to the ground. 

‘O my Master' O manifold Energy 
Hallowed in Hell! Holy one, Beelzebub, 

Prince the most popular of power on earth 1 
Innumerable nature, the nation of the flies. 

But one demonic majesty, one multiplying fiend 1 
Curse me my vanity, come with a vengeance 
Of destruction swarming on the strength of my folly! 
Commander and unmaker of all made things. 

Lord of the flesh, loosening it into flight 
Of vanishing vapour, invisible pestilence: 

Putrefy my folly like liquescent flesh. 

And let it go wandering in ghost about the world ! 

Make ministers of rottenness to feed in my mind; 

Be a season of flies there, and my sore folly 
A festering beast in it ! Be great in me, Beelzebub ! 

Eat up my pleasure in my one precious sense. 

Consume my yearning for a lust beyond it. 

Rid me of the dreams that enchanted the darkness 
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Solomon scaled me m, with tlic sea’s weight over 
Devour the vile dreams that could infect a fiend 
With fanatic zeal of desire impossible — 

Sensuous pleasure craving more sense to please, 

A demon’s mind livmg in that ignominy of men, 
Imagination' But Master, my Beelzebub, 

Make thy Asmodcus once more pure breath 
Of intellectual being, the boundless simphcity 
Of spint serene above sense and feeling, 

Ineunously perfect in pleasurclcss knowledge 
‘For with good words God gave me dismissal, 

Yet crookedly, I doubt, and craftily kind. 

“Ay, have thou for holiday aivlulc my earth, , 

Scandalize to thy liking there, be scumlc all thou canst, 
Naught thou wait devise but like virtue \\ ill scrs'c me 
Nothing on my cartli may move in otlicr scope. 

But cartli must be in thee, lest diou strain m> c.xqmsitc 
Articulate contnvance, intruding all unearthly. 

Tliou must learn to go grossl) in negotiating sense, 

And mL\ the strange appeute of mortal pcrccn ing 
With spirit’s speculation But a single sense 
Shall be thy passport of pleasure and pain. 

Take thy choice, and I will louch thee \Mth it'' 

T studied, and the sense of purest pleasure. 

Tile least intelligent, to life of a spirit 
Faculty most foreign and remotest amusement, 

1 chose, I assumed — man’s absolute sense 
And for sojouni on earth became a spirit ih.H could s-nrll 
‘Master, I was mirscllous! I loird mi'cin 
And the piercing s«rpns.als of ple.isiiic in in\ sense 
I worshipt— a wild thing, wandering cnnimmllv 
In soht.ar) raswlimcnt, smcllinr the r.irtli 
Herbage on the hills, in the hedges hli«. 

Warm winds at 'c.!, “piees in the 

Peaks icily she.aihnl sieidowinc pli's- ai nsjon- 

No counting the delights of nn hui'-I) Ihui. 

Tlirinigh the fiagrtnre of the earth— the l.lijcs i fa sp nt 
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In delicious stress of the sense of a man, 

Tremulous with subtly traversing pulses. 

‘Ah, but the terror, the tearing amazement. 

The dividing of life, the lurch and whirl 
Of giddy disgust, the goading for leagues — 

Ah, the filthy anguish of stinking places'. 

‘But nothing of that. One notable joy 
I found and kept: from cruising daylong 
In sunshine odours, and under the stars 
Enquiring for scents cool hours entice, 

Always at morning I made towards Lebanon, 

To drink where a dark cleft drips, confiding 

Its secret water (a well as black 

And still as the mind of a stunn’d man) 

To a noiseless intent conspiracy of cedars. 

But the chasm to me, coming with dawn 
Smouldering after me, crystalline smell 
Of living rock-water would welcoming send — 
Message sweeter to meet than sweetness, 

Freshening even the mountain morning — 

And wash me keen for the morrow’s worship. 

‘But once strange savour seized me returning, 

And far off the firight of it stung like fire: 

A luxury of fragrance fuming and glowing 
Into my mind, tormenting sweetness. 

Corrupting the limpid Lebanon twilight. 

My spirit, expecting purity of water, 

Cringed in the air; and there crept through the scent 
My loathing, the musty handhng of men. 

I fled, and my thirst refrained three dawns. 

But each day reluctantly longer and nearer 
To hover, the dizzying odour drew me; 

Till I drank the well — drained the wine 
Crafty King Solomon for a bait to catch me, 

Steahng my treasure of water, had stored in it. 
Drunk and manacled, down to Solomon 
The ruffians carted me for him to question. 
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But I held my tongue Like a hound he had me 
StiU at his heels, standmg or following, 

His humble animal — ^Hell's Asmodeus ' — 

But answenng nothing though I kneiv well 
To loose the nddlc his wisdom ivnthed in, 

And give him his temple of great isTOUght stone 
No metal had toucht, maUct or chisel. 

I knew, from my mce exploring for novelty 
Fragrantly groiving in highland ground, 

The workman he iranled — the small fierce worm, 

Shamtr, tliat rasps rock for his food, 

^Vitli engraving tongue hcking it glassy, 

Granite and basalt burnishing and grooving 
But when Solomon perceived I would not speak. 

He thrust me in ajar and throttled the mouth of it 
With a mystical emerald he moulded like \sax. 

And wrote his name and anger across it, 

And pul Uic sea for a sentry o\er me 
‘Yet crafty King Solomon, cunning ficnd-irappcr, 

Gucsst not my punishment in the pit of tlic sea 
He found me a fiend until that follj trifling 
Men call pleasure — placing uith a sense, 

And making much of its amusing ccst.nsy 
I once the dignitv of a demon’s intclhgcnct, 

Undchghted, undiscursivc, insuintnneousl) asiiatialing 
Did I gneve for my spmt so long degraded 
In the sniall rapture of a sense's greed 
Ay, now through its greed degraded to the grave 
Of all event but mcfrcctunl shame’ 

Or think >ou I longed for m) dnrhng loss, 

Remembering noon mc.ndo\vs, momine on Ixb.iiiott. 

Salt 'ra-lie.nchrs — dl the sued brrnthm" einli 
Now an nlijrct sealed for irninnes nf nonrsuus, 

In ibe bottom of r\oten r buneii bv a in tii?- - 
Na^, for a fiend infn h-- lniri>-<f me, 

Infeetrd bv th'’ viv-rlncle ttfS'flei'i'o.i's pleam-r 
Drenniv v^Tre shut m v»uli me, vvhm fie iIowm m\ j-p ! Jirr 
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I was closeted with phantoms. A cloud full of thunder 
Superbly persuades the mass of a mountain 
To imitate the passion electric above it. 

Disturbing the sleep of its inmost stone 
To thrill like vapour with vehemence unuttcred: 

So Solomon’s happiness with hidden dark fire 
Had charged my being; and it broke forth imagining 
Continual lightning of dazzling lust, 

Soon as I was fast in my senseless solitude. 

My black abysm became a den of dreams; 

I was no cramp in the sea’s depth sunk, 

But a world of voluble fury of fantasy. 

Wheeling apparition of impossible pleasure, 

Passage so swift of spectres adorable 
In dancing procession, alluring courtesy, 

I could take no features of their flying faces. 

A globe of incapable glorying desire 
My spirit invented in the senseless sea; 

And I its creator like a crazy god 

Doating on the inscrutable thing he has done. 

‘Then the spell broke and the seal burst open, 
Solomon’s malignity at the last perishing. 

The black water quaked, the blind brute places 
Roared with my freedom, and my rage triumphandy 
Thundering up to be again a demon. 

As if the ground of the sea broke, spouting with fire. 
And the boiling of the gulf in one grand bubble 
Exclaimed its smoke and steam to the air: 

So swirling I arose, ravenous to please 
My visionary appetite and vastiy enjoy 
Solomon’s delight, a lover of women 
Roaming the nations in innumerable marriages. 

My scrutimzing quest quarter’d the earth 
For my first feasting of my dream’s desire; 

And passing over Ecbatan the power possesst me 
That Solomon lavisht his life to worship. 

A Median girl on a marketing errand 
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Fixt m me her loveliness, and fctcht me circling 
Down from the height of my sp>ong to adore her 
As if a meteor should fall from its fiery curve, 
Suddenly sloping the splendour of its mission 
To fly as a pigeon round loiterers’ shoulders 
Invisibly obsequious I followed my Sara 
Moving a spectre of music in front of me 
Music divined before hcanng can feel it, 

Promising the beauty my dream proposed, 

And now to be loved and known and enjoyed ' 

‘And still no delight' Still deluded agonizing. 
Worse than my dreams now, would not let me go' 

I knew of beauty and a bliss calling me 

To spend my life on it, spirit and sense 

It ts-as there, die wonder, n was waiting for me there, 

But beyond me, beyond me' Detestably useless 

My one t\Tctched sense — all tliat idiot ranging 

In pleasures sweet earth bestowed so easily, 

That simple alacrity, my life of fragrance' 

Tlicrc was Sara to be lo\cd and I could not lo\c her* 
No beauty for me, w here I knew beauty ^vas 
No meaning for me where marvellous meaning 
I knew awaited worshipping sense 
In ravishing torture that took me voluptuously, 

My speculating spirit biinit alxiui her 
In fiction of the bhw I could not find, 

But always recoiled in Infllcd concujiisccncc, 

Mere imbecile hist, longing for 'cn*p 
lint could understand tint svmliol of love, 

Mv inconrcivablv lovely Sira 

Ay, much tint my misery of •erne would sulTrr 

1 ailhrully the mlour of feiinlr tlesh — 

Nnv, like It at list* Hut it I'-.m this 
1 would nm 1>eir—liridn rooms hlndmnui 

With snn'*s inijuidcnily able Iwroie in'-, 

"nir dclichtrvl liwinr o' lm*v vnumj men' 

Hut Sin w IV not lovni mv ilruivrhiw w w p .-fr 1 -^,^^, 
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‘All ended nowl And my ^vorlhlcss sense 
Flung with disgusting injury grovelling 
Back to stale things at the bidding of a stench. 

Those conjurers came; they caught me unaware 
With their filthy mischief; and notliing fortunate 
Remains on earth, now they have made me 
Abandon my anguish, my beauty’s phantom, 

My love of unimaginable love, my Sara, 

‘But take me out of earth! Take from my nature 
Sense and the mankind curse of pleasure. 

The craving of sense; and my crippled speculation 
Restore to a fiend’s unfeeling sanity 
Of lucidly spacious spiritual knowledge 
That knows no desire, for beyond it nothing is. 

Beelzebub, my lord 1 Let me live no more 

In that glamour of men, that gleaming superstition. 

Beauty, so shiftily brightening and shaping 
The clouds of sense that enclose and bemuse 
Man’s wistful mmd — and my mind, Beelzebub 1 
The mind of thy demon! O make me be done with 
it! 

Out of this earth of appetite desiring. 

Beauty pretending, fantasy forging. 

Take me, and give me reality again: 

Once more the endless unmoved moment 
Of pure reality, a spirit’s experience 
Perfectly circular, icily secure: 

The infinite of all things for ever present 
In one calm personal point of knowledge. 

Itself to all things infinitely known ’ 

So prayed the fiend to his pestilent master: 

Who knows how answered? — But if, of an evening, 

r? place where thrushes and primroses 

Celebrate spring, or in smnmer morning 

A j sweeten sea-breezes, 

n t e space of the dunes blows honey and spice. 

You feel a spirit has fled before you: 
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It may be Asmodcus w'as modestly there 
Smelling his sobcc, but swift to shy 
Continents away, if a man comes near. 
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A SKY like a dirty canvas tilt 

Close on the cartli hangs weighing down, 
IVlicrc water hcasy with inland silt 
And filtli of many a factory towni. 

Brown nver mingling with drab sea, 

Laps on the grey sand lazily . 

Tlic tide far out on the flat shore, 

Slack sea and current come to terms. 

A pier of a quarter nulc or more, 

On stilted footing spl.iy ed out wade — 

Like a giant kind of tliosc hated wonns 
IVith a fringe of legs on either side— 

Steps wading through the soft mud-banks 
On a hundred iron spindle-shanks 
To the fairway where the femes ply. 

The listed boats, nigh toppling 

With the press at the gangways, begin to bniig 

Tlic Satuol.ay-aficmoon parade, 

With a few free hours and wages paid, 

Jostling ashore on us way to buy 

Some Inst) plc.asure It throngs the pier 

And mobs the ium5lilc<, crammetl .as light 

As Iiohing full shoilcsl in .t weir, 

llicn out through the cliclint.* bruswork jris, 

Twitching its nimpled j ickets an ,ht, 

And a do.'cn ssav's the rmrent sc's, 

Larraruif fur hii fit.'^ l>->nnJ’ 

Dmang s.^iwlibsik, tidd)-" vriem 1, 

Or to buv goal link at iJk ts-jid.-s’ tT', 

Or to imur, with .t la*dl' b'ank rT»g''n’, 

»t 


1S1 
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Upon three mangy slouching bears 
In the dank bucket of their pound, 

Padding the round they’ve padded for years. 

But most of the holiday troops decide 
For the coastwise pathway. On one side 
They have, as they take their saimtering ways. 
An endless reach of shallow tide; 

And sunlight filtering through fawn haze 
Draws streaks and knots of glistering pale 
Slippery lustre of mother-of-pearl 
On the paved expanse of airless sea: 

Like the vagaries of loop and crul, 

The faint bright varnish aimlessly 
Trackt on a flagg’d walk by a snail. 

But on the left side the path goes 
Past tumble-down and shabby row's 
Of sheds and booths and old marquees. 

For dealing in stale gaieties: 

Where a giggling crowd for a penny stares 
At an oily nigger saying his prayers; 

Or in the clanging shooting-stalls 
They fire skew rides at little balls 
Jumping about on water jets; 

Or cheer their glee when a girl upsets 
Head-over-heels at end of her ride 
Down the slope of the taut wire, slung 
For the trolley to race its headlong glide. 

She like a sack on her pull’d arms hung. 

But eating-shops are commonest; 

And whether there be a special zest 
In ham and eggs, their only fare. 

Or some more potent trade thrive there. 
These fiourish more than all the rest. 

Frowsy -within, dingy -without; 

But mouldy finery litter’d about 



HAM AND IXIGS 

On mantd-piccc and table-top — 

Knacks on fancy mats, and a crop 
Of tufted grass dyed yellow and pinV , 

Busts of die Kang, and glass hand-l}clls — 
\Vith plush-framed panels of glued sca-sliclls 
Pmn’d to the walk, seem meant to make 
Tlic munclung customer rather think 
He cats in a parlour than a shop 
At every door a girl, to take 
Her daily gossip, lolls at ease. 

Painted to make a parson blink, 

And scented to make a foxhound sneeze 
Soon, when tlic loitering crowds begin, 

IVith female clamour tlic air will shake. 
Harsh as the sound of beaten tin, 
Announcing tea and plates of fry. 

Lest heedless hunger ramble by 
And lust for ham should not aw akc 
Let a young man one instant gisc 
Notice to these fierce syllables, 

A wcnclt wall base him by the slccxc, 
■Wllispcr scnouslv in his car. 

And defd) show her petticoat frills 

But there IS no trade )ct come near 
Tile girk, jxwtcd to draw ii in, 

Idle awhile, and akimlio lean 
Agaimt the jamtis of the doors, and throw 
Cheerful rcandalous banicr alxun 
In a rcctly metallic efforiln' shout; 

Or vacantly watch the 5tcanrhil>t co. 

Tint forth iiiui empt> oceans elide 
lake Rfxls on placid pranil nlTuni. 

No more awaie thrv coast li^idr 
.Sunil garrs at the ware*- » m'-ir 
linn an) thouehiru! ir i\T5;--r catrv 
1 te aim atul iieedcs in ll ■- hrd 
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The girl, though, of the meanest shanty there, 

Was late to lounge on duty, and the shop 
Open’d without her its crazy blister’d door 
Wide and inviting to the table laid. 

Already news of frying ham crept out 
Hissing and savoury rank, and a slut busdcd 
In and out of the lean-to den at back 
That served as kitchen. Even the music now 
Struck up a jaunty racket; this was a neat 
Black-drest black-bonneted meagre upright old lady. 
With grey shawl tight across her shoulders scrimpt, 
Sitting, straight as a rod and iron-stiff. 

Her back towards the door. (‘ ’Tisn’t your face 

I’m hiring,’ she’d been told; ‘turn on the tunes 

And keep your face turned off: mind that.’) She held 

The rigid corner of her skinny knees 

As fixt as limbs fetter’d together; and straight 

As her spine was, her head was always leant 

A httle sideways, and one shoulder shrugged 

Immovably up to it; even her elbows prest 

Firm on her waist as they’d been lasht there close; 

But nimble were her wrists and spry her fingers. 
Never a moment flagging in their chase 
Of imbecile gaiety. To and fro her hands 
Went janghng wolfish chords and tinkling out 
Silly flourishing airs; while she herself. 

Fast in her stiff black trance, her tilted head 
Held up in an unchanging muse to stare 
Six inches over the piano-top at nothing. 

Took firom her iviry bushy- trifling hands 
Not so much as a shiver. 

A door bounced 

Clattering open beside her at the back; 

It gave upon a flight of upward stairs. 

The wench came flurrying in and slammed it to: 

A plump pert rattling merry-hearted thing. 

Bright with her oivn good fortune; and that was, 
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To be alive She skipt across and laid 
Firm hold on tlic old lady’s bony shoulders 
And shook her stubborn pose, but tlic gay hands 
Went playing on So the wench screw cd her round; 

Tliosc faithfully fnvolous hands were only stopt 
When the lean body they were jointed to, 

But hardly seemed belonging to, was slued 
Right from tlic key-board, then tlicy lay in her lap 
And twitched uneasy' fingers, as a dog 
Tliat lately hunted sleeps wath jerking paws 

TitE WENCH Tlie bone of you' — Remind me, the next time 
I tickle m the small of my back, to take 
Your shoulder-blade for a scratching-post — Come round. 
Bombasine! — I’d to hurry, I was kept 
Look me over and tell me, is my lace 
Done all to rights? — What 's to do, Missis Dyes’ 

Whatev'cr’s the scare about’ It’s only paint. 

TiiK OLD LADY. You ought to bc ."isliamcd 
THE w’ENCir llic same to you 

THE oi D i-\DV A painted face disgusts me 
THE wxscit Tint 's bcciusc 

You couldn’t paint your dry old pnmc of a fice, 

Not if you were a housc-paintcr — Have scasc, 

And don't bc a cross-patdi tell me how I look. 

Tiir OLD LXDY, How should you look’ '\'ou look like what 
you arc 

Tiir wr-\cii. You don’t you look rcspecLiblc 
niL OLD i-SDS. You know 

I’\c got to lie here 

■ntr wr_srit. .\ntl sou kno \ I w-ant to 

\\c can cry quit? 

nir ou> Lsna Oh, but rivdnr. niy dr.ir. 

If 1 could h'-lp my'fir, 1 wmild hdp \nu 
Tiir WT.vat It isoald Iv r! ■- if it w n ft n c 

I Mid, have si-nT, 

Tiir oiD i-sna. Will you > -wer Lwr 
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How this painting your face and dressing up 
Makes your life, that should be your veiy own, 

Common as open ground? — ^\Vhcn workmen cut 
A short way to their jobs over a field, 

It ’s very soon the grass is trodden dirt. 

THE WENCH. You skeleton! Calling me dirt ! And who 
Keeps the procession brisk with rousing tunes? 

THE OLD LADY. No need for that taunt: hot and bitter to me 
As scalding poison to be doing this. 

THE WENCH. O look! Tribcs already! — ^\hilc we’re in talk 
Good money ’s slipping past us, running to waste. 

Roxmd you go and vamp us a spanking piece. 

A slap and a twisting push left the old lady 
Instantly stiffen’d into her postme again, 

Her thin back turned severe against the door 
With canted head and slightly lifted gaze. 

And arms tuckt in; her diligent weaving hands 
Might never have paused: back in their dainty pace 
Off tript her fingers impudently jingling 
Tinsel music to brighten the seduction 
The wench was hoarsely busy with outside, 

Snatching at likely passengers and shrugged 
Laughingly off a dozen times before 
She found her game. A young man, cap awry 
To show his grease-hekt forelock, let her grasp 
Stay a few seconds on his arm, and felt 
Somehow a vague and pleased importance from it. 

She knows him hers before he is sure 
Him self what his mind is; and towards the door 
She has him dragged, and is whispering, 
f^^gSmg him down, some cockering thing. 

The dehcate bloom of her bared arm greeting 
His skin with its fine warm youth, her scent. 

Her side against him, her merriment. 

Set his heart dizzily beating 
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Burning blood through every vem, 

And, startling along his ncr\'cs, delight 
Flashes trcmbhng into his brain. 

Flesh clothes his spint in flame star-white 
One lightning moment — flame of die fire 
Tliat cames splendour of worlds like flakes 
Of darkening slag, and swaft as it came 9 
The bnghtness dulls — a moment slakes 
Flesh that wrapt him in thnJhng flame 
To flesh that is earth and mere desire 
Now It IS easy work, and she 
May bend as she likes his waxen will, 

He yields, but he goes sulkily. 

And makes her seem to hale him still 


Tirc w’ENCti Ckimc along, innocent. 

THE Yotmi I’m not innocent, 

THE W'ENCir You won’t be so stand-offish after tea 
THE YOUTH I don’t want any tea 
THE wx.vai Voti’ll want plenty 

Once >00 have bitten into our ham 
THE YOUTH 1 don’t 

Fanc^’ >our fry 

Tiir WT_vcH Arc )ou m drc.ad of thirst’ 

Tiir SOUTH, A), in a tca^hop 

Tiir wT2nCU You wail till jou sniff 

'Fhe tea I’ll brew )ou, and <ec if jou don't wuli 
You’d shipwTeckt in tlie tropics and broueht home 
Tlic thirst of It tindimogt-d \nd the tiling is, 

What ’s cooking m the kitchen now u jim 
Tlic image of tliat thirst, the 'pitnne iinn;e 
Tin \cnTii lea’s not ni) <ulr. 

7111 wT-NCJi O, I can s up — 

How ’s that’ 

nil aotmi. Wlntfwer hair \-ou put in ji’ 

TJtr wi sen IjTv.k in {he milk -jug 
Tltr KHTll 


IMii’k’ ' 
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THE WENCH. Yoli didfi t think 

To meet your old friend here! — Now for the fiy: 

Chew it up well and get the good of it! 

THE YOUTH ByGod! The good you call it! Brim me my cup, 
"Sharp, with the whisky, for a cool long drink. 

The b^ne in deep-sea shrimps were sweet 
To the smart pickle of that meat; 

The thirst of labour in blazing sun 
Were cool and smooth to the rage begun 
With the first bite, in gullet and mouth; 

And soon a tingling parching drouth 
Flayed his throat as though it had been 
Dried with quicklime, raspt by shagreen. 

And cup after cup laced generously 
Liquor’d his nettled palate, till he 
Grew easy-minded and talkative, 

And often sprawled aside to give 
The wench a fondling slack caress, 

Twixt mouthfuls of his salty mess. 

And still that gaunt demure old lady, set 
In visionary rigour, kept her mind 
Averted, and her awkward figtue still 
As ebony carving, while her active hands 
Danced lightly over the notes in trivial airs. 

THE YOUTH. Does she go by steam? 

THE WENCH. She ’s a curio. 

But she can play, 

THE YOUTH. Pretty well, pretty well. 

Who put the poker down her back? 

THE WENCH. She ’s daft. 

She ’s hazed herself with hours of sitting still 
And strumming in black clothes. If I slid out 
And left the lights full on she’d play till morning. — 

And where do you work? 

THE YOUTH. 


I’m in a builder’s yard. 
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I’m in thcjomcry-sbcds, where saws and planes 
And moulders and liic rest spin the t'lholc day, 

Chaltcnng and growling and squalling 
THE WENCH Arc they machines’ 

I thought such things were tools you carr}' about 
THE YOUTH AVc’rc all machinery m the sheds. Tlic roof 
Is full of rumbling axles, and you walk 
Dodging the flapping cnss-cross of the belts ^ 

Tliat bring the power slanting to the benches 
I run a mortiang machine mj'sclf 
THE w'ENCH Arc any Jews m >our shop’ 

THE YOUTH Av , tllCTC 's OnC. 

I’m down on Jews, I owe them something bitter 
Tins one cuts wood-blocks at a circular saw; 

A dirty Jew'! Dirt’ Tlicrc is just one spot 
Tliat he keeps clean Wflicrc do you think it is’ 

■nm WTsai I shouldn’t like to saj. 

THE YOUTH lllC Clld of Ills no'c. 

And not because he means it but it dips 
Into his tea at every dnnk he talcs, 

And washes itself pale as the white of his c)cs 
In his brown visnomy, just the fat tip 
I paid him out, though 
Tin wxNCii How’ 

THEVOUTH. To inilr llM bloclj 

He pushes the WTOught scantling to a stop 
And guides it past tlic humming saw , and vhre 
It goes like cutting cheese, and n howimt: velp 
At cv cry slice like thra'lmig a puppv -sloe 
Till wTNrit Who Ls It velps’ Hie Jew? 
am vouni. He did yelp onre; 

I or I was strolling b\, and iieht in tl.e nirk 
N'tidgi'd the lirast’s eUmw, and hii liim! jifi gnred 
Idle sere.aminp' teeth (), Miner Jew setr.i" nl il'en. 

It shr.aieel Im thumb idf, clein as vani roaM wch, 

Titr waxen ”1 here's a murt Lad k" I w m t! -re 

trouble? 
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THE vouTH. The whole shop swore him down, gaffer and all; 
Swore black was white, that I was at my bench. 

THE WENCH. Well, shall we go upstairs? 

THE YOUTH. Here ’s to free love I 


For tipsy enough she reckoned him by this 
To let her sneaking hands unheeded go 
Ransacking'^flirough his pockets while he bent 
In earnest all his mind on fiiddled lust. 

She steadied him across the floor and steered 
His lurches to the stairs, cuddling so close 
That her embrace, before they were half-way, 
Learnt the likely pockets for her to rummage. 
They had a giggling scuffle to get through 
The doorway; and for all she dipt him firm 
And braced herself to hold him, he reeled off 
So wide, he nearly stagger’d in her chair 
That wistfully unalterable old lady 
Keeping her tunes cheerily jigging along 
Like clockwork; but no flicker changed her gaze 
Yonderly upward at the wallpaper, 

No muscle for the scrimmage at her side 
Slackened a moment in her angular 
Steadfast unconcern. And still she sat 
In the same empty unmoving speculation. 

And still her fingers went the same glib gait, 
Pouncing delicately, after the wench 
Had hauled her sot upstairs. 


A little girl 

Ran frighten’d from outside into the shop. 

Galling as she ran, ‘Miss Cissy ! Miss Cissy 1’ 

Her breath, from racing there, caught in her throat, 
And her voice hardly shrilled above the old lady’s 
Never-ending trickle of giddy noise. 

But the wench heard and hurried down; the youth 
Came lungeing after her, tripping himself 
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At every step, and loutishly stood by 
And still tile serene old lady prettily played 

THE 1VENCH Didn’t I tcll you never to come again? 

THE 'CHILD But It ’s your mother, miss 
THE WENCH Now } ou trot back 

Tcll her from me I’ll not be hamed here 
I’ve had enough of her to-day 
THE CHILD But, miSS, 

She ’s dead 

THE WENCH Wliat^ — Stop that tinkling shindy, do' 

She leant across, and struck tliosc flippant hands 
Down from die keys The old lady settled back 
Unrufllcd in her cliair, grave and ignoring. 

And blandly sraitcd to begin again 

THE WENCH Now wliat ’s tills sior>’’ 

THE CHIUJ When m> aunt) called. 

There uais your mother lying along the floor 
As if she’d sprung out of bed — sulfas a crutch 
And flat ns a flounder, aunt) said she u-as 
THE UTVCH Nay, I should think hardly as flat as dint 

She studied her own thoughts a moment "nicn. 

Pleasantly brisking round on the old Indy, 

She said a thing to pierce tlini distant mind 

nil WINCH I'm finisht here I shan’t come bid aeun 
Nobody now swnllowingatl I ran earn' 

I'll pick up cas) monc) on tn) own 

Keep U]J )our licart ind gi\e them Irnrl) tunes 

And she and the child were rone But Joo' jti.* IiLe 
Bewilder’d terror now the old Lads rape,j 
After them, .and a gleam of frantic jit' oo 
I.eapt to her e\ei swift .n a •jcirk fis'in I'erl. 

Him qurndit .\iid grnt’v to hei-<-!f si r {_ 

'So she 's the ('"e to c, ipe Si wi, jM, <iC • 
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The young man suddenly roused out of his daze: 
Where was free love? — He’d lost his chance somehow 
He shoved himself upright away from the wall 
Where he had propt his swimming shoulders, stood 
Quavering, and then propt himself again 
With arms in front, leaning over a table. 

He shoij^ed, ‘Do you mean to swindle me? 

She’d made me pay her, up there on the stairs. 

I’ll tell the police 1 I’ll have the law on you I’ 

Then the old lady, clenching her lips, and staring 
With wide pale eyes at him, slowly stood up, 

Decent and black, and very lean and tall. 

She must have clutcht her head, for, if it was 
The first time in her life, her bonnet now 
Tipt ridiculously awry. She reacht 
Her hand out for a pot of scarlet grasses, 

And poised it ready to shy. ‘Get outl’ she said, 

Very quietly. But ’twas the look of her 
That startled him like drenching icy water: 

‘God love me*. I’ve lit among the maniacs!’ 

He stumbled out, anxiously eyeing her. 

So she sat down again. As if she had been 
A puppet carefully lower’d on to the chair, 

Her limbs folded themselves precise and stiff 
Back into her strict attitude again: 

With shoulders huncht a little, leaning head. 

And elbows squeezed tight in against a waist 
Straight as a plank. Unmoving she sat on, 

Lonely and prim, lost in a gaze at nothing. 

‘Another one will come to take her place; 

And I shall still be here, luring them in.’ 

Her hands strayed to the keyboard, hesitated. 
Fumbled softly, and then ran off in trills 
And graces of a skipping flighty tune. 
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FOR DAVID, MICHAEL, RALPH 

D ear boys, they’ve killed our woods the ground 
Nenv looks ashamed, to be shorn so bare. 
Naked lank ndge and brooding mound 
Seem shivenng cois cd in the April air 

They well may start c, hills that have been 
So nchly and so sturdily fleeced! 

Who made this upland, once so green. 

Crouch comfortless, like an ill-used bcast^ 

There was a fool who had pulled fierce faces 
At his photographer thirty years, 

He swore, Now I’ll put you through your paces, 
Jaegers, Uhlans, and Grenadiers! 

Was he to blame’ Or the looking-glass 
Tliat taught him his moutlacliiocs’ 

How could that joke for an Atlila pass’ 

ANbo was to blame? Nobody knows 

He but let loose the frantic mood 
Tliat toppled Europe down pell-mell, 

It nppled against our quietude. 

And Ryaon Firs, hi c Europe, fell 

Now the axe hews, die bill-liool lops 
Tlic owls have flovsn to Cliflbrd s Mesne, 

Tlie foxes found another cop*e, 
nic badger trotted to Mitchcldcan 

Hut vsherc is our cool pine-fragrance fled’ 

Where now our sun-fleckt louning hours, 
kv'ading in yellow or arure or red, 

Ikafrodil, blucliell, foxglove flov\c*s’ 

\Mirtc IS our 'pring's woodlaid ddight 
To scatter her small fur<-n furs hie d'-w ’ 

Our ridiiie, a lilad'* of g -Vrn 1 gf t 
Cleaving < jr utume* j'lade m iwi<’ 
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The wind comes noiseless down the hill 
That once might just have left the sea, 

And would our Glostershire windows fill 
With a sound like the shores of Anglesey. 

The poor trees, all undignified, 

Mere logs, that could so sing and gleam, 
Laid out in long rows side by side 
Across the sloping ground, might seem 

A monstrous march of rugged brown 
Caterpillars, ^gantically 
Over the hill-top swarming down 
To browse their own lopt greenery. 

The last we saw of our lovely friends ! 
Cannibal grubs ! — ^Then came the wains 
To cart them off; their story ends 
Not upright still in the winds and the rains 

(As tall trees hope to end) at sea, 

In graces drest that whiter shine 
Than glittering winter: no, but to be 
Props m a Glamorgan mine. 

So come: where once we loved their shade, 
We’U take their ghost an offering now. 
Here is an image I have made: 

Guarini and Tasso showed me how. 


Ryton Firs are alive again! Amd I 
In the heart of them am happy once again! 

All roimd the knoll, on days of quietest air. 

Secrets are being told: if it were high wind. 

And the talk of the trees as loud as roaring drums, 
Still ’t would be secrets, shouted instead of whisper’d. 

There must have been a warning given once: 

No tree, on pain of ■withering and sawfly. 

To reach the slimmest of his snaky toes 
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Into this mounded sward and rumple it, 

All trees stand back taboo is on this soil ’ — 

The trees have always scrupulously obeyed. 

The grass, that elsewhere grows as best it may 
Under the larches, countable long nesh blades. 
Here in clear sky pads the ground thick and close 
As wool upon a Soutlidown -wether’s back; 

And as m Southdown wool, your hand must sink 
Up to the ivnst before it finds the roots 
A bed for summer afternoons, tins grass. 

But in the spring, not too sofdy entangling 
For hvely feet to dance on, when the green 
Flashes with daffodils From Marclc ivay. 

From Dymock, Kcraplcy, Newent, Bromesberrow, 
Redmarley, all the mcadowland daffodils seem 
Running in golden tides to Ryton Firs, 

To make tlic knot of steep little isoodcd hills 
Their brightest shou O bella cti dc I’oro! 

Now I breatlie ^ou again, my w-oods of Ryton* 
Not Only golden with your daffodil light 
Lying in pools on the loose dusky ground 
Beneath the larclics, tumbling in broad n\crs 
Down sloping grass under the cherry’ trees 
And birches but among your branches clinging 
A mist of tliat Ferrara-gold I first 
Loved in those easy hours you made so green. 

And hark! you arc full of voices novv! as if 
Fcrrira day-dreams had come hack to earth 
In Gloslcrshirc, transforming to a troop 
Of lads and lasses, and presently a dance, 

Tliosc mornings when yxiur alleys of long light 
And your brown rosm-sernted shadows were 
Lnchanted with the litightcr ofiny boys 

Till votcr.s 

'Follow my heart, mv dancing feet, 

Dvnee as hlitlic as my hca-t can beat 
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Dancing alone can understand 
What a heavenly way we pass, 

Treading the green and golden land. 

Daffodillies and grass.’ 

T had a song, too, on my road. 

But mine was in my eyes; 

For Malvern Hills were wth me all the way, 

Singing loveliest visible melodies 
Blue as a south-sea bay; 

And ruddy as wine of France 

Breadths of new-turn’d ploughland under them glowed. 
’Twcis my heart then must dance 
To dwell in my delight; 

No need to sing when all in song my sight 
Moved over hiUs so musically made 
And with such colour played. — 

And only yesterday it was I saw 

Veil’d in streamers of grey wavering smoke 

My shapely Malvern Hills. 

That was the last hail-storm to trouble spring: 

He came in gloomy haste, 

Pusht in front of the white clouds quietly basking, 

In such a hurry he tript against the hiUs, 

And stumbling forward spilt over his shoulders 
All his black baggage held, 

Streaking downpour of hail. 

Then fled dismayed, and the sun in golden glee 

And the high white clouds laught down his dusky ghost.’ 

‘For all that ’s left of winter 
Is moistiue in the groxmd. 

When I came down the valley last, the sun 
Just thawed the grass and made me gentle turf ; 

But still the frost was bony underneath. 

Now moles take biurowing jaunts abroad, and ply 
Their shovelling hands in earth 
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As nimbly as the strokes 
Of a swimmer m a long dive under water 
The meadows m the sun arc twice as green 
For all the scatter of fresh red mounded earth, 
The mischief of the moles 
No dullish red, Glostcrshirc earth new-delved 
In April ' And I think shows fairest ivlicrc 
These rummaging small rogues have been at work 
If you ivill look the way die sunlight slants 
Making the grass one great green gem of light, 
Bnght earth, crimson and even 
Scarlet, everywhere tracks 
Tile rambling underground affairs of moles 
Tliough ’tis but kestrel-bay. 

Looking against the sun ’ 

‘But here *3 the happiest light can he on ground. 

Grass sloping under trees 

Alive with yellow' shine of daffodils* 

If quicksilver w'crc gold. 

And troubled pools of it shaking in the sun. 

It were not such a fancy' of bickenng gleam 
As Ryton daffodiU when the air but stirs 
And all the miles and miles of meadow land 
Tile spring makes golden wnys. 

Lead here, for here the gold 
Grows bnghtest for our eyes. 

And for our hearts loiclicr cien than loic. 

So here, each spring, our daffodil festival ' 

‘How smooth and quid the year 

Spins me the seasons round' 

llow many days ha\r slid arro-s my iniiul 

Since we had snow pitying the fro-'rn ^’lou.nl' 

Tlien winter sunsliinr chrrrril 
Tlie hitter si irs; the snow, 

Rcluct.intK olsrsing lofty v ind>. 
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Drew off in shining clouds, 

Wishing it still might love 

With its white mercy the cold earth beneath. 

But when the beautiful ground 
Lights upward all the air. 

Noon thaws the frozen caves. 

And makes the rime on post and paling steam 
Silvery blue smoke in tl\e golden day. 

And soon from loaded trees in noiseless woods 
The snows slip thudding down, 

Scattering in their trail 

Bright icy sparkles through the glittering air; 

And the fir-branches, patiently bent so long, 

Sigh as they lift themselves to rights again. 

Then warm moist hours steal in, 

Such as can draw the year’s 

First fragrance from the sap of cherry wood 

Or from the leaves of budless violets; 

And travellers in lanes 
Catch the hot tavray smell 

Reynard’s damp fur left as he sneakt marauding 
Across from gap to gap; 

And in the larch woods on the highest boughs 
The long-eared owls like grey cats sitting still 
Peer down to quizz the passengers below.’ 

‘Light has killed the winter and all dark dreams. 
Now winds live all in hght. 

Light has come down to earth and blossoms here, 
And we have golden minds. 

From out the long shade of a road high-bankt, 

I came on shelving fields; 

And from my feet cascading, 

Streaming down the land, 

Flickering lavish of daffodils flowed and fell; 

Like sunhght on a water thrill’d with haste. 

Such clear pale quivering flame, 
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But a flame even more marvellously yello^v 
And all the -way to Ryton here I ^ralkt 
Ankle-deep in light 
It was as if the world had just begun. 

And in a mind new-made 

Of shadowless delight 

My spirit drank my flashing senses in, 

And gloncd to be made 

Of young mortahty 

No darker joy than this 

Golden amazement now 

Shall dare intrude into our dazzhng hves: 

Stam were it now to know 

Mists of sweet warmth and deep delicious colour. 
Those lovable accomphccs Uiat come 
Bcfncnding languid hours ’ 

THE DANCE 

It is known to tile world what a sight may be seen 
In Herefordshire and Glostcrshirc 
As soon as earth remembers how to flower, 

In a flood running over die fresh of die green 
The daffodils pour like a cool fire 
Keep off and mindyour manners, jou jvuni; man 

It is like as die morning were spread on the ground 
In Herefordshire and G/ostcrshirc, 

And we were dancing on the golden hour, 

Such a shimmering gleam is on iiiridow and mound, 
And giMng our minds mcli linglit attire 
Lrnrr rjnnc n.e so l>''ld,you fomard r-s d 

We ssill call for a ":oitow to pester her, she 
Who ’s robbing us for the mar) et-bujer, 

Tlic crone wbo smps the field our dinces -eoiir. 

And especi ilK esenonc •p'>ibng our glee 
With trouble of fine ami |o\e‘i tl^ire 
Kt'P <f a~d r~'rd^'‘^r f-_— /rr.j jj r-s- 
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And a sorrow the farmer shall have for his spite 
Who scythes at our gold before it tire, 

Because the blue leaves make his mown grass sour; 
And another who brings on our shining delight 
The tarnishing moods sweethearts require: 

Leave eyeing me so bold, you forward maid. 

THE OLYMPIANS 

T his was in Crete, and many years ago: 

A lonely hut high on a mountain-side, 

Under a peak that strained in icy stone 
To thrust an endless gesture at the stars. 

Two peasants in the hut, mother and son, 

Were talking; and it sharpen’d their dispute, 

That often it was troublesome to speak 
Above the soimd of rain, driven so hard 
It smackt the walls like pebbles throivn in volleys, 
And above surges of the sound of wind 
That tore itself among the crags above them, 

And made the mountain hollows and ravines 
Snore hke jars of bronze in its monstrous breath. 

Yet it was time for pleasant days. The earth — 
Her ground like tinder after the crumbling frosts — 
Waited for spring to touch her and unseal 
Her secret nature like the birth of fire. 

Full time it was for the woods to toss their flame. 
Burning with every green that water knows: 

From oaks green-gold like waves against the sun 
That roll a golden gleam in their green mounds. 

To birches like the quiet depth beside 
Sheer downward cliffs, where surface of green light 
Is mixt with blue from under. And already 
Flowers begin to hire the flight of bees 
At a delicious wage to carry love. 
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Golden negotiation, to mates unknoira. 

But the storm came, and %vith its iramphng rain 
Trod out the first green sparks of the spring’s fire. 

Not heeding the loud air, these peasants talkt 
SON But ’tis a trade despised 
mother. By tongues that go 

Like tails of cows in summer, flicking the clegs 
A trade despised^ I ask you, is man a beast. 

Or IS he man^ 

SON He ’s man until he ’s dirt. 

And aren’t they nghtly scorned who deal mth dirt^ 
mother The kitten miaou's his scorn of the old cat* 

But she can wash her own face still, and you, 

Nice as you arc now, tliink on this a little. 

That all these years it is my trade you’\ c lived on 
SON I know, I know but let it be my turn now , 

1 can be earning now for both of us. 

And you can leave corpse-tending 
mother. And uhy should I? 

You make your name .abroad for a strong uorkcr, 

I’ll keep my name for setting corpses right 
SON My name 's honest I’ld be ashamed of vours 
mother Is man a beast, I say, or is he man’ 

And what is most the man in him’ ’Tls pndc 
And go through .all his u'cs, > oil’ll not sec 
Tlic pride of man so sturdy as in my art 
Pndc that uall stand uhen all things chc In\c fallen 
Man will not go to hus comiptmn like 
A pitiful l>c.ast, huddled .as death has left him; 

But dcccnll>, a corpse still proud to lie man, 

Dignity sleeping sound, as 1 ha\e Irft him. 

I'll tell )ou how to think of me You’ve »ee„ 

A tuiMt^ shell, worn with an age orjoiirncyiiK’ 

Under the sea ainonr the Itioeking s’onei, 

Beaelu li) the tide’ \ud s'hal tlw bre.ith o''.a n an 
Can tlo with tlic niaaed an 1 d aMiv thin.*, Sirt Im rs. 
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He can blow such a call of trumpeting through it, 

No thundering of the surf can roar him down. 

I am a mean old cronej but in my trade 

There is a great use made of me: I bid 

The power of death make room for the pride of man. 

SON; You give It out a fine thing. But I’m sure 
It s a vile business you were best be quit of. 
mo^r. Nay, there ’s an art with corpses; and I enjoy it, 
a shaper of good statues. And the mourners 
llui^ng themselves important with their crying, 

I enjoy them, I knowing aU the while 
DeaA would have none of their howling ceremony 
Without my skiU. And I will eat their sins 
bometim^. ’Twere pity if my corpses lookt 
rou o e dead, while all the company round 

SOM of sin. 

That^? ^ scavenging dog eats? Nothing to them 

i f^'^o^se-straker, should be defiled 

^oy think you. 

mother. Let them bp t'u • ^ . 

Lilfp 7 • bilking. They give me their sms 

children laying pranks of mischief on 

eir easy nurse, who smiles to bear the blame. 

a sadden astonishing shatter of din 

Sotb ^ose who talk in quiet: 

^e who talkt amidst unheeded rage 

Unrm^?’ Struck speechless when there smote 

AhZ^^ ^ the storm 

About them hugely and heavily a silence 

smaUest whine 

An old man caml*^a blundering in 

Barefoot and limpC^odm 

P gj oul to his knees with mud. 
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In sopt and tatter’d beggarly clothes He stood 
And bleared upon the candle, stoopt and gaping, 
The tremble of his spare neck thrusting fonrard 
The weight of his head, poised like a baboon’s 
From pucker’d clefts as red as wounds his eyes 
Lookt weepmg, but behind tlie mask of age 
The bone of his brow and face ivas framed to hold 
Majesty and decree of mighty spirit. 

Superb above control of common fate. 

Before the scorching years such horrible skin 
Had stretcht upon it A little while he strove, 
Remembcrmg some old royal ivay of standing. 

To right the crooked warping of his spine. 

But could not Then he spoke His voice 
Came like a trumpet ivhen the brass is flawed 
Such resonant muster in that noble skull 
Of tones that from such fretted strings began. 

‘O Cretans, he is dead !’ 

He stumbled back. 

And then came burden’d in again He bore, 

Lapt in a goatskin bundle, some small is eight 
A boy might sssnng in single-handed play, 

But gasping work for him to be its porter. 

Then like a thing to be tenderly used, he set 
His parcel on the bcncli, and to his hosts 
Turned the absurd dcformitj of gnef 
Tormenting age uitli dropijiu quivering, 
Eyebrows curved high-pilcht over their '^ockeU 
In atVMOiLs bndges, pushing his forchr.ad nigged 
Up to his pate in crc.T.ses hie Iwlf-rounds 
Of ripples held by .a buttress in a stream 
And leaning over the small tiling tluat lav 
\S rapt up before bun, at last lie «pokc atgiiii 

OlJ> WAV. lie is {lead now, .and vou inu‘1 Ik* vsitl, me 
In biining him 
juniirii 


A Ixab) ! And hv jour sjy-aii 
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You’re some outlandish vagabond. I’ll be bound 
You’ve made some demon happy with the blood 
And burnt fat of the child: ay, it has been 


Some wizard’s murder. 

SON. You go too hard on him. 

Look how his ancient mind peers from his face 
To make your meaning out. He brings no harm. 

MOTHER. What, no harm for a tramping rogue to bring 
Out of a fiend’s holiday of a storm, 

A dead baby? I warrant he deals in them, 

A sorcerers’ body-monger. And the wind. 

When he came in, feU headlong down to quiet, 

Down like a dnmk man bawling over a cliff: 

Be sure there is some wickedness leagued with him. — 
Y/hose is this baby? Have you strangled it? 

SON. The grasp, see, of those tremulous hands would scarce 
Strangle a worm. 

OLD MAN. You said the storm had finisht? 

I should have noted that. Indeed, it has done 
The work they meant; ay, they would whistle it back 
To kennel, now it has worried him to death. 

Soon as I pickt him up to carry him here. 

They loosed on us that baying storm to hound 
My stumbling the whole way. With a htmdred jaws 
It tore at him to snatch him from my arms 
Where he lay whimpering; and terror at last 
Of aU that hatred yelling in his face, 

Mad to have him and savage him, wrung his heart 
So hard, life could quiver no longer in it. 

All ’s ended now; and now it is for you 
To bury him. And will you eat his sins? 


This was an eager question; and the consent 
She nodded, seemed to be somehow startled from her. 
But, to assure herself she gave it freely, 

She chatted some stock wisdom of her trade. 


MOTHER. O I will eat the sins of the poor bairn: 
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An easy mouthful that The killjoy death, 

To come so soon ! Who kno^vs, if he had gro'wn, 

What lusty \vickcdness I might have had 
To s\vallow for him^ But as it is I think, 

Baby, your htde secret spawn of sms 

Wdl trouble me with no heartburn This is the ivay — 

And you, boy, be stirring undo the brat 

She took a crust, sopt it and salted it. 

And gave it to the crouching man, and he 
Over the bundled thing upon the bench 
Handed the morsel bad: She muncht it doivn. 

Then went about the things her skill would need 
Truly she was unwnlhng, but in their minds 
The look of his tamisht eyes strange thrill’d, 

As if invisibly burning rays were piercing 
Among their thoughts, and gathering tlicm to shape 
The act of his desire, like dust of iron 
Drawn into pattern of a magnet’s power 

Yet as she turned from bolung doivn the crust 
Her casual nte had made bitter ns tears 
For the reproach of sin to sec her go 
Busily searching in her comers and cupboards. 

Arrested him in a staring blank of isondcr, 

Like an astonisht ploimnn at a fair, 

Wio gapes after a juggling iightropc-ii-allcr, 

Seeing him, is hen his risk) shois is done. 

Push unconcerned and islusiling dirough the cross d 
In sudi a puzzle the old man stoosl, to find 
She made so little of those erten sins 

Mnnisliile, she frrrciiiie for rloihs and piM, 

\nd the doddering m m lost tn las fcrkle"! rare, 
llic 'On Isas fiiUTring the Ir.o's lint kepi 
Tint sorn luggige fisicii’il Diath t’ oin'*. fie nas 
To sspen ii, he could in»t lu ' bic lour, 
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Such folly was the slack and feeble tying. 

A stealing cat, left in a room alone 
Where supper ’s on the table, smelling out 
A dram of milk low down in a narrow jug: 

Careful not to be noisy and not to spill. 

Her dainty paw dips in and soaks her fur, 

Then daintily draws out again and licks 

The dripping theft. Even so gingerly 

Into the bundle’s folds his hand went loosening. 

She heard, the mother bustling ^vith her things, 
Suddenly heard, from where she left her son, 

Such a harsh force of desperate breath as comes 
From limgs coopt in hard agony of terror. 

When muscles fiercely clench about the ribs 
Like a red-hot tyre shrunk on a smoking ^vheel. 

She turned, and saw her boy in palsy, his arms 
Fixt half-way raised, and eyes that could not wink 
But only glare into the open’d pack. 

She scurried to him; and a grim thing lay 
For her to see: no baby, but a man 
Unbelievably wither’d into age, 

The cinder of a man, parcht and blasted 
As puny and brown as the mummy of a baby, 

His body all drawn up into a fist; 

The pined legs, crooked as burnt candle-wicks, 

So taut with perisht sinews that their knees 
Thrusted the shrivelled beUy; and ins arms 
Hugg’ d his chest with little twisted hands. 

But nothing babyish the great famisht head 
Contorted down: the sharp edge of the jaws. 

With thin beard scanted to a snowy wool; 

The lean nose peaking like a puffin’s bill; 

And brow and brainpan glistening like wrought wood, 
And vaulted for a god’s imagination. 

But he, the wretch who brought that dreadful parcel, 
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Still lookt towards where the woman had been busy, 

A standing shivering swoon They turned on him; 

The life in them broke loose from pausing aghast, 

And elamoured like a stream burstmg a weir 
Angrily afraid, she ^v^ung his shoulder. 

Leave off your doatmg, you horrible old man, 

What ’s this you’ve brought us?’ Then agam he tried 
To brave the burden of his years and stand 
Upnght before their question, and agam 
He summon’d from his %vrcck of royal life 
Ck)mmanding voiec five words were toil enough 
Now for the voiee of his greatness to endure 
Before it broke 

‘Zeus! It is Father Zeus 1’ 

Gncf humbled him to tlic ground Down he fell 
As low as worship before Uiesc poor folk, 

Hiding his face, sobbing for shame, and muttenng 
‘The Uiundenng Zeus 1 His favour was the prayer 
Of gods and men, his sentence svas their lives 
And now that litdc loatlisome thing' And I, 

Tins dying misery of crippled age, 

1 am Apollo, I am Apollo ’ 

A long while, breathing shnll and quick, he H) , 

At last, a little rawing liis abasement. 

And giving something of 01)Tnpnn mnincr 
To the poor dwindled soicc, iliat >ct must rasp 
I-nborious whisper hi c the drag of a rope 
Over a whining puHc> when hr that hauls 
Pauses oricii for brcatli — he told Ins talc 

Ai'oiio \Vc were upon the mounialnous height of the go 'i 
lint Ins tlic whole world under it, and thenre~ 

Lit e punt> of luoiintaiii-water 'trr.iinmg 

Down to *sU jeas ftoiii cries that plrtni in hn.vn — 

Our liiviite life I'owil fioai tint hiftj. iju)--! 
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Descended to the brackish tides of men; 

Fresh heavenly water sweetening the vast salt, 

A shining song into the helpless roaring. 

Yet it may be sometimes, ages of water 
Will grind a steep of ancient rock to soil. 

And soil will flourish into moss and weed. 

Till where bright water plunged, a sloth of moisture 
Soaks down from ledge to ledge of sodden turf. 

Had some change grown betwixt our height and men, 
To hold the speed and plenty of our gift. 

And we knew nothing of it? — And to our sight, 

Lightly scanning the haze of things to come 

(For scope we had in time as easily 

As in the distance of the earth), appeared 

Low down, like darkness charged with slumbering fire. 

The far-off patience of some grand event 

Biding its lime, dreaming itself set free 

In dreams that made its darkness suddenly blaze. 

We glanced at it as feasted men will look 
At lightning, when the storm is so far off 
The winking glare bums noiseless as the stars 
Along the rim of pale sweet summer night. 

Casting a moment’s shadow from the trees. 

Or if fear toucht our minds, it was as light 
As tickling threads of spider-work will touch 
The face of one who loiters in the evening. 

Zeus the Father assembled us, and spoke: 

‘Not only our divinely streaming mountain. 

But gods like wandering rains into that brine. 

The life of man, have poured replenishing purity. 
Bacchus we found conferring himself on mpn 
Out of the flying winds of unknown spirit; 

Dying into them like a rain at sea, 

Shedding divine fresh water of his life 
Over their salty unrest, and thence again 
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From out the depths of them nsmg a ghost 
Pure of the bitter earth they have dissolved, 
Agam to pour down in immortal siveetness 
Hun we entreated to dwell here, and take 
A heavenly name, and be our Dionysus 
So we did well, and he ’ 

We turned to smile 
Brotherly pleasure on our lovely guest 
He ivas not in his place, he \vas not found 
In heaven that day, the last of heaven’s days 
I\'here had he gone, our belov’d Dionysus^ 

Zeus spoke again ‘And now anoUier god 
Begins Despise him not, Olympian gods ' 

We wdl persuade him too into our league ’ 

We bent our gaze to earth Our eager sense 
Devoured die height that made tlie hfc of man 
One swaynng tide of motion to and fro, 

Wc saw It in its swarming particles — 
Multitudinous atoms of passionate will 
Seething in separate purposes But one phicc 
Wc noted, where tlie \sTangling little li\cs 
Were ruled by some great passage of event, 

All packt one way as svhen there lia\e been flootLs 
Sleeping across the meadows, tvags and slrasvs 
Lie combed and matted by the sclicmcnt r%'atcr. 

So stroked together were tlicsc h\cs, amasst 
Tou'ards where, aloft against the clouds flame 
Of scarlet evening, three of their kind lhe\ liad 
Hung up on gallows crosses A bare mound 
Lifted tlio'c tall black •pikes into the skv. 

So that it sccmetl the n ise, and th-- gaunt pales 
The jiiiling spokes, of a great nen’r! wheel 
Sunk to the .a\le .anil rnttiii.* m a fni 
But m the hea\a-n Iv-iiind it, the u n'l rasa 
Had niidr anoihrr whei-J, wnh w!’it>- ' ro'd 



35 ° 


IDYLS 

For nave, and spouted fire for whirling spokes, 
The blazing pillars of a wheel that seemed 
Gloriously travelling over the earth. 


For we had found the new god: and once more 
A dying god. His death was while we lookt; 

And instantly his deity arose 

And blinding stood above his death, and scorned us. 

In fierce obedience close behind him croucht 

That black and hungry hour we long had seen 

Far off. He pointed at us; and in a leap 

Darkness was perfect over us. It was 

Time, the whole disaster of time compact 

In one dense moment, that from the heart of it struck 

Accumulated fire, the vengeance stored 

For all the debt we had not heeded owing; 

And then withdrew, and left us charred with age 
To feel our misery awhile. But I, 

When I saw Zeus sunk to that infant shape. 

Rocking his head and twitching helpless limbs, 

Set out to nurse him hither, bearing him 
To end where he was bom, in Crete. 

He stopt. 

He was so still they thought it was his death; 

But presently they saw his shuddering hands 
Work on the floor as they would dig their hold 
Clutching into it; and stealing a pace forward. 

The woman found his eyes wide and appalled 
And fixt upon the door. She turned and lookt: 
Something was shining out there in the darkness. 
Shining and coming nearer; swords of light 
Into the room at sill and lintel pierced, 

And lances where the warping boards had parted. 
Ever closer and brighter it came, as white 
As wmter stars, eager as morning sim. 

And jetting like the force of a weight of water. 
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They thought the timber would have shaken and given, 
Such pressure of hght burst through at every scam, 

And now the door’s whole wood was full of hght 
As if it were thm paper against the glare. 

The gram like a fine web of glowng threads 
And suddenly there ■was no door, but space 
Of insupportable hght, and in the midst 
A presence like a beautiful young man 
He stood among them, lookt at Apollo, and laught 

APOLLO Unhurt, unaged' Dionysus! Thou' 

BACCHUS Call me no more tlic O^unpian name I am 
All Bacchus now again, and have put off 
Olympian name and nature Ay, and sMscly, 

Now that I study you ' To bid fareu ell 
To you and Avhat is left you of your heaven, 

I come It seems you have not learnt the art 
Of dying divinely, you Olympian gods 
APOLLO I am disguised to dice, Bacchus, I think. 
BACCHUS I know you, cripple, easily ns I knoiv 
That curl of husk yonder was Fadicr Zeus 
APOLLO And thou hast mighucr divinity' 

\Vlicrc hast thou been’ How art thou groi\Ti so radiant. 
Escaping our destruction, dinsnng in it^ 

BACCHUS You never understood me in OI)Tnpus 
Your bland and ignorant friendship grcv\ to me 
More urcsomc Uinn a ssheedling fondlinc lose 
To one in whom lo\x sickens You courteous gods' — 
\Vhal ailed me, siding with tint refuse there. 

Your Zeus’ — ^"niosc serene feasts of ^-ours' — And I 
Scarcely able to hold m m) dnrj heart 
TIic hntrcil tugging there to hunt sou dowii 
Hie rlopc of hea\cn to graves in the Itue eirih 
You to thud ourselves tfie life of the ssorkj' 

Not even now \ou liiow whj death to sou 
Is the di'rrace'id end, and 1 can slw 
A thousand tunes and 'tiU lie" lit ne go! 
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APOLLO. Why must we die? O Bacchus, why must wc die? 
BACCHUS. Why must the phantom music of a dream 
Break, and the lovely colour of its light 
Be known no more? You gave no life to the world; 

But as the sleepless spirit in tlie brain 
Of a sleeping man fashions delicious dream 
Out of the dull pulses of his body: 

So the imagining spirit sealed within 
The murmuring life of the world, charms its rumour 
Into the story of a dream — the life 
Of gods, the life uncertain of a dream. 

APOLLO. Then what art thou? 

BACCHUS. Ay, know me now at lastl 

A dream dreamt by the world I am indeed: 

But yet a dream of what is not the world. 

I am the rapture of the mezisureless force 

For ever passing into and beyond 

The measured form of the world. The form abides; 

But wavering, inconstant, variable: 

Even as on die surface of a stream 

The whorl of an eddy shifts and slides and totters. 

And yet the whorl remains. But like the water 
Incessandy supplied, continual haste 
Pouring through the frail round of the eddy, 

Eternally impetuous is the force 

Narrowed into the world and thence escaping. 

I am the dream of that unchanging energy, 

You of the eddying pattern of the world. 

Must there not be, between your dream and mine. 
Enmity unappeasable: between 
My infinite element that would be nothing 
But its own speed for ever, and the small 
Shapeliness of your world that catches it 
Into a spinmng circle; between my dream’s 
Unseizable joy and unendurable woe. 

And yotu stately manners of order’d feeling. 

The graceful pleasure and the decent grief? 



353 


THE OLYMPIANS 

Ay, but that is finislit' The Olympian dream 
Vanishes mine is the dream that tnumphs norv'' 

The shape of the whorl has stirred and changed the world 
Is no more what it was ivhen you were dreamt 
Its images. But what is that to me’ 

For I am ahvays dreamt and to be dreamt, 

I tile nameless force that runs for ever 
APOLLO And will there never be our like again? 

Surely again the dream of the world will be 
Of gods m whom the shapely measure of tilings 
Lives adorable in its present beauty, 

Loving the appointed bounds as songs their music 
BAccmis. Nay, I am nd of you noiv the mind of tlic world 
Is mine, and I will ravish it wth desire 
Anguishing to be out of the world, despising 
All you could give of beauty, for tlic hope 
My passion in its flight beyond all nature 
Gives of amazing and incredible freedom 
And let your neiv gods come I shall lie tlicrc 
Discrediting Uicm, the \%orld will shift again 
To some new manner, and tlicir dream will end. 

And I unharmed, the cicrlasiing dream, 

Once more shall bid to the departing gods. 

Even as non to you, — is it Fare nclP 
Fare as y c may’, dead god and dying god ' 

He spolc and liught again and nais not there. 

The glimmering room came back alioiit them hi c 
Tlic blackness of a caicni and they stood sull 
At last that old Ajxillo, mihout nords, 

Bade their lilank minds lie his 'nw n-oiiLan n-aiht 
The cniinpled thine th.at had lieen Zcii', the son 
Gather’d it in the goarkm to his brrai!; 

And in the qtitr-t in-’ln the three went out 
'lo climb the Crciaii mount nil Tlnie' 

I see the sun, hriiig me and vn Invm'-n 

Tu tile bit he-ttht o'" the jyak’ lo d >- t’wl’j il onrhl 

V 
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Workt in their minds and drove them. Misty dawn 
Was known already by the crags, that seemed 
To watch each other in their lonely frosts, 

While all the earth beneath still slept in cloud. 
These peasants and tile god at length had climbed 
The top of Crete; and like a usual task, 

To throw aside the loose and weather’d stones 
The son bent down, scooping a shallow hole. 

The grave of Zeus; and there the panting woman 
Laid in its package the Olympian corpse. 


Apollo spoke to them across the grave. 

APOLLO. You and these desolate rocks and some few minutes 
Are all the world to me now. But it is still 
Apollo’s world, and the voice of the god is in it, 

Announcing, as heretofore, a divine thing. 

Hear you the last, ay, and tlie first and greatest, 

Of the Olympian truths: we lived in it, 

And out of it our majesty arose, 

And that we perish is the witness to it: 

Whatever seems, is true 1 This was our glory, 

This is our doom. Not as these cliffs now stand, 

Gut off from the earth by cloud, may we survive. 

Like the endeavour of arduous faculties 
To reach sublime experience, the earth 
Exalted them; but now there seems no earth, 

Nothing but cloud, and these unfounded crags 
Issuing from it, for themselves alone 
Maintaining their remote and lofty honour. 

So may it not be with the gods. Our world 
Required us, and we were. A change has come; 

Our world has clouded, and we cannot see it; 

The ground of our existence seems annulled: 

And to the gods, whatever seems is truth. 

The world is ours no more, and we must go; 

You look your last upon the broken gods. 
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Bacchus remains* I know not what new Bacclius, 

But what Ins godhead in your minds wall be 
I know' — Uic uncreated passion taking 
Vengeance on that wluch holds it m creation, 

You, the living w orld and you yourselves 
Shall worship tlic revenge he takes on ) ou 
‘I the real, tlic true, the eternal,’ 

Tims wall he cry to you, piercing and tlinlliiig )ou, 

‘I am your rescue from the seeming world. 

Follow me out of seeming, and I will gi\c jou 
Inconceivable things ’ This is the god 
Henceforth and a breath of die infinite of being 
Will toucJi your minds, and ^ou will scorn to be here 
In your mortality under the stars. 

And to adore your god ^ou will make ^oursehes 
WorUilcss lives, the dupes of a worthless world 
And >011 make Bacchus happ> in his revengt.' 

How' long before whatcs’cr seems laconic 
Oljanpian tnilli again ^ How long before 
Von know again die miracle >ou arc. 

You minds tint master that same infinite lieing 
Into the seeming of csiabhsht world’ — 

And if It seems, it is' — Here find \ our gods, 

Or l>c >our own contempt here in sour world 
Of measured fires rcjoiang in the law 
Tliat fills the sk> with gliticnng ccriaintj, 
nic tunes of earth, and waters in tlieir turns 
Of seas and raiiis and risers, saning 'niintl 
And sarsing colour of glee, the coininonwc.dlh 
‘Ilic escquiMtc habits oriising things contrwe, 

And that inosi iinrsellous creator, thought. 

Will soil lie life t'liee more that loses it'elf, 

\ndjusiines iis licini, to lOelf ’ 

'llien of sour world '^I'ctl inio Ik'Hi ded '•-rniii i 
In inubt of IKis, let there l>e j ixl, ,arun ' 

Zeus, and inotbcr ‘ Ml orZeti’. a iirw 
\[>o!!o, finl of the life drat kltOVn 



358 idyls 

But this is not my master: stifled here, 

Even my own self-hatred I can bear, 

Nay, for myself have still insatiable 
Desire, knowing there bums within me still 
The sleepless virtue of the mind divine 
That feeds on all event and makes h mine, 

The manner of my life; and can abide 
Even in agony strangely satisfied. 

And I am not to end in hell: 

It has been before, in the world’s change, 

That tides of darkness over me fell, 

To make remember’d heaven as strange 
As to the waters buried deep 
In bitter darkness of the sea, 

Their ficesh delighted springs must be 
That down the sunny lulls would leap. 

And it has been that at the last 
The night of waters past: 

For still the changing world went round. 

Out of the depth where I lay vile and drowned 
Lifting me on high again 
To shine above forgotten pain. 

Then in a smooth and sapphire floor, 

Firm beneath my feet and bright, 

The perilous waters of existence bore 
Courteously the journeying of my restored delight. 
Out of that favorable sea 
Arose like an enchanted land 
The fortune that awaited me, 

In noble heights where I might stand 
Surveying my prosperity. 

Thence a delicious welcome came 
From forests that, in fragrant flame 
Of scarlet blossoming, hung between 
Pinnacled splendour of carven snow 
And ocean luminous below 
With purple depth and shallows green. 
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Forth for my feet m curving liar's 
The beaches spread their golden ground, 

Inviting me up to grassy ivap 

And meadou-s of pleasant summer beyond* 

And I ran over tlic light of die sea, 

And took the uorld prepared for me 
Sauntenng inland as I uent. 

In floods of flowers I must wade. 

Held in many a sweet delay 
To hear die birds suehjoy in\ent. 

Or note die w'hispcnng slincr made 
In spinnc)'s of wallow silver-grc> , 

Tlicir delicate bright leaves auswcniig 
The stirring airs like flying awa> 

Of sunlit smoke But 1 must climb 
Abotc the warm bewitching leas, 

Above the droning of the bees 
And siherj' cnckets’ throbbing nng; 

Above die slopes of Notch and tlmne. 

Past broom and birches shadowing 
Green mountain w-atcr in fall and pool 
Where musing air dwelt moist and cool, 

Tow-ards where from out dark fell of pine 
Towering pcafj raised sharp and fine 
nicir gleaming speculation high 
And \sith ni) rocks I stood to share 
The heavenly sjiacc oflirlit and air, 

And once again in lonelj glee. 

Soared out ofjoj's peqilrxil) 
llic pure immortal raaian. 

Perfection of the go<l in me 

1 f ncs\ lUN radiaiire ofjoN 

late flame that knowi dw htht ii makr;; 

M\ joj wa' toiintl me in wind' and ’--n, 

Sliour over eartli tn gra's at d ttc*“, 

And ran in nven, »\aih /!'*'% title. 

Ofinfirur JO, 1 itatiefl the u ah'; 
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And in high clouds my joy was white, 

And stately joy beneath them stood 
Mountainous in great attitude: 

Everywhere colour and shape and sound 
Of joy divinely mine, my own, 

I knew encompassing me round. 

But in the midst of this. 

Distinct in singular central bliss, 

I to myself was known. 

The maker of joy, the flame within: 

My soul erect and burning keen 
In supreme spire of consciousness 
Uttering its own marvellous place. 

The world that round about it glowed. 

As a flame in light makes its abode. 

Then'was I in that ecstasy 
Such music of inteUigence, 

That uncontainable "beauty thence 
Went out in power ranging free; 

And sang itself forth circling saveet and clear 
To shape, like mastery of sound in air. 

Life in my world — energies numberless 
Formed in one perfect chime of happiness. 

This was; and what has been, will be again. 

The god that has no power but in vain 
To dream of power; himself a hated thing, 

Bormd down to hate in turn the posturing 
Procession of his creatures round about 
His darkness — that old story of long drawn out 
Pretentious blxmdering in a mystery. 

The hfe of man: this very god is he 
Whose bliss its own excess shall contemplate 
In the image of beautiful life it must create, 

And thereby crown himself once more sublimely fortunate. 



FOUR SHORT PLAYS 



TO 

EDWARD MARSH 



THE ADDER 


Woods in Autumn A charcoal-burner's hut at the bach, a little to 
one side, a round, Jlat-topt stack of ivood, sheathed in turf, a thin 
blue smoke coming from the Jlue-opemng in the middle Jt ts earl} 
evening, the undergrowth misted jYtghl falls as the play goes on 

Two charcoal-burners, Seth and Nncb), the latter a bent old man 
Thg! are sealed on a log, Seth storing at the slack 

NEWBY You’ll not be needing me lo-night, I think’ — 

\Seth seems not to hear him. 
It IS mam quiet in a copse these daj-s, 

Fall ’s here and no mistake do )ou stiulT the mould’ ' 

A queer good smell ’tis, uhen the mould is maling, 

And the mist comes hitter with it out of the ground, 

Good as the brownest beer was ever brcivetl 
Na^, not to you, though,— >ou, a Methods man 
And sssorn ofTbeer and tobacco Do joii get 
The worth of them, I wonder, in sour chapel’ 

Tlint Mister Startup, tlial flash parson of soiini, 

Can daze >our ssits ssith prcacliing, and they saj 
You can deal praters that sniacl upon sour tongue 
Ilul 'tisn’t the same ns a black pipe and a good tap 
\Vh) don’t joii talk’ ^'ou seem all in a inoosi 
You’ll not be ssanting me to-iiight, Seth? 
smi [roustm; himself] No 

A so<l or two IS all the siark smII ncrfl, 

She 's hiiniing gentls Ihit sias here awhile — 

Squire 's come home, thes -as ’ 

\r\saiY \s I jiipjve- 

lle'ld hesrr die at home 
'I'm ImcI is ih s' ’ 

M S' rts If a in in hie ‘'(jintr mniin 're" Died i,n> 2 t 
For wickeihie's, all (1 e will! jjntnl. Ill hru 
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Driving him on full hurl, chasing liis hist 
Mad as a trooper swording in a charge, — 

He’s bound to shatter. Flesh ain't made for that. 

Met him myself to-day. You never saw 
A brow wath such a fiendish writing on it. 

‘Hallo, Mud,’ says he; ‘Newby, sir,’ says I: 

‘WTiat does it feel like to be earth,* says he, 

‘Damn you I’ — I don’t sec why he damned me? Lord! 

The brow of the man! ^Vhcn he’s in hell, he’ll curse 
The brindled devil himself for a lame lamb. 

SETH. I know, Newby, what ’s in him. Once, my brow 
Was seeded like his. How did he look beside? 

NEWBY. Oh, his face as hard as a carvang; though, as he talkt, 
He foisted on his mouth a kind of twitching, 

A kind of smile, that couldn’t help but sneer. 

But truly I lookt at naught but his hurt brow. 

SETH. Hurtl Yes, ’tis hurt indeed. 

NEWBY. It made me think 

Of a hound I once saw, that was inwardly scorcht 
With swallowed poison, and wencht hard, — that bro^s• 

With lines like two big \veals miming straight up 
Pucker’d on either side, — how comes a man 
So signed? Deuce! I should think his forehead aches! 

You know how a green leaf put upon the fire 
T^vists and bends backwards, till you’d think the heat 
Tortured it? Well, somehow his brow ’s like that. 

And he scarce gone thirty ! 

But he has laboured ! 

He has wickedly mo%vTi the harvest of his life; 

Now it ’s ah, stubble, and it stabs his feet. 

But stubble must be burnt! 

NEWBY. gi’e us a prayer! 

One of your clockwork rants. 

SETH. \Taking no notice I\ I read the man. 

His lusts follow him like tame dogs, diseased 
And fun of weeping sores; and let him rest 
A moment, aU the loving pack yelps up. 
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One or another leaps upon his knee, 

Vile mange and all, and nestles at his heart 
Oh, yes, I know He ’s tned to gorge his sin. 

And yet he cannot dull himself, his brain 
Is bitterly Ured of being always sin, 

But still he must be imagining new' evil. 

And It all turns to Uic same small filthy tncks. 

The same foul dabbling that he sickens at, 

I know It all, my God, don’t I know it' 

NEWBY A queasy hunger, eh'’ See now', you were 
A pretty lot yourself, until you turned 
Mctliody, w'hy don’t you try your praters on Squire? 

SETH Hold your noise, old fool 

NEWBY Well, I’ll be crawling. 

SETH No Stay a bit I want to ask you 
Newby IVhat'’ 

SETH O, has he had his milk'* [Pointing to the hut ] 

NTwaY Tlic adder? Whj, >ou gave it him > ourself 
Tis an uneasy worm to-night. He lifts 
His neck straight up, and keeps his tongue aquuer, 

He looks for something Wonns should be sleep) now’ 

Wliy docs he wake" 

srni P.ah! W hat should he look for" 

You old men think an adder ls a spirit 
NLwav We know the woods and imdcrsiand tlwir folk 
We aren’t dared with grammar Schools and liooks 
May gniid the trade in a man to a Sheffield Inifc, 

But put a scholar m the woods- he'll male 
No more of them th in a <Iog would make of a Iwnl 

hr’f-'l err- 

I.LSien to the air, Seth, look around You ru'd' 

Will sou lie wa'ser than these, m\ .Methtyl) ? 

Will \nu he telling me man m liter hrir" 

Hut ril tell )i)u, this half-heht, the fill'i qii"-’. 

The hanule-s tmilrer, ihca nl! hide the r time. 

'Ilie) .are all jii'cn to .ether, .md -.••nr 't u. 

Keep Mill « mimiie i ow, .at d r.ateh aayr hrr.iih. 
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And let the hour have you. Gan you not feel 
The woods crouch like a beast behind your back? 

And now look round. Where’s the beast gone that croucht? 
But we’re in the midst of something biding its time. 

Don’t you know men who fear the woods at night 
Worse than a ghost? But was there ever one 
Who kept an adder in his hut, the trees 
Goidd have the soul of ? Put your heel on the worm, 

And in a year the trees will drink you up. 

Take the man out of you, as a beech drains 
And spoils the earth he stands in. 

SETH. Heathen talk. 

There ’s a belief can bless the prowling night. 

Send off afraid the old terrors that come 

To craze the soul with leering through its windows. 

I have the faith. I am secure. 

NEWBY. Now, Seth, 

See here. You are the man for Mister Startup, 

Your brummagem parson, and the Methody lot; 

None Hke you at a prayer. What would they say, 

Your ranters, if they heard you kept a snake, 

An aged heathen adder, in your hut. 

And there ’s no burner in the country puts 
Such faith in the worm. 

SETH. Not I: it’s naught to me. 

NEWBY . Good ; then I’ m going to kill him. \He makes for the hut^ 
SETH [springs up and holds him back]. Stop, you fool! 
i^iEWBY. Ay, so it ’s naught to you? You might have known 
I wouldn’t kUl him. 

Newby, you’U keep it hid? 

NEWBY. Why, the man ’s twittering. No, your chapel-folks 
Shall have no word from me What do they know? 

AVhat can their silly-fangled hymns and prayers 
And Startup s teaching tell them of the woods 
And the old things our trade comes up against? 

SETH. O I m not one of your pagan-witted burners, 

Tlrerc is a special bond for me. 
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NEWBY Ay, so? 

Well, let me keep my way I don’t shudder 
As if the -worm ■were sliding down my neck 
Wlien there ’s a mention of it 
SETH Newby, ’Us said. 

In foreign lands (it is a horrible tiling) 

Women m sleep have suckled snakes — tliey’ve been 
Roused by cold, venomous lips drawing tlicir milk 
It’s worse wth me For I am nourishing him. 

That viper shut up m the box in >ondcr, 

I’m nourishing him, Newby, witli my mind 
NEWBY \laughing\ And ) ou the man fora prayerabove them all ! 
Hark' 

SETH What did you hear’ 

NEWBY The footing of a man 

In the long riding 

SETH Who’Id be rambling now ’ 

NEWBY Squire, maybe, roaming the fc\cr off him 
Sounds reach a long way in this quiet air 
But It IS tune I went, or I’ll lie missing 
Tile best of die esening at the ‘Hark to Melody ’ 

SETH No, no, don’t make to go 

NXWTiY What IS H ihcii’ 

SETH My girl ’s come back to me 

MWTiv I\dl, what {rfilni? 

smt ’Tw as yesterday she came My suicr ’s dead. 

She'd nowhere else to hie What shall I do, 

Ncwb\, what <hall I do’ 

srwna What arc sou gahlihnt;’ 

You’re a queer father 

smi Xcwh\, but It ’s the Squire' 

Mwm. I nghtenerl of him, are you’ Well then, wim he' 

Sian fj/.irh'e]. Warn her’ No, warning woiihln'i tlo 
M wiia Win n it’ 

•UTli 1 dreamt m\ snier ramr out ofher death 
lo me laii night, an! iwfulU she sjei't-e 
‘.Seth the girl ‘‘ m yamr 1 n-jiiii" m, '■ 
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NEWBY. ^Vhy^^^l? 

Who else should keep her? ^Vllat’s your fear in the girl 
SETH. I’ll tell you; ’tis myself I fear in her. 

NEW^BY. I don’t lake that. 

SETH. Why, in my wickedness 

Was her beginning; out of my rebellion 
She camel ' 

NEWBY. I suppose she had a mother, though. 

SETH. We’ll leave her out of this. If there is sin 
Sown in the girl, it is all mine; there wns 
Enough flourishing in my blood to choke 
With tares and weeds the innocence of the heart 
I forced to live. 

NEWBY. Ay, and it is the trutli 

’Tis hard to make clean earth of t^Ttch-grown soil. 
SETH. And then to love the girl so much! Do you think 
It can be right to love — one of such birtli 
So fiercely — O, so terribly to love her? 

If lovers have a child, be they right or wrong 
In loving, they must give the bairn their hearts. 

But mine came into flesh so wickedly 
She is a sin ' My sin she is 1 My hate 
Of the Lord God, my scorning of His law's, 

My mere joy in delighting all my lustl 
NEWBY. A child ’s a child, I think. 

SETH. You know' nothing. 

I was all made of sin when she was bom. 

But out of the villainous hubbub of my life 
The good hands of my sister stole my baby; 

Took her away and kept her hid from me, 

And I went on in wickedness. My Lord, 

I did not want to sin. 

I would be sickening at the beastliness 
I d forced my helpless spirit to devour; 

And right into my ading grief would blaze 
Lust like a golden trumpet; and like singing 
My blood would leap into its joy again; 
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And I ^vas drabbing again 
NEWBY \nol hiding his disgust] And U went on 
Till the blood was tired in ^ou^ 

SETH It may be — No, 

God forgive you ' Heaven remembered me ' 

NEWBY Tile two things happen togcdicr, very often 
SETH The Lord sent down a burning blight upon 
My mastery of sin, and hke a flame 
Undid the bnars that were round m> ankles, 

Gnpplcd the spiny fingers Uiat had hold, 

Witli liookM thorns driven mto my heart, 

Upon my life, tlie iwld thickets of sin 
He took me out of the devil’s wood, and I 
Have never left to scn^c Him 
NEWBY And, O Glor>, 

Startup’s right-hand man ever since. Amen ' 

SETH Yes, I was sa\ cd But then there was this soul 
Mortally wearing flesh and blood of mine. 

My girl, my little daughter, — m> flesh, Newb> • 

Ay, and dicrc arc those sms of mine' 'V'oii know, 

When the mercy of God whips off the hunt 
That IS so greedy after a man, they still. 

His pack of sms, roam somewhere, tmpt) and hungn — 

My sins arc lurking for Uic flesh they tasted 
And liked so well, the flesh that ls ni) daughter 
NrwB\ Then jou’d do well to wnni her cars against 
Their barking, if it > dogs ih< \ are, }Our sms 
siTit We did Iictter than that — Ho"s’ Nought so fierce. 

But something slj and quiet and rreejimg « Jixe 
Upon the earth and waiting for to stun , 

Yet ihc^ can onU h\c in that darl wood 
Where the fiend has ins ca\a-, and all the ihinri 
Tliat are imhoh rroiicli aw i\ from fNd 
^ on nni'i go walking m the wirJ>a! grot ml 
Before the jsoi'on of*m r m •trile at an 1 

{Nr- Grw...,./ _ 

When I turned Kick from wirlr-dn—'. I ai <1 i”. j -er 
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Were of one mind. This little lass of mine 
Should never know, till she were grown and safe, 

Where evil lies; for sure must it not be 

She could not stray there, if she’d heard nought of it? 

Not knowing evil, could she find it out? — 

That fearful pride in disobeying God 

At least would have no words to madden her 1 — 

My sister reared her, gave her all her schooling; 

Her lonely house and the empty moor behind. 

No more world than that should the girl have. 

We did it to a marvel. ’Twas a risk, 

I know; and I do fear it anger’d God. 

For see where we are now. God toucht the sleep 
Of my good sister, and made it be her death; 

And to the clumsy keeping of my hands 
Is put this girl, who knows nothing of evil. 

Nothing of sins and wiles and temptations 1 
NEWBY. It ’s a wonderful sort of girl she is, my word 1 
What, never heard of Old Homs? You must have been. 

You and your sister, wonderly afeared. 

What, you a proper sweating Methody man. 

And let a girl get past you all untaught 
That a holy nose should sniff heh everywhere? 

You with the lungs to bawl the sinners down 
Upon their knees, and fetch up out of their bellies 
‘I am a worm, I am a worm. Amen,’ 

As well as Startup can himself! Why, this 

Will stick in my throat like a swallowed stickleback; — 

’Tis all as good as the adder! What with him 
And mth your daughter, you’re a rare Methody ! 

SETH {jumping up'\. Guise you, jibing fool! Put her again 
In the same speech as — as the thing in there. 

And I’ll deal what your wicked head deserves ! 

{He suddenly stops threatening^ sits down, and 
puts his face in his hands. 

NEVNTJY. Why, what the devil can there be between 
The adder and your daughter? 
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SETH \tmplonng him\ Don’t say it, man ' 

O, don’t put them together! Ah, Lord, stop him! 

[A short pause Seth seems to be praying 
JVewby gazes at him aslomsht 
NEWBY I’ll be bound, tins is a strange affair 
So you’ve not seen your daughter till just now^ 

SETH I’ve seen her, but she never lookt on me 
Yesterday was the first time that I’ve kist her, 

I doubt whether I should have kist her, too 
NEWBY You’re a queer father 

SETH What else could I do but hide’ 

I ivas afraid tlierc might be in my face 
Something of evil left, and then die way 
I’ld look on her would make her ivondcr at me — 

How could I look on her and hold away 
From tliinking on tlic blood that ’s in her heart. 

And all there is of me sleeping in hcr^ 

But I must sec her, or the years would drown me 
There was a little orchard near the house, 

WiUi a high wall around, but there a place 
^^'hcrc I could hide and watch the girl’s \oung play 
Among tlic grasses, and her dancing round 
The limc-washt apple trees And I was a man 
^VIUl poison in liis brain, to sec her go 
So jojously and be so glad watli skipping' 

^Vhen the Icnt-lilics had begun their gold 
In the green soil, tlie little maul would priiil 
Before them wath a ladj’s courtesies, 

Tlicn, petticoats held up, she’d whirl 

Madlj delighted childLsh reels 

llow could I tell, whether her w.minn games, 

Her men's tiptoe gait, were not m Irtilh 
Vile words jircltily sjKiken’ 

And now, N'ewbs, i. it not jv-nlous? 

[//<■/ t s rtt'^ruh t • 

You’ld lie'l Ire going .atiuiir the d-itslert inn,. 

Mwns. Well, 1 slon't enss \»ii jour jo'i ssiih 1 -r 
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But if youTl hear me, tell the lass her feet 
Are in the world as on a tight-ropc slung 
Over the gape and hunger of Hell. At least 
That ’s what you told your chapel-fellows once; 

How they’ld grin to hear of your girl’s schooling! 

[lie goes off chuckling, ll is dusk. Sclh goes inlo the hut 
and brings out a box, and pores over it, kneeling. 

SETH. They are old wives’ tales! — 

Is it a worship I am making of you, 

My adder? Worshipping the evil thing? 

Ay, but what has a beast to do witli evil? 

They say a snake goes footless from a curse, 

And all this crooked zed upon his back 
Is a curse written, could we spell it out, 

And ’tis the fiend’s own spittle in his mouth. 

Wives’ tales ! And yet the man who laughs at tlicm 
May be more fooled than he for whom they’re truth: 

We can’t tell what is going on at all. 

I have known dawns when the earth, the trees and grasses, 
Seem as they’d drifted here out of strange travel, 

And all the creatures like the crew of a ship 
Late firom seeing marvels, and daring not 
To speak of them. What ’s to be made of that? 

And what does my heart make of you, my adder? 

Worship I — ^why not^ 

Why not worship the evil m this beast 
Since, while it has its evil, I am pure? — 

That evening, when I knelt in agony 
Here, and the Lord relieved me of my sins, 

I was like one has suddenly slipt a burden; 

And childishly, amazedly, I lookt 

To find that bulk of sin; and there, in the box, 

Coiled and sleeping, the adder! Then I knew 
lYhat God had done for me ! 

My sins, that could not be destroyed, had past 
Into the adder: I was pure as the sun. 

There all my evil lay, hid in the adder! 
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Ay, creeping danger, were you curst before 
Or not, IS nothing to me but now I can 
Exult over you, gready exult' For now 
Iniquity you are, iniquity, 

And my iniquity ' 

God has anointed wath my wrong your head , 

And it IS mine, diis jagged blasphemy 
Scnbbled along your back my sins that weigh 
Your body flat, my malice in your eyes. 

That flickering tongue has spoken in my heart 
O, do you hiss? Ay, that ’s my hate of God 
Shifted on you, fastened into your mind 
And I do right to tvorship you, my sms, 

Nay, my salvation ' And not I alone, 

Adder, am safe by what I sec m you' 

For wlule God keeps my sms close shut and bound 
In this cold thing, how can they visit her. 

My daughter^ — 

[It is almost dark Seth is noucht brooding oier the box 
Without seeing him, jYeit by and a girl come in 


THE omi, O, but there ’s no one here 

i,eutiy Hullo, where ’s he gone’ 

He won’t lie long awa) Come, sit )ou down 
oiRL I’ve not been out of doors m the dark Ijcforc 
What arc they doing, all these things’ Asleep’ 

I think they’re wide awake, for all their quiet. 

Waiting for us to lease them ^^h^l will dies do, 

1 wonder, when the> Insc the wood to ihrmwtsrs 
xr w in . Aren’t > nu the hss tint 's nes er hr ml of d-'’ 

[Seth suddrrh an! c'—ri/. le, /.i tto h/i u 
SI Til Iwase her alone, jou old hinb ol the heiui' 

Be off, orbs the hsini; CihJ. I’lU iH sou, 

Old wicknlness ' I ‘ ’ "I f' 

[Tolher'iil} WInl iresouih-in'hnr’ 

oiui Hut b there am h inn in « > out’ 

I;rt me sns ssiih sou, fidwr' 

SITU 


■ / 'f u: 


\r~, ms g'rl. 
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You’ll have to slay line now, like it oi nc»t. 

Under my eyes you’ie 

GIRL. ^Vhy, 1 k)w you quiver! 

Tell me, is he a wicked man, that fellow? 

SETH. Ay, one of Satan’s own. What do yon mean 
By coming here? ^ 

girl. 1 ^\as tired of the honst*; 

And there were thoughts plaguing mo like midges. 

O, I wish I’d known that was a wicked old man! 

SETH [tn /car]. What? \Vhat ’s behind this? 

GIRL. I might have had 

Something from liim I want. I suppose, father, 

You aren’t a wicked man? 

SETH \roughly taking her or/a]. Give me your nu^aning, 

And no more foolery. 

GIRL. Why, but that's it! 

I don’t know even what my meaning is. 

Have you seen flowers grown in a cellar? 

SETH. Well? 

GIRL. How can they know there is a sun outside? 

Yet the pale leaves they have, slmw they can tell 
They’re cheated out of something. So am I ! 

I’m cheated. There ’s a brave colour growing somewhere, 
And I know naught of it, but that my life 
Has been shut off from it, somehow. Father, sins 
Are scarlet, are they not? 

SETH {scaredl. Sins? What do you know 

Of sins^ 

GIRL. Why, there again’ I know nothing. 

I’m like those cellar plants, fooled and cheated. 

SETH. Satan has had your ear, girl. 

GIRL {simplj^. No, father; 

No one has told me this; I just feel it. 

What is this evil, then? 

SETH. Darling, don’t ask! 

GIRL. Do you not know it either? Listen, then. 

Once to our door, on a cold and drenching day. 
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A halt old tramping beggar-woman came, 

Her lean form lapt in a shabby dulTel cloak 
Tattered witli going llirougli the wcatlier, stained 
With dirt and wear But when she turned away 
I saw that, on die baek of her poor cloak. 

Was a great patch of scarlet cloth sUtcht on. 

And as she limped off through die ram, indeed 
That old grey cloak had something fine about it, 

Shc’ld have some pnde m wearing it' And then, 

I overheard my aunt once muttering, 

‘Our sms are scarlet'’ 

Scarlet! 

That ^vas a wonderful dung for me to hear ! 

And all at once I seemed to be wearing life 
Like a beggarly cheap cloak and some know how 
To clout their drab stuff with a gaud>'p^t‘^^ ’ 

Scarlet! 

Wiy, scarlet is for fire, and look liow’ mild 
The green and blue and common brown of cartli 
Seem when the day ends in a scarlet liglil' 

Scarlet' I think it is a kind of power 

And blood is scarlet' — Do vou know wliat I did^ 

I took a diom and scored my arm, and watclit 
Tile blood come beading, lonng die colour of it 
But tlicn I cried, for wlnt’s the good of lilood 
So shining scarlet, if life takes nothing from it’ 

But I had heard m\ aunt speak of a tiling 
Tint can in life be scarlet, and it must lie 
A thing of power and pride Whv don l I knoi\ it’ 

SI Tit O Gotl, is this Tli> punishment at last’ 

[H( Icn'Ki f .’J" / iiv in/r Thrr, ti 1 if 'itr~ /rr, i b 

Into the hut! 

Qiiiri , into It. and ‘ia> hid’ Do >mi iiear me. girl’ 

[SdCi-" r j! -I r‘ f I'tt 'r- f ' 

I nougli trinuig' In there, till I I'-t son out 

[ //■(■ go/ nr' '< t 'f I’-i / i t" i d,- tj e i r- 

If — •‘1’ "ff-— * 
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SQUIRE. Who ’s this chap? Burning charcoal, hy the smohe. 
Is it anyone I know? [Pcoing close a I Sclh.^ 

Yes: and your name is somewhere in my mind. 

SETH. ’Tis Seth, sir. 

SQUIRE. I have you I Sethi The shame of the parish, Seth! 
Ah, but you’ve lapsed since then. Indeed, I know 
It is not everyone can keep it up: 

I’ll not reproach you I suppose you arc 
Still the reformed lecher? And do you still 
Strictly ride your flesh with a martingale? 

SETH [giggling]. Good even, sir. 

Yes, thank you, sir, I’m doing pretty well. 
sQioiRE. Let’s talk a little: for what you were you arc, 
However sadly changed, and so we’re equals: 

Lechery is the one thing makes men equal. 

So come, man to man, lecher to lecher. 

Let us be honest — no one can overhear — 

Let ’s have it out. Is it worth it, Seth? 

Ay, there ’s the point for both of us. For me, 

Is it worth while keeping hard at the game? 

And then, for you, quite on the contrary. 

Is it worth while to switch yourself from one 
Simply to fiddle in another game? 

SETH. A game? Ha, ha I That ’s good, sir ! Yes, a game! 
SQUIRE. Yes, but I reckon you’re no happier 
In your new game than I am in my old. 

So here ’s the point; is your religion worth 
To you more than my lechery ’s worth to me? 

I’ll tell you what I think, Seth. 

They’re both worth mighty little, mighty little; 

They’ve both the worth of diseases, — no, they’re both 
A living man’s misery about death. — 

Well, we can’t help ourselves. To every man 
His own game; a man’s pleasure is his fate. 

But I shan’t follow you: for in your style 

There ’s this offends me. If there ’s a thing I hate 

It is these travelling menageries: 
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To see a couple of rusty string-halt geldings 
Tugging a square-walled cover’d truch through mud. 

And to know that, crampt within that clumsy waggon, 
Lumbenng, jolting, unlit, airless, — he 
Lions, Sahara hons ' — And in you 
Once there were lions, Seth, the hons of sin. 

Mangy, perhaps, but still — honish voices 
And now you’ve shut your sms up m a box 
SETH \slaTtled\ A box’ 

SQUIRE Yes, in a dirty travcUmg cage, 

You sit on the shafts, and a miserable gelding 
You call religion, draivs you through the iiorld, 

A creaking, groaning pace • And after you 
You drag, lockt in a cruel narron den, 

Tliosc sins had such a free life m you once 

Seth, I could never do tliat’- — Something there was 

The keeper told me about you Was it poac iing 

No, no, , , 1 

The jackals arc all penned up with Uic lions 
What lias it now’ I laughed at it Alt, >cs 
They say you’% c got > our daughter back ^ ^ ^ 

SETH. 

1 have no daughter, Sir 

SQ,uuu: 'Vliat, is die duitP 

SETH I mean she docs not h\c iMih me, >011 non. 

Mv sister keeps her, a strong-minded woman- 

Won’t let me sec the girl , , , i 

SQUIRE Siiieb 1 heard 

Wsistcrndcad ^ c> 

I sail her 1 uc.da> 1 can fee! 

You V ill It r'po" ” f"* ^ 

.\i(d pcircti. thai lull nraa- hot u d-op 
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Of the bright wiathful wine I am charged to carry? 

What ’s this thin vinegar that is in you now, 

The cracks of you caulked with charitable clay, 

That makes you dare be proud above me, — me 
Brimmed with the ancient vintage I have kept 
Faithfully mellowing, till I am soaked through 
With the power of it, with the scarlet fire of it? 

[The girl comes oul of ihc hut. 

A girl! A young girl! — 

My Satan, you begin to weary me. 

The skill ’s too noticeable; you would catch me 
Easier, if you fumbled a few tricks. — 

— Well, who are you this time? 

GIRL. I am his daughter. 

SQUIRE. Aha 1 Let ’s have a look at you. 

[He strikes a match and studies her face. 

Seth, Seth, 

Would you have kept this from me? She ’s the sort 
One dreams of. But it always comes to this: 

Religion takes all comradeship from a man. 

His daughter, are you? Then I hope you arc 

The daughter of his wickedness; — that should make you 

Full of sin as a hive is full of honey. 

GIRL. I cannot say, sir; for I don’t know at all 
What sin may be. But I know well there is 
Something sealed up within me, — in my heart, 

I think; and it is troubling for its freedom. 

SQUIRE. Very likely; and I should say will stiU 
Go on kicking and bothering in your heart 
Unless you help it out. Then, you will find. 

The grub will hatch into that notable fly — 

Naughtiness ! 

GIRL. You speak kindly; will you not help me? 

If you saw the Morecambe tide chase a lame man. 

You on a horse, would you not give him help? 

I am a kind of cripple; and I loathe 
The plight I’m in. Lift me out of it! 
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Do let me coax you Tell me about sm ' — 

For I will get to know 
SiiuiRE Are you a fool, 

Or making a fool of mc^ 

It ’s I’ve been fooled 

SQUIRE Seth, you don’t seem to be amused at this 
girl I heard you say the word, scarlet, you said; 

Tlierc IS sometlung m you tliat you feel like scarlet 
Is that not sm^ So tell me ivhat sin is 
SQUIRE No, no, no, no' Satan, it will not do 
Tlic show runs far too smooUily, — far too like 
What my desires expect Somehow, at last 
Mere skill becomes disgusting Ex’cn a cook 
\Vho gives me always cverytliing I want 
Turns out an odious person So, my' dear. 

You come so apt, just as my hunger woke, 

And arc so thoroughly spiced nith ivhat I n ant, 

That I — ivill bid y'ou a good night 
oiRu O, sir, 

You will not learn me tins’ 

SQUIRE Wliy, no, not now, 

Hut I dare say the mood will change we’ll in 
Some day, if wc can find out what sm is 

[II( looks at h(t a tnowrnl, and thrn rofs alrufilh 
omi, [danemt; round the stack] 

O hfe of mine, I shall love you yet 
AVc shall lie changnl, my life anti 1 
Dancing will no more l>c a game 
Played to prcirnd wc’rc hearing a tune 
Tlicrc Will Iw Singing of tunes niourh. 

T o iiial e us <I mce when we } now it nut 
Tlicy'll l>r Ibing within iw, the tunes. 

Water of brotiLi in spring for h ijipitifs, 

Scarlet fire fi'c [Hjwcr ainl p'lile 
S) ni [sc 'te- In t , t’f .-rr' nJ s'-- J -'(tr /t"|- 
Do aawi ser- thil wk’ 

<unt (In ' ’f><] 


It’r unb a p I*' w -* 
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And grope, search it thoroughly. 
girl. In tliis box? 

SETH {over her\. Lord, I perceive you will not let my sins 
Go past her. There is no escape for her 
But through my torments; but, O God, my sins 
Will come too strong upon her; and already 
Her blind heart fills %vith longing for my evil. 

Give her the whole of it now, O Lord my God ! 

Satisfy all her longing at once; and let 
The evil which her hands discover. Lord, 

Be death 1 

\She cries out, 

GIRL. Ah, it is wet, — no, but how cold ! 

O, I am bitten, father. There is some anger 
Hid in your box. And it has bitten me. 

SETH. Show me. Let ’s have some fight. 

\He makes a small hole in the stack. The red glare again 
leaps out. 

Ay, on the wrist. 

Both fangs right on a vein. They must have sunk 
Up to the gums in her flesh. 

GIRL. Shall I suck the bite? 

SETH [seizing her arm]. No need; sit down by me, and keep you 
quiet. 

How does your arm feel? 

girl. Strangely: very numb 

And as if ’twere swoln. 

SETH. Cold? 

GIRL. Icy; is it all right? 

SETH. All right, darling. 

GIRL [struggling a liUle\. Why must you hold my arm? 

SETH. ’Tis better so. Bide you still awhile. — 

Very soon it will be in the heart of her. 

[He plugs up the hole in the stack. 
Darknessi\ 


CURTAIN. 
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THE STAIRCASE 

A mall room tn an empty cottage, without furniture Stone foor; 
dirty ragged paper on walls The room ts littered with bits of sawn 
wood, shavings, tools, a joiner^s frail lies on the floor Door to the 
open air on right, tn the back wall an old kitchen range, with a good 
fire burning A young joiner ts alone tn the room, he has beat putting 
tn a new staircase, which ts all but finished, the new wood, clean and 
white, shows up amid the dingy room 

The JOINER [looking at hts work tn a sort of chani] 

Hammer and nails, gimlet and scrcii's, 

Bradawl, chisel, mallet and plane, 

A will to work, and health in my Uicws, 

And season’d wood of a good clean grain 
Shaping under my hands and skill, 

And obeying my master-will . . 

[Speaking\ 

And I alone* diat’s tlic best of it licrc — 

These book-read folks won’t beat that song of mine, 

I irarrant I’ll have a right tunc for it some day 
Hammer and nails, gimlet and screws. 

Bradawl, chisel, mallet and plane, 

A ■will to w ork 

. [The outer door is push! open, and a uotnan comes tn, 

tired and worn, it et throur^h, it ith a long shabby cloak 
on her She stands a moment gaxint; round ih' room 
WOMAN ^Monc’ 

Was il >au b«Z7ing to \ourself I licard’ 

Gnunbhnt; for conipans ’ 

[77-r jv’unr man star/s at her ard erters t~<'ckar 'allr 
JOINER. Forcoinpanj? I'ld hestr 1 cep to 
woman UmnuiiK .aloud, thro’— ,\\, clesrrt-t thitit; 

To do ac;nnsi the world, for sure, dreanunf’ 

But it ncedi shelter \Ncll, go on dtcaniire 
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SETH. Ay, in the dark, that ’s what it seems 5 but Bsten! 
Within it there ’s a heart, a smouldering heart,— 

Fire is smothered there. 

girl. And smothered in me. 

SETH. And I will keep it so! For look, if I 
Broke through the sheathing turf and thatch of boughs, 
And left it open, the hidden fire would come 
Fiercely darting out on us, turning the whole 
Stack, and the whole of the woods, to bellowing flame. 
No one could quench. 

GIRL [breaking away] . And I shall be alive. 

Alive in the manner of scarlet and golden flame. 

SETH [gripping her again ] : 

Listen, — ^my father, climbmg on a stack 
Like this one, to be tending it, trod through 
The turf and branches, and the fire caught him 
And charred him to the knees Girl, there are hearts, 
Unsafe as heaps of dried wood, and within 
Mined by eating fires. And I, your father. 

Worse than my father fared; for into the hot 
Heart of my heart I broke, and I was caught, 

The whole of me, in the blazing rage of hell. 

And as my heart is, so is yours; a thing 
To choke and stifle; or, once set it free, 

The flaming of your heart will seize you and 
Everlastingly bum you. 
cniL. This is talk 

I can make nothing of. Who would refuse 
A splendid thing‘s I know there is a power 
Gan make my life seem as if it were scarlet. 

And it is like to fire, you say. Why, then, 

That is the splendour I have dreamt about; 

^^^^at should I do refusing it? What gain 
Choking it down, but the old dull want I have? 

SETH. Watch now, while I kick a hole in the stack. 

Do you mark the glowing danger, the red lust 
Biding within? See, all the dark ’s ashamed 
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That such hot mischief lights it up A sod 
Plugs the hole now, but had I left it open, 

Tlic stack were gone in a ravage of wild flame 
YouVe lookt into your heart now arc you not feared^ 
oiRL I say, I can make nothing of this My heart’ 

Is my heart stored with such a glowing liglit’ 

And I must be afraid of it’ I wall not* 

But if this power is in me, it shall bum 
To freedom, yes, and fill me w'lth tlie biinimg 
SETH O girl of mine, if y ou knew how I lov cd y on ’ 
Promise me now’, you W'on’t go near the Squire 
OIRL Ydiy not’ 

SETH Darling, believe me* O, he would 

Treat y'ou fiendishly, — God, and laugh to do it* 

GIRL Father, let’s have this out \Vhat right have you 
To cheat me of a knowledge all folks have’ 

Is It for sin dial my heart so desires’ 

SLTii It cannot be that, no, it cannot be that 
GIRL So then what harm m finding what sin is’ 

SETH Yes, It IS sin you want* But stifle it 
GIRL And why’ And why’ You cannot show me that 
I tell you I mean to find tins out* 
smi [Unwg her go and slardmg bnnusfd] 

IVhat do I, fighting with the eval heart 
She has from me’ If God has nnv mercy 
He’ll fight it down in her now, once and for ever — 
You’ld know vvhat sm is’ Well, 1 can tell yon 
CIRI-, You can, father? 

SITU 71ie ven jjnut rtf *m 

1 can show \ou, for 1 have it with me 
Show It yon’ Von can Iiandlr it, (>hv with it 
oiRi„ Where li IV c vani got K’ 

tiTii Mere, I’l the mid t 

oiRi Tis sonietlimg 1 < m loiii li ' 

’* Vv'n ai I i** f 

Bend down D > sou -er’ It I' m 1 -r.' f h 
Undo the suet k rtf th'- b pm i i ‘U ■' a'v-b. 
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I’ll borrow your warmth awhile; the drench of the rain 

Is dribbling down my skin inside my clothes 

Cold as worms. , - 

[She sits by the fire, opens her cloak, and shows slic 

holding a baby. She begins to suckle it. 

JOINER. You’ve got a babyl 

WOMAN. Well done, young man. 

You know a thing or two: a baby it is. — 

Finish your job, and I’ll keep on at mine. 

JOINER. I’m all but done here now. 

WOMAN. What were you at . 

JOINER. Framing the new stairs. Are you travelling? 
WOMAN. Travelling and travelling; still walking. 

JOINER, A strange place for you to be walking, here. 
WOMAN. I’U swear to that: strange and miserable. 

Not such another road in Christendom 
For wind that ’s carrying a cruel rain 
To get the better of your heart. 

JOINER. I mean, 

The road goes nowhere, but to these few huts 
That stick against the hillside. 

WOMAN. I know that — 


Now I am here I know it. — But at least 

The road has brought me to your fire. Yormg man, 

Why do you stare so? Do you know my face? 

You don’t belong here? 

JOINER, Five miles off I live. 

WOMAN. Ah , . . [Her talk seems meant to cover some feeling^ 
They are pretty work, your stairs: 

They look too white in this curst filthy room; 

Like a mind where the dirty world has lived and slept, 
But still remembering in midst of the soil 
Some childish morning spent in games and laughter 
Under a blowing orchard . — [As he is still silent^ 

Ay, queer to find firesh work in such a place. 

Is the house set then to a new-comer? 

\Vho ivill first climb your stairs? A girl, maybe, - 
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Upon her wedding night She’ll slip au’ay 
From olTher husband’s knees, and dance up suift. 

Giggling shy and happily afraid, 

And tile house falls quiet of tlicir talk, and tlicn 
The old joists creak as she moves m her undressing, 

Tlicn the lad slinks up after, like a robber 
JOINER It ’s strange' A little while before jou came, 

It was with just that fanej I wiis idling 
WOMAN I wurrant, you > ourself were die Lid, then 
JOINER \simpl}^ Yes 

WOMAN And die girl ’ 

JOINER I don’t know — nghdy — 

WOMAN \Vhich to choose •* 

JOINER O long ago I made my choice and )ct — 

I h.ivc not seen her. 

WOMAN [after a (title pause'\ I could dream once m>‘sclf — 

[Then, amused at his stmplicxtje 
But will you know her’ What would }ou sa) if I 
AVent up those stairs of > ours? 
lOlWK [startled, staring at her] You’ A'oii’ 

I did not dunk jou were putting fun upon me. 

WOMAN [laohng bad at him uith amused bilterress] 

Indeed, }ou arc in tlic right 
I am naught to visit a >oung man’s dreams 
But I was gibing at mvscif, not >ou 
1 mind my manners beggars thrive b) them 
jotsrR fgfnt/)] Arc >ou Iicgging >our ’ 

WOMAN Acs, Iwintfood 

JOINER If j oil’ll come home with mt — 
wovian 1 JVC miles .iwav ' 

No, I will warm mj^clf, and soinctlnng dn 
Tlie heav) moisture tint Ins made ni\ skins 
Rasp tlie skin off ms nnl Jrs • — Uerr tlf old sMir» 

Rotten past mrndinc’ 

jOisTR Cnimfilinc into I ii'-> 

No intiirc left in the sstvkI but imnt am! dr> r»’* 

I knocki 'em into jviwsl'-t lIi*- o'd t isti 

a 
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Who lived here by himself, was coming down, 

And caught his heel at top; the tread broke through, 

Tript his footing — 

WOMAN {repressing eagerness']. And he hurl himself? 

JOINER. Smasht his wicked old back-bone. 

WOMAN. Why, you seem 

To hate the man. 

JOINER. A gallows snarling tyke. 

WOMAN. What had you against him? 

JOINER. He would have known what 

If I’d had chance to bring his wicked blood 
Blushing about his cars. 

WOMAN. There ’s a bold fellow; 

To wish he could have boxt an old man’s cars I 
JOINER. No; but I would have had such words for him. 

His wizened heart had been ashamed. 

WOMAN. Why, then. 

Happen the old man might have boxt your ears ! 

JOINER. Ay, have your game with me: but if he’d been 
A giant with a rage like a burning demon’s, 

I would have faced his wildness. 

WOMAN. Well, he ’s dead. 

And talk ’s an easy thing. But I’ve heard tell — 

For on the road, young man, your ears find out 
Noises from every corner in the land — 

I’ve heard he was a terrible fierce old fellow. 

JOINER. Likely enough. 

You’ld hear, too, of the scoundrel thing he did 
Upon his daughter, you could scarce miss that; 

The villainous sound of it must be ranging still. 

WOMAN. But what seems loud to you among these hills. 

And a rough splash in a quiet creek of life, 

Will hardly push a little shaking whisper 
Into the air of the broad troubled world. — 

Was it a pretty wench? 

JOINER. Why, you’ld be bound, 

If she were here, to think there ’s none in all 
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Thc room of tlic land could show their bcautt off, 

But only as lighting matches in the sun 
WOMAN I would be bound to think so’ 

JOINER Yes shc’ld come, 

Like you, suppose now, out of tlic wandy rain, 

She’ld have been tussling with its force against her 
Like a young girl laughing walh her brother 
Because he plajs mock-ruffian, and the game 
Would shine still in her eyes as she came in. 

And shc’ld be walking lightly with the glee 
Would seem to sing in her body, all so dirillcd 
From the wind’s pounng through her dress It would 
Be strange to see her, a strange and lo\cly thing 
To see her coming back here after all 
WOMAN [/aug/nfjg] Tins is a wonder’ And so she 's your fancy , 
The girl so friendly to your loneliness' 

I’ll hurt myself wnili laughing! lliis is the girl 
Who shpt away from whispcnng in the firelight 
To run with pretty laughter up your stairs’ 

JOINER ^\'cll, if she is’ 

WOMAN Isn’t It queer you 1 now 

Just how the girl would look’ 

JOIN! R rid swear to her' 

WOMAN And It ’s a minute gone, yon said your eyes 
Had neser In eel upon her' — 

JOIN! R You’ve made me a fool now, I suppose You're 
w clrome 

But I was Ixiiind to talk 'O, Ijeim; »rt lom: 

Here in the lioii'c, that «onirhow imisi. I’m sure, 

Reincinber her — the iimljer and the 'ton'" 
lliat felt the 'ouiul of her lunthter -m<I her ways - 
w OM \N O let 'j ln\ e httle of ih it — \\ h\ d'ti \ ^ 1 p’ ts 
lilts Kinv t'Tinr on me’ 

JOIN! R Wh\ ihd I p’^ty ’ 

\sOM\N 'l'- tr] lies’ Li»M* \S h It Wrfr- .tU tr tl-( f * 
JOIN! u |rs; I }n , "r-] How sm! 1 -i ri .itli'rr k- irsi t’ ■- ! -i 
from imih. 


«> i 
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Who has to lie for her eating, lie for her lodging, 

And the whole gear of her life is lies? 

WOMAN. It ’s true; 

We lie for needs; you for a fleering scoff. 

JOINER. You’ve had no harm from me; and let your tongue 
Make sure of this, so long as we’re in talk: 

This girl, and the way the thought of her has grown 
Within my brain — O, like rivers pouring 
Full from the flooded hills, — 

WOMAN. You’ll lose yourself 

Bragging her up so handsome; I’ll help you out: 

This is the thing you mean? — 

It would be like a hand with grimy fingers 
Meddling in the fine make of a clock, to let 
Talk common as mine touch your fancying 
That goes so smooth and chimes to you so dainty. 

Well, I’U believe ’tis fancies, and not lies: 

But I must have my laugh at them. 

JOINER. Yes, laugh, laugh; 

It ’s pretty joking. — ^There ’s a girl groM'S up 
Beautiful and sweet hearted: and there comes 
A rogue sneaking into her innocence, 

VvTieedling and living there; and she, dear fool. 

Comforting him; and he blabbing abroad 
The simple way her love had askt him in. 

WOMAN. Did he do that? 

JOINER. Yes, such a blackguard he was. 

But how would a girl so happy know his mind 
Was just a muddy puddle? — She’ld only see 
The face of her own love there, looking back. — 

WOMAN. The pitiful fool. Ah, but it ’s fools you like. 

JOINER. You’ld like the folk who went about to stir 
That %vild brute of anger in her father. 

And pitcht their buzzing jeers just loud enough 
To startle it, and make it savage her. 

They quickly had him crazed. Soon as he hears 
The village sniggering its dirty gossip. 
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And knows his daughter ’s come to trouble and danger — 
vvoiiAN Through being a pitiful fool — 

JOINER He tlirashes her, 

Thrashes her, and rads her out of the house, 

Childing as she was and heavily 

To trudge after the slinking runagate 

Who fouled her, the poor lass must go alone — 

Five years ago it would be O, if I’d heard. 

She need not have gone crying into hiding* 

And lightly I learnt the talc of it all at first 
But It slipt over my mind like a noosed wire 
That snares a rabbit’s neck, and the peg fails, 

And puss goes free the gin has not left go, 

But tightens still and cankers into her life 
Just so tlic story of how they shamed the girl 
Clung like a loop of ware and gnawed its hold 
Upon my mind' whenever I work alone, 

I’m tliinking of the world breaking her spint. 

And turning into miser) tlic heart 
That ivas so blithe and singing 

Well, here ’s for you to laugh at ^Vhy don’t )ou laugh’ 
WOMAN I’m dunking of that old man, left alone 
With shame upon liis age, and d>ang alone 
JOINER And she has none to think of her but me' 

Even the thought of kindness keeps itself 

Safe from a life hie hers, as rats wall jump 

In harbour from a boat fierce wcaiher has strained, 

WOMAN Somebod) told )ou that too’ — 

You base the bra\c life, alwa)'s among iioUoiis' 

But )ou’re not fair to rats What base the) done 
Tliat )ou should Idcii them to rluarity’ 

Tins would lie lietter Wmiin crawling out 
From the clothes of a I>rgg ir’s corjne. soon as ihea feel 
The wannth of thrir lodging chill 1 have not liscd 
In notions, hut in »ccing ihinea; tliat '1 one- 
Cold morning, a sshiic naul, and at ih'* lide 
A tramp lies dead of stars mg, and -all round him . . . 
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Ugh! \Her voice beghis to accuse Aim.] 

And I’ve a mind to stop you cockering 
Your balding blood. V^at right have you to be 
So brave and comfortable with your dreams 
Of that lost fool — ^you always in a house — 

While she, the truth of them, goes broad awake 


In agony? 

JOINER. Wouldn’t I do her all 

The good a man can think of? Why must you gibe? 
It ’s only that she ’s gone, she ’s never heard of. 
WOMAN. She might come back. 


JOINER. 


Be sure I’ll know of it. 


WOMAN. Yes, I beheve you will. 

Then what will you do with her? 

JOINER. \Vhat ’s that to you? 

WOMAN. Why, I should know what you will do with me. 

Come now; you must have thought it out. 

JOINER. With you? 

, You mean . . . ? Are you for fooling me again? 

WOMAN. And bitter fooKng now. I am the girl. 

JOINER. You’re not. You can’t be. Often I’ve heard tell — 
WOMAN, Of pretty looks and laughing ways. Five years 
Of following a tramping labourer 
Will alter that. This baby ’s not the first. 

The other two are dead. And I’ve been chapt. 

And I’ve been tired out, and clemm’d and burnt 
With walking through the winds and the hot days; 

It ’s just a firame I am beneath my clothes. 

You made your fancy of my spirit breaking; 

The fancy would have been too wise to live 

If it had heeded how my body fared 

Out there on the road, ageing and grieving. — 

Wonderful, isn’t it, how dreams come true? 

JOINER, You’re clever with your wiles. You’ve tript me up 
Once already; but I’m not caught this time. 

WOMAN. Ay, but you are; you’re trapt and floundering. 
Listen: I’ll prove myself. What would bring me here? 



39t 


THE STAIRCASE 

The road ends m the nowhere of die hills, 

A bhnd man’s feet could tell that from the ruts, 

And the sivard that ’s all across it Why should I come 
Such an unhhely ivay, with hunger on me 
No longer anguish, but a load, a load^ 

I came to find my fadicr — O my pndc 
I’ve eaten long since, and poor meat it svas. 

No stay in it for me or for my baim — 

I thought my dad might pay a shilling or two 
For the sight of me sail m my miser)'. 

Or maybe only a morsel; that would do — 

Stop me starving my bab) Nowhere else 
Dare we be asking, or chance sliow-ing ourselves. 

For w e go cunning as stoats, my man and I 
Anyone looking at us may be the law 
JOINER You’re escaping the law ’ — It was not you, 

I’ll vow, that did die wrong 
WOMAN I did m> share 

You mind dicsc nek-fires, kept (he nights aglow 
For near a week, until die rain set in^ — 

It might have been the nights the)' base in the north 
Among die foundnes, where the) smell die iron, 

And furnaces keep glanng at die clouds 

Till It ’s like red-hot sscatlicr aliosc the darkness — 

I reckon we had )ou wntdiiiig die cks ' Ikicli night 
A blaring riel:, ten or iwehc miles from die last' — 

He sssore lic’ld rouse the land No one at all 
IVould give us jobs — a tramp and lus homeless doss 
And a queer time I had with liitii and lus fists. 

Till the rage seemed to addle in lus brain, 

\nd he could thin! of nauehi hut starks to fire 
lint he'll be irietl for blood as well as buniipi,’. 

If It ‘s the truth we heard A shipji-n caueht 
And 'ent the blare along its tl atch to the house, 

\nd in the scare there ssa< a child fn’>'o' 

That sle[)t alone in the attic — ^Wrll, nv I>oy 
Is like to lie rlenun'd for Ins death it 't all o-e. 
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Hunger and cold, or fire. — hope the lad 
Was stified first, though; I’ve been praying that. 

JOINER. And it ’s you telling me this, as calm as news 
Of prices at the market! 

WOMAN. Now do you see? 

I’ve put myself clean into your mercy. 

Would I have riskt your mind, wnthout I were 
Your own fine dream rousing you into daylight? — 

This takes you down from your fool’d life, I think! 

So will you give us up, my man and I? 

He ’s kno'wn for his talk: there’ll be a cry abroad 
After us, I’H be bound. — You’ll not, I know; 

Because I am your lovely dream come true. — 

Surely ’tis time you were pleased. 
jonsTER. O let me be I 

Give me a little while to breathe myself. 

WOMAN. Indeed 

It goes up hiU, out of a dream to truth. 

But I’ve come down a little; I thought to find 
My old angry father; and I find you ! — 

Now, axe we right yet? Or shall I teU you where 
The stairs were rotted worst? — Third firom top: 

Half of it flimsy and soft as blanket, half 
Gaping open. 

JOINER. Ay, there the old brute tript. 

WOMAN. And with him died our last poor chance of food. 
We’d best be off now, baby. \But she makes no attempt to go. A 

short pause; then she laughs. 

JOINER. Will you forgive me? 

WOMAN. What, for making me 

Your fancy game? — I’ve had worse things to carry. 

JOINER. O make an end of that talk! — It’s the truth 
I have at last, after all my dreaming. 

WOMAN. 1 11 lay, it seems like when they scorch a pig 
After a kilhng ! — Rubbish of straw and waste 
Flares high and bold in a wind of golden flame 
And streaking sparks — -a yoimg naan’s mind of fancies. 
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Then ’tis a mound of smoulder, crumbling m 
To show parcht awlnv'ard trotters sticking up, 

Flap ears and senseless snouted head, and all 
The poor pig’s blacken’d hulk and there ’s the truth 
Was hid inside a young man’s burning dreams' — 

Well, I am not the sop I was, there is 
A dry side to me now So I’ll be kind 
And take the truth I am out of your sight 
JOINER I let you go? You think that ’s likely jet'* 
woman [unrary] Arc you for doing like the fool shots n up 
Wlio braves his folly out by staying in it'* 

JOINER. You shall slay in it, too' — It goes up hill, 

You said, the way out of my dream, up hill 
And die sun behind the lull* And now I’ve climbed 
Where nothing stops the light, not even dreams 
We’ll not get higher than tins, either of us 
If we can’t hold now to our meeting here. 

Here on die top of life, where cv'cry side 
Is a slope falling, ’ns for both of us. 

From tins on, going downward into shadotvs. 

Never again to be in sight or hail 
WOMAN If I’m not gone quickly, we’re lioth in danger 
JOLNER Will jou not dare l>clic\e mj meaning-* 

WOMAN No • 

I’ll only think, ‘Suppose, suppose he meant it'’ — 
jOtSER Wiy, we’re awake, and the dream still crjang 
aloud! 

WOMAN You close your mind to It No hurt in dreams 
But this that sounds so drawing — safer would l>c 
A \ipcr hissing ’Tis the tnith of the world 
Persuading jou to come into ns re ich 
JOINT R .And the sound ’s drawing jou' 

WOMAN. O, I must hear 

Eserj thing I have lost — c\-crv thing 
Tliat is nol the old cunning torturer. 

Tile world's niereilrw truth!— You’Id nrsrr kerp ire 
S-ifc from thr world in hiding of ytuir dretru. 
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The world would come for me, and strike you there. 

I to be looking for a dream again, 

And you for truth to please you like your dreams 

It would be a ^vild-heartcd game to play ! 

JOINER. I did not mean it for a game, the wliile 
I’ve been as good to my mind as to the steel 
I work with, all for the sake of finding you; 

Rusted metal, you know, may be wrought clean 
As glass, but the rust hes within, for ever 
Spoiling the finest temper. 

WOMAN. Can you not see 

The rust of the world has eaten to my heart? 

JOINER. Gan you not see that my main life has been 
Knowing of you held by the handling world 
All as it likes, and I the one to wring 
The vile grasp off from you? Don’t make my life 
Break its promise to me, so nearly kept! — 

I have gone hungry for this hour. 

WOMAN. And I, 

Have I not hunger’d? Thank your God you kept 
Your hunger empty. I famisht, and was fed 
On filthy poison, worse than being starved. 

— I never thought to have a mind again 
That need not be ashamed of being ahve ! — 

You do not mean I should — ^love you? 

JOINER. No, no; 

We are not bargaining. 

WOMAN. I doubt I could not. 

Even if I were wishing to. — 

Listen to me. Think God is eyeing you. 

And tell me fairly, ’tis a man’s set mind 
You have to — ^help me. 

JOD^R. j’p mate you another life ! 

’Tis your say now. 


WOMAN. Sometimes it might be, 

In &e hot dusty drouth of afternoon, 

We’ld pass a byre, and hear the milkers chat,- 
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Girls laughing, — and spirted milk nng in the cans. 

Or plodding stupidly on in windy dark, 

Our steps would sound against a cottage iv-all 
Sleeping beside the lane I’ld lean on it. 

Warmth would be in it, I’ld dunk of a drowsy fire 

Inside the house, and hear the crickets chime 

Young man, I’ll risk you ' Let us be off, quick. 

Else he’ll be coming in on us 

JOINER Hc^ Who^ 

WOMAN The man that was my man 

JOINER He ’s nothing now 

WOMAN He ivas my man 

JOINER No need to think of him 

I’ve naught to say but — thank j ou 
WOMAN Thank mc^ 

JOINER Yes ' 

Now I've a thing to do at last 
WOMAN But you, 

Never you look to have me tlianking jou, 

For that miglit set me telling what I’ve been, 

Tlic shame I have been, the dirt' — You must not Inow it 
[With a gesture ] O but if there is something in the world 
That can do good, and listens wlicn 'tis called, 

I shall be asking it to stay witli sou. 

You have made room for me s\hcrc ne\er again 
I thought to live — It goes bcjoiid m\ thanks 
JOINER. There’s stumbling outside, coming up the path. 
\voMA.v ^Vc should have gone before ibis' — Tis m\ man 

1 TTe Trcr p cn~rs f 

TRAMP Now vs here's the footP 

vvoviAS M> father’s dead, the)" tell me 

TR.VMP I don’t want > our father. I’m for eating 
You s.aid there’ld be food Iiere 
wovivs "nj not mv fault, 

How could I know ifhe were gc>''r or living^ 

TRAMP O, von I rrp on like a p.iiTot Food ’< the thing 
w VIVIAN thing V mi’ll have to wall some farther ft' 
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TRAMP. Why did you turn us here? To play hot-cockles 
Safe with a lad? 

JOINER \to the Woma,n\. You’re not to talk with him. 

TRAMP. Not talk? — She’ll have to talk about the food 
She made out we’ld be having here. Where is it? 

WOMAN. Are you fuddled? There ’s none here. 

TRAMP. None, by God! 

Not a bite? 

WOMAN. Not a bite. 

tramp \_going towards her'] . Then take your lesson I 
You’ll feel my ten commandments now; you’ll learn 
The way of them by heart. 

[The Woman, standing up, instinctively picks up the 
baby and holds it as her protection. 

Lay the brat down! 

Put down that bastard, or he’ll grow up lame 
As you’ll be when I’ve done you. 

[She lays the baby down and faces him. 
Ay, that ’s wiser: 

You mind what came of that trick once? — ^And now 
I’ll twinge your arm tiU it crackles. 

WOMAN. No, not that! 

JOINER. I’ve payed out rope enough. I’ll fasten it now 
Taut, and you’ve hung yourself. — ^Round on your heels 
And out of doors ! 

TRAMP. This isn’t your ado; 

Keep out. 

JOINER. You march now; I’ll not bid you again. 

TRAMP. Have I to down you first before I tan 
My woman? Do you call that fair? It ’s low. 

I m hunger-starved and done — just enough heart 

Left in me for lathering her; and you 

Push in, you with your belly crammed and good: 

It s low I Stand off and be an Englishman. 

JOINER. You’re too long standing. Will you have your teeth 
So quaked in your head, you’ll never chew again 
Happily? Off out of this! 
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TRAMP \Jialf whtmpmng mtk weakness and anger] 

Mate, fair play. 

Too bad it is She cheats me of a meal 

And should be taught right Ay, and you’ld have seen. 

If she had kept her word and found me meat, 

I am a man when I’m fed could do for you 
And lick her finely as well out of her lies 
A job for each hand that But now — 

Tlicre ’s nothing fair in the world, after this ' 

JOINER You’ll have it then^ 

TRAMP [in a rage] And empty as I be 

I’ll match you %vin or lose, she’ll pay me for it 
When tvc’rc alone 

WOMAN [looking out through the open door] Have )ou been 
shoivmg yourself ^ 

tramp [apprehensive at once] What is it now^ 

WOMAN Tlircc men, mighty cautious, 

And almost here. 

TRAMP Tlicy’ll not find me [Ma) wg for the door ] 

woman You fool, 

Tlicy’rc nght in front 

TRAMP You bitch, >011 ha\c me trapt' 

O I will need to go into hard training 
If I’m to pay you the fair price for tins' 

WOMAN Ay, shout to them ‘Here’s >our man’’ 

TRAMP INIiat wall I do’ — 


Up the stairs and out of a window and off, 

Tliat ’s m\ road [lie goes vpilnrs ] 

woman llicrc ’s the first to take your stain' 

JOIN! R And a good use for them; it quits us of him 

I Three Mer o'-r in — l, 2, fv 3 J 

I A>, tlicrr he is' 


Tlip man' 


3 Tilt scr\ man' 

1 inarkt him well, nosing the tapmom sslufl 
Beside the door, .ami fe.ariiig to go in 
t. You see his cunninr? 
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2. Why, he ’s washt his face ! 

3. Tis that! I thought he lookt another manl 

1 . But not this way you’ll put off eyes like ours. 

WOMAN. O will they take him? — I’d not plotted that! 
JOINER. Ay, the thing plans itself, once we can hold 

Their crazy pother, 

WOMAN. Keep them blundering 

A while, a little while I 

2. We’U have to go 
Carefully about him. 

3 Ay, ’tis a face 

With gallows in it. When I saw him leant 
Beside the taproom door, with his eyes cadging, 

I thought, ‘Tliere’s a slaughtering visnomyi’ 

1 . I’ve no notion at all of seeing him hanged 
For murdering me. 

2 . Yoimg fellow, own to yourself! 
You’re the rick-burner. 

3. Ay, and he burnt a lad. 
JOINER. Do hold your blathering a bit and hear me. 

Or if you won’t, see this. [Holding up a hammer. 

1. He means battery! 

2. Dreadful things can be done with a hammer. 

3- When he 

That uses it is wild and knows the way 
Through your skull and into your brain. 

JOINER Do stop ! 

I am the joiner here. Yonder ’s my work, 

The staircase And the man you wanted has bolted 
Up to the loft, and you have him caged and safe. 

I. Are there weapons upstairs? 

JOINER. Go on and take him. 

The room s bare boards and walls, and he ’s as weak 
With famishing as a fly. 

Well, if you’re sure 

You’re not the man 

3 ' No, no; I saw right off 
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He had the look of someone else 

1 [Marshalling them al the staircase] Now for it ' 

2 Mind the reward that ’s posted for him ' 

3 Charge ' 

[Th^ rush up the stairs. 

JOINER This falls out ivell Here ’s an easy riddance, 

And the way smooth from here 
WOMAN Were you not told 

To break out larger windows in tlie attics^ 

They’re cruel small ! 

JOINER Cruel and small indeed 

To one who thinks of squeezing his escape 
Through any of them — But I can hear they have him 

[The three men come down with the Tramp 

1 Tlic man for certain this time 

tramp Copt' copl' 

WOMAN We couldn’t flee for ever Is it far, 

Tlic way to die jail? They’ll give us food there, likely 

2 [to the IKo/tkm] WHiat, arc you coming too’’ 

WOMAN Ves, I’m coming 

3 \Vcrc you m with his burnings’’ 

M'OMAN They are mine 

As much as his I screened Ins light from dmuglits. 

JOINER He made her do it' — [/e the IVoman] Tlierc’s no ncctl 
for tins' 

TRAMP Copt is the word' 

WOMAN And I am glad it ’s o\er 

JOINTR It’s over right enough, the whole black time 
Is o\cr now. Must you sec him tojuP 
How can you iinlr your dut\ such .a thing’ 

•ssoMAN You’ll liner want a flatterer, young imii, 

Not while your own tongue lues Wlo Tud I made 
Going with him my tluiy’ 

I Setile sour mind 

\nd choose your itnn, misMs come on or -ni 
woMsN And Nou t ilk cimI. iii'ster’ ( !n''v- im iinn ' 
joiM K {/' You will not tit le hrf •■•ith o'l ’ 
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WOMAN. Oj you have 

Queer sense in you! Who ’s dragging me at all? 

JOINER \to the Tramp]. Have you not had enough of inj'uring 
her? 

Go off from her at last ! 

TRAMP. Copt! Fair copt! 

WOMAN. Thank you for lending me your fire, young man. 

[To the men^ Not budging yet? \Th(y begin to go out. 

Bless my wits, I was leaving you the brat! 

Is it still raining? I must lap him well; 

There is a trouble in his breath already. 

{When the Joiner is left alone and the door closed^ the 
curtain comes down. 
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Jn front of a cottage in the country Early morning The door of the 
cottage opens and several men and women come out, they stand 
talking on the garden path, before Ih^ disperse 

1ST WOMAN Why, It ’s bright morning' 

1ST MAN And n fresh nir tis' 

2ND woiLAN Like Coming out of a tunnel — such a noise 
The mght has been 

1ST WOMAN And such a stifle of folk! 

My head ’s bewilder’d 

1 ST MAN Wash you in the dew, 

The same as when you ivcrc a young Uiing 
1ST WOMAN Nay' 

I’ve all my age just now, and a deal more 
As likely to be skittish as if I’d seen 
My own time dated m the almanac, 

As settled as die assizes 
2ND MAN [a very old man] \Vcll, what a mood 
For a fine morning' — You keep too soft a heart, 

A heart like dough, no sad affair can touch 
Without It pinches You should have .a heart 
Like mine, ensp as a quartern loaf new -baked 
With the irarmth livcl> in it — to ftxl the morn 
Kindle your senses again after jou \c seen 
Another fellow’s candle-light snufft out. 

ISTWOMAN Well, I’m just daunted, \\ hen I’sesren death hm\ 
2 NT) MAN And MC left still ahvc to smell the air 
Ncacr a death noss, hut 1 feel as if 
It took a parrel of > cars from ofl im hiJ 
I’ll have a spine like a Naplmg soon — M' "O'd, 

Hiis garden fixours pmlJ.’ Hotter than mm-' 

Ijaok what a llouri'Ii »)f pinks' 

2ND WOMAN When I’m to die. 
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ril not have windows closed and a blinded room; 
rU have the morning blow right in on me, 

And have some gleam of green things in my eyes. 

You mind, all of you: else I’ll die so loud, 

Peter’s noise would be a buzzing to it. 

1ST WOMAN And I’ll not have my dying day a show 
For all the swarming neighbours. 

2ND MAN [the old one]. I’ll be there: 

m give you a send-off. 

I ST WOMAN . Y ou old j ackal ! 

You’ll have your proper gait by then; you’ll be 
Going about four-footed. 

1ST MAN. You won’t take, 

We’ll hope, missis, such a wild way of dying 
As Peter took; there’ll be no call for us 
To come and manage you. 

3RD MAN. I thought, one while, 

He’ld fight us down. 

1ST MAN. He gave my neck a wrench 

Will keep me nainding him all day, poor man; — 

Specially as ’tis hoeing turnips for me. 

2 ND WOMAN. I had my mind made up and my skirts gathered 
To clear the stairs in a jump, and chance my legs, 

When he seemed freeing himself. I never saw 
Such vengeance in a man’s eyes. 

1ST MAN. Ay, you mean 

The fit he had of taking Turpin’s face 
For the Kayser looking in on him? Indeed, 

He bounded under the clothes same as a salmon 
Leaping a waterfall. 

1ST WOMAN. Anyone would suppose 

His glare was on some great marauding face. 

The picture of foreign wdekedness and murder. 

He did take Turpin’s looks to heart so bad. 

Yet it s a homely make of face; you’ld say, 

Surely, if there’s plain English anywhere. 

It ’s Turpin’s face. 
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3RD uAN [TuTpin\ Never you mind my looks 
1ST MAN Peter minded them, worse than a slug minds salt 
A glance of you made him a foarmng man 
‘I’ll give you Belgium,’ says he and I’m sure 
He’ld have had Turpin’s face npt from his head 
If I’d been slack a jiffy 
2ND WOMAN Tlicn ’twas hell 

Hell was under the bedstead, burning for him 
1ST WOMAN You could mgh see the flames come groping up,- 
He dodged them so 

2ND MAN [/he old oru] But what is hell for him now, 

Is thinking of us alive \\ath the sun m our eyes. 

And air and the taste of morning m our moutlis. 

And me noting the larkspurs and the lupins. 

And how I beat him there, for all his pinks 
Do wonders — dunking of tins and knowing himself 
A dead thing from now on — that ’s hell. I’m sure’ 

1ST xtAN He ought not to have gone so quick b) rights, 

Tlic doctor gave him longer 
3RD MAN Hc’ld never bide 

By doctor's talk ‘No dnnk’ — that svas the word 
But Pctcr’ld not be meddled swth, not he 
2ND WOMAN And lying abed never to dress again 
He drove Ins wife to keep the whisky pouring — 

A terrible foolhardy dnnk for Jnm, 

As well he knew 

1ST WOMAN Indeed, she would licdnvcn. 

Poor girl, if he miscall’d her half as miicli 
.\s he miscall’d Jack Turpin’s face to-niglit 
3RD MAN [Turpin] O let It be 

1ST MAN Well, now the nrM '.ITii' 

Is hmkrisl, I siippo'C 

2ND WOMAN’ Mine Will l>e cheap 

Brcikfist! when I’hl l>c chnwiiu' to the dill 
or I dr id man shoiitinr hke a mot strr at in- 
‘I JA) thev iiiikhi .IS wtII cut off nn h-'d 
As do the tluiurs inside of me ihcjVe ('oi"”'’ 
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1 ST woiv^. ‘Catch my head/ he cries to me, 'catch my head: 
There it goes bouncing past you down the stairs, 

^d every bump a souse of my best blood.’— 

1 11 dream to-night of lobbing Peter’s head 
Up the staircase to hun on the landing: 

And he to catch it there and clap it down 
Splash on his shoulders, and grin down to me. 

2 ND MAN \the old one\. Don’t! You will start a mischief in my 
brain, 

To rouse in the night and sneak out, filhng my sleep 
, With dreams of blood. 

1ST wo^ If i, ,, ^f 

it wili be dreams of vinegar 

. ’ Be quiet !- 

lo dream of blood would mean I’m going to die, 

Gertam as stabbing. And I don’t want to die. 
i^MAN. Nor I, so let s be shambling. I’m half clemm’d. 
2ND WOMAN Ay, go about your breakfast, do!— That ’s aU 
i-ht trouble a man has— to scoff his meals. 

3 [pwving off] . So Peter ’s gone ! Gone off like gunpowder! 

A haring way to die ! 

XT to oaU him 

Old JoUy-Nose, at the inn. 

1ST WOMAN. Ar,^ 

His best friend killed h™. “"V say 

- Ay, ’tis things like this 

Give dnnk a bad name . . . 

[77^ go off severally and leave the stage empty awhile. 

strolU in: he is a tall, loose-limbed, 
cneerju , good-natured looking man; bearded, slovenly, 

ldther. , 

Now what’s tViP J should mean he ’s made his end. — 

I'feis! rj ^ wonder?-Hi! In there! 

Whv of the house and flings into his arms. 

mere 
the girl. 

Upstairs. 
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Alone^ 


No, not frightened now^ 

The house 


LUTHER 

THE GIRL I’m frightened 
LUTHER. 

THE GIRL, 

Has gone so qmet. 

LUTHER Not frightened now, though, honey^ 

THE GIRL Mother says Daddy ’s dead — O let ’s go off 
And play at somethmg 

LITTHER I’ve a word or two 

First for your mother A\Tiat is she doing^ Cr^ung^ 

THE GIRL Saying her prayers 

LU THE R That will not help her much 

Run you and fetch her here 
THE GIRL . No, no, I Won’t' 

I’ll not go into the house again 
LUTHER You slian’l 

An idlc-ivittcd chap I tvas to say it 
Why, I’ld not go in there myself So now 
Let ’s try if hollaring mil bring her out 
Missis' — Join in — Missis' 

THE GIRL Mother, mother' 

LUTHER We have moved something I heard a door shut to 
How svould you like to ha\c me for your daddj ’ 

THE GIRL [rtproachful, pushing ana) from Aim] 

O now you go and spoil it ' 

LUTHER Wlni’stodo'’ 

And you such friends mth me! 

THE GIRL But ifsou ^^^rc 

My daddy. \ou ssoiild be shipping me, I kno\\ 

LtmiER. Slapping’ Good God, the stuff thr> nnkr men of 
No, I can tell jott, ’hmU Ih- games all das 
When I’m sour dadd> slapping 's done \Mih nms 

' [Martha cc~trs rut cf th ' c tta^r € ■■ f. 

MARTHA \snnt .are SOU putting m her mind’ 

LLTHER [In the Girt], 

rit find >T.U soon TIunV limv'll II *pend the inomin- 
W.ading the stream for hxiches’ 
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THE GIRL, O yes, that! 

LUTHER. Be scarce then for a while, little sweetheart. [The 
Girl runs off.] 

That ’s an old promise. She ’s agog to fcdl 

Her first loach under her toes, squirming and slipping, 

Trapt on the gravel. Have no thought for her; 

I’ll give my day to her and keep her cheered. 

I’m very sure it ’s wrong, out-and-out wrong. 

To let a child be starded with the gliff 
Of the real thing inside our talk of death. 

MARTHA.. So I’m to have the child against me too? 

LUTHER. If I can ply you anyway with her, 

I’ll see I have her mind and let my will 

Strain upon you through her: that only sense. — 

But she ’s the weakest of the ropes I’ve hitched 
About you. You are muddled, I dare say. 

With Peter dying; the fuss still goes on 
About your wits like a flood pushing past 
A willow, tuggmg at the branches, long 
After it has done raimng: you may forget 
How firm I’ve fastened you to what I mean. 

So here I’ve done the friendly thing, and come 
To give you the mere hint the ropes still hold 
I have had rigged about you this good while. 

MARTHA. ’Twas kindly thought of. 

LUTHER. Only a slight twitch, 

A tinghng jerk or two; you will soon fed 
The purchase I have got on you. And then. 

Soon as the ropes begin to tell on you, 

You’ll come my way, I hope, of your own motion. 

Before I need to start winding them in. 

MARTHA. It would be best to say out what you want. 
LUTHER. What I want? — ^Whose is that housed 
MARTHA ’Tis mine 

Now, I suppose 

LUTHER. And I suppose it ’s mine. 

And that s the very thmg the law supposes. 
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Why, if I took your house, your traps and sticks, 
Everything — sent you off stnpt hke a nigger 
Would that half fill, ay, or a quarter fill 
The rummage Peter has made in my affans, 
Scattcnng money of mine as a temcr ki 
The earth behind him, burrowing in a irairenr 
MARTHA Is SO much owmg’-I could work it oH, 

Maybe, and I’ve some money hid 

’ You ve not 

LUTHER 

It IS my money you’ve in hiding, mine 
Just let me hammer that into your brain, 

CHcan through, and nvet it on t’oth^ side 
I say you’re naught, naught but y an ’ 
Just your oivn nature all your be ongings „ 

Are Jackt up in your skin There is that dencht 
Bless you, Peter rvas in and out of my 
Like playing at lucky-bag and tiM^cs, 

Ten pound notes and sovercipis a ^ j 
And^s all ivritten do^^m, what P^tcr fingered, 
Written and fairly signcd-foir as he cou 
I’ve seen him sign half on the paper and ball 
On the deal table top, ^^hen he ";as ?ul«h 
But It’s a book I have, a regular biblc,^ 
on O U and Peter’s name— O, pages 
Well the %sorld round about 1 nou-s, ^ 

My money goes Irom "hougln^ I’^c a mmd 

There ’s other gam llian cash, tn g 

^RTur You Should base all there is to knov. 
or marr% mg b> heart. 

m wt"' hdlM twh. as a tonor <• I m vmng 
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MARTHA. And I’m a dummy in this bargain? 

LUTHER. Yes: 

I don’t see what you’ld have to say; it ’s struck. 

But once we can look back on the deal made good, 

You’ll find me the easiest temper in the parish; 

It ’s just that I must have my way. 

MARTHA. You WOn’tl 

You sell me up and see if I care a winkl 
LUTHER. I know what ’s speaking now; I’ve a good car: 

You have your fancy still for that young fellow. 

Well, turn it out. He ’s off to the war, and that 
Will keep him doing for a smart spell yet. 

You’ve him to thank, though, that I took this gait, 

Spinning my money into a tackle upon you; 

I’ve seen him eyeing you. — V^^ell, the last knot 
That wanted tying was Peter’s death; so now, 

Shall I not start the puUy-haul before 

Johnny comes marching home — a sergeant-major! 

MARTHA. I’ld laugh at this in a tale. 

LUTHER. What ’s the strange thing 

MARTHA. You SO checting yourself with wickedness 
And relishing the injuries you’ve done 
And mean to do still; and the man you set 
Death tracking after, like a dog on a hare, 

Lying within a stride of you! 

LUTHER. I set 

Death on his track? 


MARTHA. What else was your money 

But death hot-foot after him? — ^Then to come here 
With a brag about it all ! — ^Ay, and bidding 
Me to stand in with you! 

LUTHER. ^ Don’t make it out 

Such mighty news ! I dare say it has been 
A long lime winding in and out of your thoughts, 
Much like a taking tune that will keep humming. 
Why, Peter meant it himself. 

MARTHA. 


Peter meant it? 
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LUTHER. We had it square as if a lawyer wrote it 
He’ld come with his palm held out, easy and brazen, 

The figure of churchwarden handing the plate 
‘Tune for another payment,’ he would say, 

‘You know the pledge, and all I bargam for 
Is this keep cool about her till I’m dead 
But if you saw the years I’m gomg to live, 

You’ld have a turn ’—Well, he ’s had the turn — 

Clome you arc known for duty ’Tivas a good ivife 
Who stuck so nobly to her man’s dying wsh 
For liquor stand by him now in this thing too 
MARTHA And if hc’ld said, m one of his snarling whimsies, 
‘Sup poison when I’m gone dose yourself full 
Of sheep-dip,’— I’ld be meek about that too’— 

And I’ld as hef do that as go wth you 
litther O you’re the kind for me! Let ’s have a flare. 

Brave me* I cannot away ivith quiet women, 

I’m for the fire-works — I’ve had this to do 
Twice already 

MARTHA Had what to do’ 

LUTHER 

A woman’s mind I make no more of it 
Than brushing tlic nap of a tall hat slimy again 
It seems as if there 's somctliing liwng in me 


IVomcn have to obey 

MARTHA My "’"'d ’s my oil n 

LUTHER Is tliat Mhy you daren’t look me m tlic larc 


MARTHA Pooh, daren’t I * 
LUnirR 


But m m> c>es’ No, that >ou 


Dam >ou,' Martha’— Martha, lool in nn O’"' ... 

We/.nc rrrr grnt/r. uf hs r- hrr 
I.ook u, nn and don’t Wml tdl 1 tHl sou 
Kom nou sec hou it i< \o\i 11 Inntrr me 
Iim as much as >ou plenw, tw sou’-But no. 

It ‘s lu't as inucli as I p!rj*e, mi t it 

Isn't It, .Marlin’ llioir keen seomin.; ihouf;It't, 
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It’s I who let them cluster in your brain, 

Isn’t it, Martha? Your mind ’s in my grasp 

As if I held a dandelion-clock 

Before me in my fingers: one good puff, 

And the pretty down ’s adrift, loose in the air: 

The very way I’ll scatter, when I choose, 

The dearest thoughts you have. — Now you may blink. 
[Letting her go.] 

You saw the picture, though. 

MARTHA [dully]. My mind ’s my o^vn. 

LUTHER. Why, say that, if you like, over and over. 

But every time the words bob up to be said, 

Think you can see me smiling to myself. 

Holding a dandelion-clock before me 

And musing, Shall I blow? Shall I blow now? 

MARTHA. O don’t! don’t! 

LUTHER. And you’ll remember how you lookt in my eyes; 
You’ll feel my hands weighing on your shoulders. 

And you not able to blink against my gaze, 

And being steept in what looks out of me, 

Like a white cloth steeping in scarlet dye. 

MARTHA. I hate you; you know that. 

LUTHER. That ’s your affair. 

Much better love me. The thing is, you’re fiist. 

You’re mine. Be sure, though, I shan’t trouble you: 

Nor need to trouble myself. You can stay here 
And act the widow handsomely awhile. 

All you will feel will be a kind of drowze 
Settling down on you, gently, very gently — 

Like sleepiness, when you’re awake too long. 

That seems to fasten cobwebs, thousands of them, 

Roimd your limbs, softly clinging and tingling, 

Until the flossy threads have wormd you tight, 

Lapt hand and foot in a cocoon as firm 
As rope; and sleep can suck your spirit out. 

But you are the one to know, after these nights, 

Who wins at last, when it ’s a fight with sleep. 
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Well so you’ll feel me spin my silky thought 
About your mmd, and hold you in the end 
Graspt and helpless, and handhng you hke steel 
iiARTHA Is that what those two other women felt? 

Luther Very likely 

iiARTHA And I am to be the third 

To go the way they went? 

LUTHER Why, yes to church 

Martha To church feet foremost, yes Where are they now^ 
LUTHER Well, they are dead, and come to think of it, 

^Vhere is your husband^ And dead as my wives are 
They didn’t dnnk themselves dead they went off 
In sound respectable diseases botli. 

The doctor guaranteed them 
Martha I dare say 

Hc’U do the same for me 

LUTHER ^Vhcn tlic Umc comes 

MARTHA And that ’s for you to say? 

LxmiER Pull up' Fancy ’s running a\say wntli you 
Turn her into the lane tliat leads to church, 

That’s where a wdow likes to think of going — 

So! Nothing like a chat for straightening tilings' 

We know where ^vc arc now, Martlia I’ll go find 
The lass, and make a ploy up for the da> 

She shall be blitlic, 1 promise! 1 can toucli 
Her litdc mind like harping on it, and 1 cep 
A tunc oflauglitcr chiming there as bnglit 
/\s sunny ssatcr She'll tell you I’m the one 
To make her happy, Martha and you, too' 

Tlic only thing is — I must ha\c my was [//r givi ) 

MARTHA Must you' Not tills tuiic 

[Shf f:c'es to the do-’f of an c.lh-nae^ t/r-i if o’- d fern i- 
kound asirrp. jXKir Is'iy ' 

He said Iickl had to \s dk most of l!ie s\ i\. 

[Vf !:ets tr; a-'d >>■ rt’} eiptr e -// rv* a-/’- 
50 ’ d rr 

MAUaaiA Well, am! ssh-at if they do vr? You' to oa !ra\e. 
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SOLDIER. I’m not. 

MARTHA. 

SOLDIER. You said I had to come. 

There is no leave; we’re going out — I mean 
They are. I’m a deserter. 

MARTHA. What ’s the right name 

For me, I wonder? 

SOLDIER. Nay, they won’t touch you. 

You made me do it, but it ’s me that did it; 

And it is me they’ll lag. 

MARTHA. We’ll get round that; 

You’ll see. 

SOLDIER. And how will I get round it, Martha? 

Can you see that? — ^They’re going out, and I 
Deserted. — ^Well? You said I had to come? — 

Nobody ever gave a woman aught 

That cost the same as this 1 — ^But let that be. 

It was for you. 

MARTHA, O, but for both of us! 

And we will put it right. We’ll put all right; 

There ’s a deal more than this. But you don’t know. 

We’re safe now. 

SOLDIER. Where is a deserter safe? 

MARTHA. O that ’s ezisy. 

SOLDIER. Is it? You made me come, 

And now you slight it. 

MARTHA. O, I don’t, I don’t! 

But worse might be. I had to have you here: 

I durstn’t let you go to France just now ! 

SOLDIER, What is it? How ’s that drunken , . . 

MARTHA. He ’s ... he ’s dead. 

. SOLDIER. Good Christ! Why didn’t you say? 

MARTHA. I -yvjig going to tell you. 

SOLDIER. When did he die? 

MARTHA. This morning. 

SOLDIER. ^ ^ guess 

That this was nearing made you write so wild? 
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MARTHA Suppose you’d gone to France ’ That was the terror — 
You would be gone, before 

SOLDIER And not come back^ 

It does no good, lettmg such thoughts run on 
Martha But it ’s not only that If he had died 
While you were overseas ' — ^Doesn’t it sound 
Wicked to say. Thank God for such a thmg ' 

SOLDIER. This morning’ — ^While I \\'as asleep in there ^ 
Martha The wonder is, you could sleep through last night 
SOLDIER The wonder is your letter had no word 
That this was commg, and not a word of this 
^Vhen you were smugghng me away m there 
Martha You were too tired But all tlus is nothing 
We’ll go away to-night the road ’s clear now 
SOLDIER I’ve only one clear road — the way I came 
Give myself up 

Martha O but I’ve planned it all 

Everything ivill be safe, you’ll sec We’ll start 
Tramping to-night — 

SOLDIER \^'hc^c to^ 

MARTHA '''hy, an>i\hcrc' 

Three days’ hard going — a hundred miles aiva^ — 

You take another name and marr>' me 
I have tlic money b) — and Uic next da) 

Enlist again You’re straight then Mth the anuN, 

And I’m safe out of here O \nc must do it ' 

SOLDIER And \shat ssould all this era?) ssork lie for 

MARTHA But ss hat else c.an ) oil sec’ 

SOI Dir R I’ve told) oil once. 

Give m)‘seir up 

MARTH\ O Mhcrc’s the gam m that’ 

Wh) not go smooth and cass s>hrn )ou can’ 
fiujurR A fmr smooth thme, to lx* railed t de-rrtrr' 

MARTHA But ) oil’ll enh't atr'in tli.il > not do’-rtme. 
souui It Won’t It lie. if 1 meri our of m\ m itra' 

Yoti’se m idr me a prett) figure- ai d lor ulis. 

I’m purrletl. 
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MARTHA. Well, not for fun. 

SOLDIER. For sense 

I see in it, it might be that. 

MARTHA. You don’t 

See, I suppose, I’ve made myself all yours? 

SOLDIER. O Martha, was there any need to shame me? 

He ’s gone, the staggering sot who fleered between us; 

Gould we not wait? 

MARTHA. No 1 — ^Do you want me still? 

SOLDIER. Well, I’ve deserted for you: I’ve sneakt off 
Cringeing away from men who were my sworn friends 
Just when the danger ’s sighted. — ^Don’t I know 
How, when their talk happens upon my name. 

They’ll spit it out as if they tasted dirt! 

And you say, do I want you? — I wish I didn’t! 

MARTHA. You’ve done this for me. Now there ’s more to do. 
And if it were ten times worse than what you’ve done 
I’ld ask you for it. 

SOLDIER. I’ll be bound you would; 

And I suppose I’ld do it. 

MARTHA. You’ld have to do it. 

You don’t know what the work’s been here, while I 
Have been alone, and you’ve been — smartly soldiering. 

You don’t know what it is to feel the chance 
Of what may happen to you, like a live thing 
Watching you — sitting there quietly, with bright eyes 
Smouldering like a fiend’s, hungering at you, 

Groucht there waiting, set like the spring of a trap, 

Eyeing the strain you make to keep away; 

And still you are pusht sideling nearer and nearer; — 

Until it comes to him, the panther’s moment. 

To leap and hug me against his loathsome breath ! 

SOLDIER. Why, what’s all this? 

MARTHA. It’s Luther, Luther! He means 

To have me: and there ’s one person in the world 
Who is to say whether he shall or no. 

SOLDIER. That should be you. 
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MARTHA Me' — ^Nay, Peter has made 

All his belongings over to his old friend ' 
soldier That ’s not a tvay to talk —And do you mean 
You’ve brought me here with my brain buzzing the word 
Like clockwork 


MARTHA What word’’ 

SOLDIER Deserter, deserter' 

IMiatever I hear now, there’ll be that word in it ' 

And all because an old blackguardly man 
Shorn you he has a mind to marry you 
Why, It ’s a joke 

Martha Til make you understand 

Some day I’m paumed to him — but that is nothing. 
I’ve not a thing of my own everything here 
Is chanty, Luther’s charity, and sull 
I make nothing of that — ^But you would think 
I’ld have a nght to my on n mind ' And even 
Tliat he has taken 

SOLDIER How can you talk so tnlling 

MARTHA I’m m his hands like— but you’ll think that sill> 
Only It IS so, as long as I stay here 
He need no more than breathe — and all I am, 


All that my life knows for its very f""’ 

Would scatter like flighty down —But I 11 tiy this 
Tlicrc was a stoiy in the papers liou a vomnn 
AVas walking in the tropics b) herself. 

And one of those huge monkc%-s earned her o 
They got her back, she said, as ihc licast came clow. 
Snarling wnlh pleasure to lie handling her. 

Tlic life in her stood fist her flesh set hard 
As jrrusione ai his luaiclitng roiulhng pass's. 

And set she s\-as all one iierae orhlmdmg hoiror 
Tlic stoiy is me and Lniher And ihcre ‘ ssn'S’* 

1 base ihc notion of him rcaehmir out 
A grasp in>on m> mind plucking ii Id e •" 

O Id e phiel mg a dand'-Iion'cloek 

To t'loss' ii ,aua\ ssiih 'Ijne* n e l<s\r* me rfU 
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SOLDIER. There ’s more in. this than I can well make out. 

MARTHA. More than anyone can: let it alone. 

You’ve come; that’s the main thing. Don’t make it now 
All for nothing'. Take me away from here'. 

Many me, and make me your own property 
Nobody else can touch — then, what you please: 

Everything after that is all yours, yours. 

But away from here, away from here! 

SOLDIER. All right. 

Since you have got me here, I may as well 
Go through. 

MARTHA. We’ll start to-night; you’ll hide till then. 

SOLDIER. . Hide! Yes, I’m getting clever now at hiding! 
MARTHA And I’ll creep roimd to my sister’s, and make sure 
The child will be well used. — ^Is it so hard 


To give me this? The choice you have is not 
My life or death; but am I to live clean flesh 
Or foul as a weeping sore full of maggots. 

SOLDIER. You needn’t go on telling me; I believe you. 
I had the choice of being a passable man 
Or a swindling sneak-thief lily-livered deserter. 

I’ve chosen as you askt me; and why not 
Go on that way? It will not harm me now. 

MARTHA. Why, but you talk as though I only take 
And cannot give. 

SOLDIER. Well, that’s how it is, it seems. 

I am not grumbling. What is there you can give? 

It ’s been a cruel price, and I’m right glad 
It ’s been all mine to pay. 

MARTHA. O I am sure 

This will be rankhng soon. 

SOLDIER.^ You’re hard to please. 

I ve paid the shot for both of us, and make 
No grudge of it. 

MARTHA. Then we start out of tune. 

And you will come to hate me. 

SOLDIER. Have I not proved 
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I love you ? Have I not made myself for you 
A thing I loathe? What is it now you want^ 

Am I to cheer about it^ 

MARTHA I have not asked 

For what I’d shirk myself— for both of us 
SOLDIER I know, I know I am all out of tune 
MARTHA. The giving has not all been yours 
SOLDIER I know. 

You’ve had vile things to hear 
MARTHA But you arc glad 

Our lives at last arc our own’ 

SOLDIER Yes, yes' 

MARTHA And that 

Is what It has been mine to gi\c 
SOLDIER. Youga\cit’ 

But it was Peter’s death ' — My God ' I had 
Forgotten the poor beast is lying m there' 

MARTHA. Ay', It ’s a marvel wliat you can forget 
When you arc put to it — ev'crything you’ve grown up wnlh' 
SOLDIER What made him die’ 

MARTHA Tlic neighbours say it was 

Tlic way he drank lic’ld sooner dnnk than Juc 
SOLDIER Do you say that’ 

Martha 1 1 now he wisht to ln.c 

O horrilily he wisht to go on living ' 

SOLDIER And yet his demon made him kill himsclP 
.MARTHA Yes I was his demon — flicrc had to l>c in end' — 
.And Luther .always strolling In the house, 

Pleasantly scanning around ai crops and mcidowj. 

But never a flicker of lool ing for me. as ihoiigli 
He past a thing here too ftinilnrly 
His own. to Ixither with a I'linee it it' 

There Ind to lie an end '—And wuli sou here! — 

\\cl!, I Inse done it Is this not gtsing ‘o.i'cUmu ’ 

<OLDti R Ms Gotl! \Mnt h.sse you gisTii me’ miud'-r? 
Voti killeti him’ 

WAivniA Nolvuly eould call h mirder 

r 
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I let him kill himself. 

SOLDIER. He did not want to die: 

You were just saying so. 

MARTHA. That ’s true; it was 

A thing so hideous, I wonder I don’t laugh 
To think of it. Longing to live he was; 

And whimpering to himself to stop, he’ld reach 
To grope if there were liquor handy. — O, 

The bottle was always there ! 

SOLDIER. Where you put it. 

MARTHA. There were two things. Peter would take his time — 
A month — six months — ^how should I know? — and die. 
You’ld be in France, and I’ld go down alive 
Into the filth of hell: O I have felt * 

As if to flay myself where Luther ’s toucht me 
Would make me laugh like a child at being tickled. 

If it would take the sickening sense of him oflf me ! — 

That was one thing I saw. And there was this — 

Peter might die before you went to France; 

And very soon you would be going, you said. 

You’ld come for me; — and I need not be the pleasure 
Of a fiendish monkey, if Peter would die soon. 

SOLDIER. And so you plied him. 

MARTHA. I tell you, you can’t blame me. 

He’d promised me to Luther. And what great thing 
Is a dram more or less to a dying tippler? 

SOLDIER. I am not blaming you; but I am going. 

MARTHA. Going? Where to? 

SOLDIER. The way I came. I know 

What I shall have there; it ’s clean black or white, 

The offer there: you live or else you’re killed. 

But here — ^well, I can say this for the war: 

It does get you away from living at home. 

MARTHA. I’ve killed your love for me. 

^ _ I can’t tell you. 

IVnen I m in clink, and feel a decent man, 

I shall know that. Now all I know is this — 
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I ^vlll not let the life that you belong to 
Touch me 

MARTHA So I should soil you ' 
soLDreR It ’s no good, 

Martha A man ’s not dainty if there are things 
He cannot cat 

MARTHA. You arc not really going? — 

0 leave love out! For pity’s sake — 

SOLDIER I can’t' 

MARTHA You Will let Luthcr pul his clutch on me? 

SOLDIER You’ll have me ucakening, I must go now 

1 should feel safe if I could sec the b.ayoiicts 
Ckiming to take me and likely I’ll meet them [He goes. 

MARTHA, You arc not leaving me here? — 

[A pause Martha ts seated with chin tn hands, staring 
at the ground 
[The little girl runs in 

THE GIRL O mummy! Do you know ^^•hat Lutlicr s-ip’ 

He ’s going to be my daddy from now on' 

Will It come true? 

MARTHA 1 dare sa'y Have you licen happ^ ^ 

Tiir oiRi I nlwa^’s am watli him — And he ’s to be 
'Qiiitc a new' sort of dndd) And he ’s sent 
A present to you 
MARTHA To me’ 

Tin oiRi I w.as to hold it 

Bclnnd m> back, and sa), ‘A present for joii 
From Luthcr ' 

MARTHA Sliow me 

THE GIRL, A dandchoii-clock' — 

I don’t think that’s mucli of a present, do 


curtain 
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PERSONS 

HUFF, the Farmer 
SOLLERS, tlic Waimvright 
MERRICK, the Smith 
VINE, the Publican 
SHALE, the Labourer 
A DOWSER 
MRS. HUFF 

WARP, the Molecatcher 
Men and Women of the Village. 

ACT I 

SCENE. — A public-house kitchen. Huff the Farmer and SoUers the 
Wainwright talking; another man^ a stranger^ sitting silent. 

HUFF. Ay, you may think we’re well off — 

SOLLERS. Now for croaks. 

Old toad I who ’s trodden on you now? — Go on; 

But if you can, croak us a new time. 

HUFF. Ay, 

You think you’re well off — and don’t grab my words 
Before they’re spoken — ^but some folks, I’ve heard. 

Pity us living quiet in the valley. 

SOLLERS. Well, I suppose ’tis their affair. 

HUFF. Is it? 

But what I mean to say, — ^if they think small 
Of us that live in the valley, mayn’t it show 
That we aren’t all so happy as we think? 

{Merrick the Smith comes in. 

MERRICK. Quick, cider! I believe I’ve swallowed a coal. 
SOLLERS. Good evening. True, the heat ’s a wonder to-night, 

[Smith draws himself cider. 
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HUFF Haven’t you brought your flute^ We’ve all got room 
For music in our minds to-night. I’ll s\\ car. 

Working ail the day in the sun do seem to push 
The thought out of your brain. 

SOLLERS O, ’tis the sun 

Has trodden on you? Tliat ’s what makes you croak’ 

Ay, whisdc him somewhat put a tunc in his brain. 

He’ll else croak us out of pleasure mth dnnking 
MERRICK ’Tis quenching, I believe — tunc’ Too hot 
You want a fiddler 

HUFF Nay, I ivant your flute. 

I like a piping sound, not scraping o’ guts 
MERRICK This IS no w catlicr for a man to play 
Flutes or music at all that asks him spend 
His breath and spitdc you want both yourself 
These oven da^'S Wait till a fiddler comes 
HUFF Wio ever comes down here’ 

SOLLERS There ’s someone come 

[Powhng tilth his jnpe to the strancter, 
MI RJUCK Good evening, mister Arc )ou a man for tunes’ 
STRAKOFR And if I vas I’ld give jou none lo-niglil 
MERRICK. Well, no ofTcncc there ’s no offence, I hope, 

In taking a dummy for a tuneful man 
Is It for can’t or won’t >ou arc’ 

STRAKOER You wouldn't, if }ou earned in )Our mind 
What I've been canying all daj 

SOLLTRS Wlnt'sthit? 

STRAKOER You Wall , j Oil’ll 1 HOW nboiit It 'oon, O >es, 

Soon enough it will find >ou out and roiuc )mi 
iiurr Now ain't that just the waj we go down here’ 

Here m the vallcj we're Id c dogs in i v.nrd, 

Chained to our ) enn-b and wall’d in all round. 

And not a mund of Uir world jumps over our hilli 
And when there comes a pa'senger ammiv u'. 

One who has heanl wlnt 's ttlmng out li^vind, 

'Tis a pnitchj mumelnnec fellow in the dtur'ili’ 
vnewNorn Newr, h it, vou want’ 1 co*dd cive vou ^cv^-lS 
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I wonder, did you ever hate to feel 
The earth so fine and splendid? 
huff. Oh, you’re one 

Has stood in the brunt of the world’s wickedness, 

Like me? But listen, and I’ll give you a talc 
Of wicked things done in this little valley, 

Done against me, will surely make you think 
The Devil here fetcht up his masterpiece. 

SOLLERS. Ah, but it ’s hot enough without you talking 
Your old hell fire about that pair of sinners. 

Leave them alone and drink. 

HUFF. I’ll smell tlicm grilling 

One of these days 

MERRICK. But there’ll be nought to drink 

When that begins 1 Best keep your skin full now. 
STRANGER. What do I care for wickedness? Let those 
Who’ve played with dirt, and thought tlie game was bold, 
Make much of it while they can: there ’s a big thing 
Coming down to us, ay, well on its road, 

Wni make their ploys seem mighty piddhng sport. 

HUFF. This is a fool; or else it’s what I think, — 

The world now breeds such crowd that they’ve no room 
For well-grown sins; they hatch ’em small as flies. 

But you stay here, out of the world awhile, 

Here where a man’s mind, and a woman’s mind, 

Gan fling out large in wickedness: you’ll see 
Something monstrous here, something dreadful. 

STRANGER. I’ve seen enough of that. Though it was only 
Fancying made me see it, it was enough; 

I’ve seen the folk of the world yelling aghast. 

Scurrying to hide themselves. I want nought else 
Monstrous and dreadful — 

MERRICK. What had roused ’em so? 

Some house afire? 

huff. a huzzy flogged to death 

For her hard-faced adultery? 

STRANGER \too intent to hear theni]. Oh to think of it! 
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Talk, do, chatter some nonsense, else I’ll tliink' 

And then I’m feeling like a grub that cra^vls 
All abroad in a dusty road, and high 
Above me, and shaking the ground beneath me, come 
Wheels of a tliundenng wain, right where I’m plodding 
EOLLERS Queer thinking, tliat 
STRANGER And here ’s a queerer thing 

I have a sort of lust in me, pushing me still 
Into that temblc way of thinking, like 
Black men in India he them doun and long 
To feel their holy iragon crack their spines 
MERRICK Do you mean beetles’ I’ve dnicn over scores, 
They sprawling on tlicir baeks, or standing mazed 
I never knew they liked it 
SOLLERS He means frogs 

I know what’s in his mind When I vvas young 
My moUicr would catch us frogs and set them down, 

Lapt in a screw of paper, m the ruts. 

And carts going by would quash ’em, and I’ld laugh, 

And yet be thinking, ‘Suppose it was m^Tclf 
Twisted stiff in huge paper, and wheels 
Big as the wall of a bam treading me flat!’ 
iiuiT I know what ’s in his mind just madness it is 
He ’s lookt too hard at his fellows in die world, 

Sight of their monstrous hearts, like devils in cages, 

Has jolted all the gearing ofhis wits 

It needs a tough brain, av, a brain like iniiu , 

To pore on ugl) sm and not go iind 
•sTRASOi R Madness' Vou'rc not far out — I rime up here 
To lie alone and quiet iii m> thoughts. 

Alone in my own dreadful mind 'IIic pith, 

Of reti sand trovldeii bird, wanit up betvseen 
High hedges overgrown of havvihorn bltWMng 
I\’hitc as clouds, ,iv, it seeinctl burrow e<l ihtnu.’h 
A vvlutc svseet-smellmg cloud, — I volliiie there 
Snnil IS a hire tint rum its lunnrllcd drovr 
Thro’ the clmc hcithcr. \iid beside irv feet 
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Blue greygles drifted gleaming over the grass; 

And up I climbed to sunlight green in birches, 

And the path turned to daisies among grass 
With bonfires of the broom beside, like flame 
Of burning straw: and I lookt into your valley. 

I could scarce look. 

Anger was smarting m my eyes like grit. 

O the fine earth and fine all for nothing 1 
Mazed I walkt, seemg and smelling and hearing: 

The meadow lands all shining fearfully gold, — 

Gfuel as fire the sight of them toucht my mind; 

Breathing was all a honey taste of clover 
And bean flowers: I would have rather had it 
Carrion, or the stink of smouldering brimstone. 

And larks aloft, the happy piping fools, 

And squealing swifts that slid on hissing wings, 

And yeUowhammers playing spry in hedges: 

I never noted them before; but now — 

Yes, I was mad, and crying mad, to see 
The earth so fine, fine all for nothing ! 

SOLLERS \spits\. Pstl yeUowhammers! He talks gentry talk. 
That’s worse than being mad. 

STRANGER. I tcU you, you’U be feeling them to-morn 
And hating them to be so wonderful. 

MERRICK. Let ’s have some sense. Where do you live? 
STRANGER. Nowherc. 

I’m always travelling. 

huff. Why, what ’s your trade? 

STRANGER, A doWSCF, 

huef. You’re the man for me! 

STRANGER. Not I. 

huff. Ho, this is better than a fiddler now! 

One of those fellows who have nerves so clever 
That they can feel the waters of rmderground 
Tingling in their fingers? 

You find me a spring in my high grazing-field, 

I U give you what I save in trundling water. 
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STRANGER I find you ^vatcr now! — No, but I’ll find you 
Fire and fear and unbelievable death 

[ Ftf 7 e the Publican comes in 
VINE Arc ye all served? Ay, seems so, what ’s your score? 
iiERRiCK Two aders 
HUFF Three 

SOLLERS And two for me 

VINE [to Dowser] And you ^ 

DOW'SER Naught I v’as waiting on you 
VINE Will you dnnk? 

DOWSER Ay ' Dnnk ' what else is left for a man to do 
Who kno\« what I know^ 

VINE Good WHiat is’t }ou knou ^ 

You tell It out and set my trade a-buzzing 
SOLLERS He 's queer Give him his mug and case his tongue 
VINE I had to suall the pigs else I’d been here, 

But svc’vc the old fashion in this house, >ou draw, 

I keep the score Well, vhat ’s the worry on you^ 

SOLLLRS O he ’s in love 

DOWSER You llecnng grinning louts, 

I’ll give it you now , now' have it in your faces! 

SOLLTRS Cnnnni, he ’s going to fight ' 

DOWSER You try and figlit with the thing ihat 's on m> side* 
MERRICK. A ranter' 

HUFF A lioozy one tlicii 

DOWSER Open yon door, 

’Tis dark enough by now Open it, you 
WNT Hold on Have you got sonicthing fierce outside’ 

MI RRiCK A Rtusian lic.ar’ 

SOI LERS Dowwrs can pl.iy strange games 

iiuiT No tricks' 

DOWsrR Hiis u a tncl to rmur the \\orId 

f/Zc « /-cj d 

l/Rikoiit' netween the rlnti' Tliere'sins lenethlor 
vii RRtCK He inc.aiu the star with the t li! hke ,1 r<-.athr' rf fite 
<01 ITR*: Coairt, It ’< C.allrtl 

itlTI IF-* you mean the com't, ti \i’e-? 
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DOWSER. What do you think of it? 

huef. Pretty enough. 

But I saw a man loose off a rocket once; 

It made more stir and flare of itself; though yon 
Does better at steady burning. 

DOWSER. ' Stir and flare! 

You’ll soon forget your rocket. 

MERRICK. Tell you what 

I thought last night, now, going home. Says I, 

’Tis just the look of a tadpole; if I saw 
A tadpole silver as a dace, that srvam 
Upside-down towards me through black water, 

I’ld see the plain spit of that star and his tail. 

SOLDERS. And how does your thought go? 

DOWSER. It ’s what I know 

A tadpole and a rocket! — My dear God, 

And I can still laugh out! — What do you think 
Your tadpole ’s made oP What lets your rocket fling 
Those streaming sparks across the half of night. 

Splashing the burning spray of its haste among 
The quiet business of the other stars? 

Ay, that’s a fiery jet it leaves behind 
In such enormous drift! What sort of fire 
Is spouted so, spouted and never quenching? — 

There is no name for that star’s fire; it is 


The fire that was before the world was made. 

The fire that all the things we live among 
Remember being; and whitest fire we know 
Is its poor copy in their dreaming trance! 

HUFF. That would be hell fire. 

DOWSER, Ay, if you like, hell fire, 

Hell fire flying through the night! ’Twould be 
A thing to blink about, a blast of it 
Swept in your face, eh? and a thing to set 
The whole stuff of the earth smoking rarely? 

Which of you said ‘the heat ’s a wonder to-night’ ? 

You have not done with marvelling. There’ll come 
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A night when all your clothes arc a pickle of sivcat, 

And, for all tliat, the s^vcat on your salty skm 
Shall dry and crack in the brcatliing of a \wnd 
That ’s hkc a draught come tlirough an open’d furnace 
The leafage of the trees shall bro\ra and faint, 

All sappy grouTh turning to bntde rubbish 
As the near heat of the star strokes the green cartli. 

And tunc shall brush tlic fields as visibly 
As a rough hand brushes against the nap 
Of gleaming clodi — killing the season’s colour. 

Each hour charged wath the irasting of a ) car, 

And sailors panting on their u-arping decks 
Will iratch the sea steam hkc broUi about them 
You’ll know what I knou Uien' — That toiscnng star 
Hangs hkc a ficr>' buzzard in the night 
Intent over our earth — Ay, now his journey 
Points, straight as a plummet's drop, down to us' 
irUTT. Why, tliat ’s the end of the world' 

DOWSER Vou’sc said it now 

SOLDERS \\1iat, soon’ In a day or two’ 

MERRICK You can't mean that' 

MKE End of the world' Well now, I nc\cr thought 
To hear the news of that If joii’ic the truth 
In what >ou sa>, likely this is an c\cniiig 
Tdiat we’ll be talking o\cr often and oficii 
‘How was It, boilers’’ I'll say, 'or you, MemcJ , 

Do you mind cicnrb how he looki’’ — And then — 

* “End of the world,” he said, and dnink — like that, 
bolcnin'' — \nd right he was he had it all 
As sure as I h vse when iit\ sow 's lo farioss 
Dowsi R Arc saiu making a joke of me’ Keep sour niiiul 
For tipjilmg while sou can 
saM \\ as that .tjokr’ 

1 m alwasa bid at srnng 'em, rseii ns oi it 
IKWsarit. A fool'"!' 'TsmII eherr saju s^hr^ t'lr rarih b’n % 
up 

lal r as it s\xrc all guniKisval-r 
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VINE. You mean 

The star will butt his burning head against us? 

’Twill knock the world to flinders, I suppose? 

DOWSER. Ay, or with that wild, monstrous tail of his 
Smash down upon the air, and make it bounce 
Like water under the flukes of a harpooned whale, 

And thrash it to a poisonous fire; and we 
And all the life of the world drowned in blazing ! 

VINE. ’Twill be a handsome sight. If my old wife 
Were with n\e now! This would have suited her. 

T do like things to happen!’ she would say; 

Never shindy enough for her; and now 
She’s gone, and can’t be seeing this! 

DOWSER. You poor fool. 

How will it be a sight to you, when your eyes 
Are scorcht to little cinders in your head? 

VINE. Whether or no, there must be folks outside 
Willing to know of this. I’ll scatter your news. \He goes 

[A short pause' then Sollers breaks out 
soLLERS. No, no; it wouldn’t do for me at all; 

Nor for you neither, Merrick? End of the world? 

Bogy ! A parson’s tale or a bairn’s 1 
MERRICK. That ’s it. 

Your trade ’s a gift, easy as playing tunes. 

But Sollers here and I, we’ve had to drill 
Sinew and muscle into their hard lesson, 

Until they work in timber and glowing iron 
As kindly as I pick up my pint: your work 
Grows in your nature, like plain speech in a child. 

But we have learnt to think in a foreign tongue; 

And something must come out of all our skill 1 
We shan’t go sliding down as glib as you 
Into notions of the End of the World. 

SOLLERS. Give me a tree, you may say, and give me steel, 
And I’ll put foiih my shapely mind; I’ll make. 

Out of my head like telling a well-known tale, 

A w'ain that goes as comely on the roads 
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As a ship sailing, the lines of it true as gospel 
Have I leamt that all for nothing'^ — O no ' 

End of the World ^ It wouldn’t do at all 
No more making of ivains, after I’ve spent 
My time m getting the nght skill in my hands? 

DOWSER Ay, you begin to feel it now, I think. 

But you complain like boys for a game spoilt 
Shapmg your carts, forging your iron ! But Life, 

Life, the mother who lets her children play 
So scnously busy, trade and craft, — 

Lafc wth her skill of a irulhon years’ perfection 
To make her heart’s delighted glorying 
Of sunhght, and of clouds about the moon, 

Spnng lighting her dalTodils, and com 
Ripening gold to ruddy, and giant seas. 

And mountains sitting in their purple clothes — 

0 hfe I am thinking of, life the is ondcr. 

All blotcht out by a brutal thrust of fire 

Like a midge that a clumsy thumb squashes and smears, 
HUFF Let me but see the show beginning, though' 

You’ld mind me then' O I would like )ou all 
To watch how I should figure, when the star 
Brandishes over die whole air its flame 
Of thundering fire, and naught but ■jcllow rubbish 
Parcht on the pcnshing ground, and there arc tongues 
Chapt with Uiirst, glad to lap stinking ponds. 

And pale glaring faces spjmg about 

On the earth withering, terror the onl> speech' 

I,ook for me then, and see me stand alone 
Las) and pleasant in the midst of it all 
Did )a)u not mat c )a3ur incrr) scoff of me? 

W.as it )oiir tall , that wlicn )on sliamrlcsa pair 
Tlircis their wantoning in nil Care like dirt, 

1 had no heart against them hut to frumb'e’ 

You would ly: sa)ing that, I know ' Itiit now, 

Now I I'chcay it ’s time for )ou to 'ee 

M) pafcnt heart at last taking its 's leea 
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SOLLERS. Pull up, man! Screw the brake on your running tongue, 

Else it will rattle you down the tumbling way 
This fellow ’s gone. 

MERRICK. And one man ’s enough 

With brain quagged axle-deep in crazy mire. 

We won’t have you beside him in his puddles, 

And calling out with him on the End of the World 
To heave you out with a vengeance. 
huff. What you want! 

Have I not borne enough to make me know 
I must be righted sometime? — ^And what else 
Would break the hardy sin in them, which lets 
Their souls parade so daring and so tall 
Under God’s hate and mine? What else could pay 
For all my wrong but a blow of blazing anger 
Striking down to shiver the earth, and change 
Their strutting wickedness to horror and crying? 

MERRICK. Be quiet. Huff! If you mean to believe 
This dowser’s stuff, and join him in his bedlam, 

By God, you’ll have to reckon with my fist. 

[Shale comes in. Huff glares at him speechless, but with 
wrath evidently working. 

SHALE. Where ’s the joker? You, is it? Here ’s hot news 
You’ve brought us; all the valley ’s hissing aloud, 

And makes as much of you falling into it 
As a pail of water would of a glowing coal. 

SOLLERS. Don’t you start burbling too. Shale. 

SHALE. That ’s the word ! 


Burbling, simmering, ay and bumpy-boiling: 

All the women are mobbed together close 
Under the witan-trees, and their full minds 
Boil like so many pans slung on a fire. 

Why, starlings trooping in a copse in fall 
Gould make no scandal like it. 

MERRICK. What is it, man? 

SHALE, End of the World ! The flying star ! End of the World ! 
SOLLERS. They don’t believe it though? 
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SHALE What? the whole place 

Has gone just randy over it! 

MERRICK Hold your noise ' 

SOLLERS I shall be daft if this goes on 

SHALE. Ay, so^ 

The End of the World ’s been here? You look as though 
You’d stardcd lately And there ’s the virtuous man 1 
How would End of the World suit our good Huff, 

Our old crab-veijuice Huff? 

HUFF [saztfig the Dowser and bringing him up in front of Shale\ 

Look at him tlierc ' 

This is tlie man I told you of when you 
Were talking small of sin You made it out, 

Did you, a fool’s mere nasty game, like dogs 
That snuggle in muck, and gnn and roll themselves 
With snortmg pleasure? Ah, but you arc uTong. 

’Tis something that goes thrusting dreadfully 
Its wilful bravery of evil against 
The wordi and nght of goodness in the world 
Ay, do you sec how his face still brags at mc^ 

And long it has been, tlic time he ’s had to walk 
Lording about me wnth his wickedness 
Do you know what he dared’ I had a wnfe, 

A flighty pretty linnct-hcadcd girl. 

But mine, he practised on her with his ejes, 

He knew of luring glances, and she went 
After his calling lust and all since then 
Tlic>’\c lived together, fleenng in m> ficc, 

Pleased in sight of the windows of m\ house 
With doing wrong, and nnking ni) disgrace 
O but wait here with me, wait till sour iini'f 
Is not to be nustaken. for the wa> 

Tlic earth buckles and singes Idr hot lnaardi 
You'll surrh sec how dreadful sin can l>c 
Tlien, when \ou mark thew two niimuu' .alxmt. 

With raging fear for what thev did apaimi me 
Burring close to their loiib, tlinging their he.,tn. 
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And they like scampering beasts when clegs are fierce, 

Or flinging themselves low as the ground to writhe, 

Their arms hugging their desperate heads. And then 
You’ll see what ’tis to be an upright man. 

Who keeps a patient anger for his wrongs 
Thinking of judgement coming — you will see that 
When you mark how my looks hunt these wretches, 

And smile upon their groans and posturing anguish. 

O watch how calm I’ll be, when the blazing air 
Judges their wickedness; you watch me then 
Looking delighted, like a nobleman 
Who sees his horse winning an easy race. 

MERRICK. You fool, Huff, you believe it now! 

HUFF. You fool, 

Merrick, how should I not believe a thing 
That calls aloud on my mind and spirit, and they 
Answer to it like starving conquering soldiers 
Told to break out and loot? 

SHAKE, Y ou vile' old wasp 1 

soLLERS. We’ve talked enough, let’s all go home and sleep; 
There might be a fiend in the air about us, one 
Wflio pours his will into our minds to see 
How we can frighten one another. 

HUFF. A fiend? 

Shale win soon have the flapping wings of a fiend. 

And flaming wings, beating about his head. 

There’ll be no air for Shale, very soon now, 

But the breathing of a fiend: the star ’s coming! 

The star that breathes a horrible fury of fire 
Like glaring fog into the empty night; 

And in the gust of its wrath the world will soon 
Shrivel and spin like paper in a furnace. 

I knew they both would have to pay me at last 
With sight of their damned souls for all my wrong ! 

SHALE. Somebody stop his gab. 

MERMCK the Dowser and shaking hxjn\. Is it the truth? 

Is it the truth we’re in the way of the star? 
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SOLLERS O let VIS go home, let tis go home and sleep ' 

[A crowd of men and women burst in and shout confusedly 

1 Look out for the star ' 

“ ’Tis movmg, moving 

3 Grows as you stare at it 

4 Bigger than ever 
I . Down it comes with a divmg pounce. 

As though It had lookt for us and at last found us 

2 O so near and coming so quick ' 

3 And how the burning hairs of its tail 
Do seem surely to quiver for speed 

4- We saw its great tail twitch behind it, 

Tis come so near, so gleaming near 
I Tile tail IS wagging' 

^ Come out and see ' 

3 The star is wagging its tail and eyeing us — 

4- Like a cat huncht to leap on a bird 

xtERRiCK Out of my way and let me see for myself 

[Th^ all begin to hustle out Huff speadjs in midst of the 
turmoil 

HUFF Ay, novs' begins the just man’s rciiard, 

And hatred of the evil thing 
Now is to be satisfied 

Wrong ventured out against me and braved 
And I’ll be glad to sec all breathing plcvstirr 
Bum as foolishly to naught 
As a moth in candle flame, 
in but have my' will to watch over those 
Who injured me bawling hoarse hcmlesi fear 

( They are all gone hut Huff, Shale erd the H’’ i set 
silAU As for you, let you and the women imke 
Vour howling scare of thus. I’ll stand and laugh 
But if It truly were the I'nd of die Wnild, 
rid be the man to I ue it mil, not sou. 

1 who have let life go d<-hi'hleil ilirmigh me, 

Not sou, who’sT suU t aw is • mir chanre of bfr 
III mumping aliout bring paid fo- gooduni. 


K- - 
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HUFF {after hirri\. You wait, you waitl {He follows the rest. 
DOWSER {alone^. Naught but a plague of flies 1 

I cannot do with noises, and light fools 
Terrified round me; I must go out and think 
Where there is quiet and no one near. O, think! 

Life that has done such wonders with its thinking, 

And never daunted in imagining; 

That has put on the sun and the shining night. 

The flowering of the earth and tides of the sea. 

And irresistible rage of fate itself. 

All these as garments for its spirit’s journey — 

0 now this hfe, in the brute chance of things. 

Murder’d, uselessly murder’d! And naught else 
For ever but senseless rounds of hurrying motion 
That cannot glory in itself, O no ! 

1 will not think of that; I’ll blind my brain 
With fancying the splendours of destruction; 

When like a burr in the star’s fiery mane 
The crackling earth is caught and rusht along, 

The forests on the mountains blazing so, 

That from the rocks of ore beneath them come 
White-hot rivers of smelted metal pouring 
Across the plains to roar into the sea, , , , 

{The curtain is lowered for a few moments only.~\ 


ACT II 

As before, a little while after. The room is empty when the curtain 
goes up. Sellers runs in and paces about, but stops short when he 
catches sight of a pot dog on the mantelpiece. 

SOLDERS The pace it is coming down ! — What to do now? — 
My brain has stopt: it ’s like a clock that ’s fallen 
Out of a window and broke all its cogs, — 

Where ’s that old cider, Vine would have us pay 
Twopence a glass for? Let’s try how it smells; 
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Old Foxwhclp, and a humming stingo it is’ 

[To the pot dog ] 

Hullo, you ' What arc you gnnning at’’ 

I know ' 

There’ll be no score against me for this drink ' 

O that score ’ I’ve drunk it down for a week 

With every gulp of cider, and every gulp 

Was half the beauty it should have been, the score 

So scratcht my swallowing throat, like a uasp in tlie drink 

And I need never have heeded it’ — 

Old grinning dog’ You’ve seen me happy here, 

And now, all ’s done’ But do you know this too, 

That I can break you now, and never called 
To pay for you” [Throwing the dog on theJlooT 

I shall be savage soon ’ 

We’re leaving all tins’— O, and it was so pleasant 

Here, in here, of an evening Smash ’ 

[He stueps a hi of croc! eiy on to Ihejloor 

It ’s all no good ' Let ’s make a WTcck of it all ’ 

[Ptchng up a chair and stmngmg it. 

Damn me’ Now I’m forgetting to dnnk, and soon 

'Twll be too late Wicrc 's there a mug not shn cmd 

[He goes to draw htmsejf cider MerricI rushes in 

MERRICK You at the barrels too” Out ofllic road 

[He pushes SoUers er.vay ard spill’ his nut; 
SOLLERS Go and kick out of doors, >ou black donkes 

MERRICK I^t me come at the vessel, "■”11 

[Thej inesllr sa- seiflr 

. Keep off, 

SOI LTRS . , - 

I’m the first here Dap sshat >ou \c spilt of mine 
MERRICK You Math sour chiselling and scrras-slnMng, 

Your Mooden M-ork. >ou bidding me, ihr man 

Who hammers a meaning into ml-bot iron 

n’irr re- rr m r'c Hr He is neef v; fa sn’ ru 

jtp stare cl h>'", at H ' !l d J f ,1 h I 

heHt-hs! -dt. i - 
vast O this is a cruel .alTair’ 
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SOLLERS. Here ’s Vine ci 7 mg I 

VINE. I’ve seen the moon. 

MERRICK. The moon? ’Tisn’t tlic moon 

That ’s tumbling on us, but yon raging star. 

What notion now is clotted in your head? 

VINE. I’ve seen the moon; it has nigh broke my heart. 
SOLLERS. Not the moon too jumping out of her ways? 

VINE No, no; — ^but going quietly and shining, 

Pushing away a flimsy gentle cloud 

That would drift smoky round her, fending it off 

With steady rounds of blue and yeUow light. 

It was not much to see. She was no more 
Than a curved bit of silver rind. But I 
Never before so noted her — 

SOLLERS. What he said. 

The dowser 1 

MERRICK. Ay, about his yellowhammers. 

SOLLERS. And there ’s a kind of stifle in the air 


Already! 

MERRICK It seems to me, my breathing goes 

All hot down my windpipe, hot as cider 

Mulled and steaming travels down my swallow. 

SOLLERS And a queer racing through my ears of blood. 

MERRICK. I wonder, is the star come closer stUl? 

SOLLERS. O, close, I know, and viciously heading down. 

VINE. She was so silver 1 and the sun had left 
A kind of tawny red, a dust of fine 
Thin light upon the blue where she was lying, — 

Just a curled paring of the moon, amid 

The faint grey cloud that set the gleaming wheel 

Around the tilted shp of shining silver. 

O it did seem to me so safe and homely. 

The moon quietly going about the earth. 

It ’s a rare place we have to live in, here; 

And life is such a comfortable thing 

And what ’s the sense of it all? Naught but to make 
Cruel as may be the slaughtering of it. \He breaks down again. 
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SOLLERS It beats my mmd 1 

\He begins io walk up and down desperately 
srERRicK ’Twas bound to come sometime, 

Bound to come, I suppose ’Tis a poor thmg 
For us, to fall plumb m the chance of it. 

But, now or another time, ’twas bound to be — 

I have been thmkmg back When I was a lad 
1 was delighted with my life there seemed 
Naught but things to enjoy Say we were bathmg 
Thcre’ld be the cool smell of the water, and cool 
The splashing under the trees but I did loathe 
The sinking mud shthermg round my feet. 

And I did love to loathe it so 1 And then 


We’ld troop to kill a ivasp’s nest, and for sure 

I would be stung, and if I liked the dusk 

And singing and the game of it all, I loved 

The smart of the stmgs, and fleeing tlie buzzing furies 

And sometimes I’ld be looking at myself 

Making so much of cverythmg, thcrc’ld seem 

A part of me speaking about myself 

‘You know, this is mucli more tlian being happy 

'Tis hunger of some power in you, that lives 

On your heart’s welcome for all sorts of luck. 

But always looks beyond you for its meaning ’ 

And Uiat ’s the \s'ay the world ’s kept going on, 

1 beheve now Misery and delight 

Have botli had liking %sclcomc from it, both 

Ha\ c made the ss orld keen to be glad and sony 


Tor ’ It felt the living power thrive 
The more it made cv crytliiiig, good and bad. 

Its own belonging, forged to its own affair, 

Tlic living jiowcr that would do wonders some day. 
1 don’t know if lou take me’ 
sot ij RS I do, fine; 

I’ve felt the V try thought go through m> mind 
Wlien 1 was .at tn> vv.atnv, though ’twa« a thing 
Of such a flight 1 coultl not read us colour.— 
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Why was I like a man sworn to a thing, 

Working to have my wains in cvciy cur\^c, 

Ay, every tenon, right as they slioulcl be? 

Not for myself, not even for those wains: 

But to keep in me living at its best 

The skill that must go forward and shape the world, 

Helping it on towards its masterpiece. 

MERRICK. And never was tlicrc aught to come of it! 

The world was always looking to use its life 
In some great handsome way at last. And now — 

We are just fooled. There never was any good 
In the world going on or being at all. 

The fine things life has plotted to do arc worth 
A rotten toadstool kickt to flying bits. 

* End of the World? Ay, and the end of a joke. 

VINE. Well, Huff’s the man for tliis turn. 

MERRICK. Ay, the good man ! 

He could but grunt when times were pleasant; no^v 
There ’s misery enough to make him trumpet. 

And yet, by God, he shan’t come blowing his horn 
Over my misery 1 

We are just fooled, did I say? — ^We fooled ourselves, 

Looking for worth in what was still to come; 

And now there ’s a stop to our innings. Well, that ’s fair: 
I’ve been a living man, and might have been 
Nothing at all ! I’ve had the world about me. 

And felt it as my own concern. What else 
Should I be crying for? I’ve had my turn. 

The world may be for the sake of naught at last. 

But it heis been for my sake: I’ve had that. 

\He sits again, and broods. 

SOLUERS. I can’t stay here, I must be where my sight 
May silence with its business all my thinking — 

Though it wull be the star plunged down so close 
It puffs its flaming vengeance in my face. \He goes. 

VINE. I wish there were someone who had done me wrong, 
Like Huff with his wife and Shale; I wish there were 
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Somebody I would bke to see go crazed 
With stanng fnght I’ld have my pleasure then 
Of hving on into the End of the World 
But there is no one at aU for me, no one 
Now my poor wife is gone 

MERRICK Why, what did she 

To harm you? 

'VINE Didn’t she marry me^ — It ’s true 

She made it come all nghL She died at last 
Besides, it would be wasting wishes on her, 

To be in hopes of her weeping at this 
She’ld have her hands on her hips and her tongue jumping 
As mmble as a stoat, debghting round 
The way the world ’s to be terrible and tormented — 

Ay, but I’ll have a tiling to tell her now 

When she begins to ask tlic news ' I’ll say 

’You’ve misst such a show as never vtis nor ivill be, 

A roaring great affair of dcadi and rum, 

And I was tlicrc — tlic world smash t to sparkles'’ 

O, I can sec her vext at that! 

[Memck has been sunl. in thought during this, but J7ne 
setms to brighten at his notion, and sprain quite cheerjully 
to Huff, who now comes in, loo/ tng mopish, and sits dc,cn 
NUNE Wc’vc all been env^ ing > ou. Huff You’re cll off, 

You wndi your goodness and ■jour enemies 
Showing you hoiv to relish it with their terror 
Wien do ■jou mean tlic gibing is to start’ 
iiurr Tlicrc ’s time enough 

vnvr O, do thej still hold out’ 

If tlicj should be for spiting sou to the last' 

You’ld liest keep on at them think out a list 
Of frantic things for them to do, sshm air 
Is 'corching smother and the sin thrs' did 
I'nghteiis their hearts "N mi’ll shout th^'in iiil<i fear, 

I midrrtakr. if >ou find hn-alh enough 
in rr. You base the breath Wli-at ’s all s.nir ju-,irr fo*> 

Ysiu IrasT me Iv. 
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VINE. Why, you’re to do for me 

Y/hat I can’t do myself. — ^And yet it ’s hard 
To make out where Shale hurt you. \Vhat ’s the sum 
Of all he did to you? Got you quit of marriage 
Without the upset of a funeral. 

HUFF. Why need you blurt your rambling mind at me? 

Let me bide quiet in my thought awhile, 

And it ’s a httie while we have for thought. 

MERRICK I know your thought. Paddling round and around, 
Like a squirrel working in a spinning cage 
With his neck stretcht to have his chin poke up. 

And silly feet busy and always going; 

Paddling round the story of your good life. 

Your small good life, and how the decent men 
Have jeered at your wry antic. 

HUFF. My good life! 

And what good has my goodness been to me? . 

You show me that! Somebody show me that! 

A caterpillar munching a cabbage-heart, 

Always drudging further and hirther from 
The sounds and lights of the world, never abroad 
Nor flying firee in warmth and air sweet-smelling: 

A crawling caterpfllar, eating his life 

In a deaf dark-^that ’s my gain of goodness 1 

And it ’s too late to hatch out now 1 — 

I can but fancy what I might have been; 

I scarce know how to sin ! — ^But I believe 
A long while back I did come near to it. 

MERRICK. Well done 1 — O but I shoifld have guesst all this 1 
HUFF. I was in Droitwich; and the sight of the place 
Is where they cook the brine: a long dark shed, 

Hot as an oven, fliU. of a grey steam 

And ruddy light that leaks out of the furnace; 

And stirring the troughs, ladling the brine that boils 
As thick as treacle, a double standing row. 

Women — ^boldly talking in wicked jokes 
All day long. I went to see ’em. It was 
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A wonderful rousing sight Not one of them 
Wcis really wearmg clothes half of a sack 
Pinned m an apron w£is enough for most. 

And here and there rmght be a petticoat, 

But nothmg m the way of bodices — 

O, they knew words to shame a carter’s face ’ 

MERRICK This IS the thought you would be quiet in ' 

HUFF Where else can I be quiet? Now there s an end 
Of danng, ’tis the one place my life has made 
Where I may try to dare in thought I mind, 

^Vhen I stood in the rmdst of those bare w'omen. 

All at once, outburst %vith a nsmg buzz, 

A mob of flying thoughts %vas wild m me 
Thmgs I might do swarmed in my brain pell-mell. 

Like a heap of flies kickt into humming cloud 
I beat them down, and now I cannot tell 
For certain m hat they were I can call up 
Naught venturesome and darung like their style. 

Very tame braveries no\s ' — O Shale ’s the man 
To smile upon the End of the World, ’tis Shale 
Has liNed the bold stiff fashion, and filled hiin'iclf 
With thinking pride in what a man may do 
I wsh I had seen those women more ilian once’ 

Well, here’s an upside down' Tlies is old Huff 
What hasc '^ou been in ■jour heart all these gears'’ 

Tlic man ^ou were or the new man >ou arc"’ 

nun Just a dead flesh' 

MFRRICK N-W . HuIT the good man at least 

Was something alive, though snarling hie trap! semiin 
But tins? What’s this for the figure of a man’ 

' I IS a l>o)’s smutis picture on a wall 
iiLtr 1 ssas nh\c, was 1’ lake a hhnd bird 
lliat flies anil cannot sec ihe flight ii takes, 
reeling It waih mere rowing of its wann 
But Shale -he ’> had a ttining sen'e of wLat hr t< 

(S'- 'ir- CJ'J)// T/jai i J/rrj i i- c fen y.'r.' tr-? 
jU Uj Iff }!. ’■Ji t- t*^' r- l‘^/ ' 
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VINE. ^\Tiat do they holla for there? 
SOLLERS. 

MERRICK. 

SOLLERS. The earth ’s afire. 


The earth. 

The earth? 


HUFF. 


Tlie earth blazing already? 

[Shouts again. 


O, not so soon as this? 

VINE. What sort of a fire? 

SOLLERS. The earth has caught the heat of the star, you fool. 
MERRICK. I know: there ’s come some dazzle in your eyes 
From facing to the star; a lamp would do it. 

HUFF. It Mali be that. Your sight, being so strained. 

Is flashing of itself. 

SOLLERS. Say what you like. 

There ’s a red flare out of the land beyond 
Looking over the hflls into our valley. 

The thing ’s begun, ’tis certain. Go and see. 

VINE. I won’t see that. I will stay here. 

SOLLERS. Ay, creep 

Into your oven. You’ll be cooler there. — 

O my God, we’fl. all be coals in an hour! [Shouts again. 

HUFF. And I have nought to stand in my heart upright. 

And vow it made my living time worth more 
Than if my time had been death in a grave ! 

[Several persons run in. 

THE CROWD. 

1. The river ’s the placet 

2. The only safe place now! 

3. Best all charge- down to the river! 

4 * For there ’s a blaze, 

A travelling blaze comes racing along the earth. 

SOLLERS. ’Tis true. The air ’s red-hot above the bills . 

THE CROWD. 

1. Ay, but the burning now crests the hill-tops 
In quiver of yellow flame. 

2. And a great smoke 
Waving and tumbling upward. 



•M3 


THE END OF THE WORLD 

3 The nver now ' 

4 The only place we have, not to be roasted ' 

MERRICK And what will make ns iratcr-rats or otters, 

To keep our breath stdl living through a dive 
That lasts until the earth ’s burnt out? Or how 
Would that tnck serve, when wc stand up to gasp. 

And find the star waiting for our plunged heads 
To knock them into pummy^ 

VINE Scarce more dazed 

I’ld be witli that than now I shall be bound. 

When I’m to give my Mofe the talc of it all. 

To be devising more of this to-do 
My mind won’t carry' 

HUFF O ashamed I am. 

Ashamed' — It needn’t have been downnght feats. 

Such as the braving men, tlic like of Shale, 

Do easily', and smde, keeping lliem up 
If I could look back to one manful hour 
Of romping in the face of all my goodness' — 

[Shale comes in, dragging Mrs Huff by the hand 
SHALE Huff ^\^lcrc ’s HufP — Huff, you must take her back' 
You’ll take her back’ She ’s yours I gi\c her up 
MERRICK Belike here ’s something bold again 
MRS. HUFF [/o Shale] Once more, 

Listen 

SHALE I wll not listen Tlicrc ’s no time 
For aught but giving you hack where you belong, 

And that ’s wath you, HtifT Take her 
nun. , llereisdeplh 

1 cannot see to Is it your last fling’ — 

'Flic dolt I am in these thing*'— hat ’s this v.ay 
You’ve found of living wickrdlv to the end’ 
sttAlJ' .Sconi as vou jileasr, hut l.ake her had , ria’i, tal e fief 
nun But she 's my wife! *1 ,ake her hark now ? Uhatfor’ 

MRS ni'ia- Whnt for’ H’lvr vou i'<n kiunvii t'f {'n*- es th't 
throw 

'Ilieir lohlicry tlowii, soon a> ihev hear .a ite,i 
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Sounding behind them on the road, and run 
A long way off, and pull an honest face? 

Ay, see Shale’s eyes practising baby-looks 1 
He never stole, not he 1 

SHALE. Don’t hear her talk. 

MES. HUFF. But he was a talker once! Love was the thing. 
And love, he swore, would make the wrong go right. 

And Huff was a kind of devil — and that ’s true^ 

HUFF. What? I’ve been devilish and never knew? 

MRS HUFF. The devil in the world that hates all love. 

But Shale said, he’d the love in him would hold 
If the world’s frame and the fate of men were crackt. 

SHALE. What I said 1 

Whoever thought the world was going to crack? 

MRS. HUFF. And now he hears someone move behind hun 
They’ll say, perhaps, ‘You stole this!’ — ^Down it goes. 
Thrown to the dirty road — thrown to Huff! 

SHALE. Yes, to the owner. 

MRS. HUFF. It was not such brave thieving. 

You did not take me from my owner, Shale: 

There ’s an old robber will do that some day. 

Not you. 

VINE Were you thinking of me then, missis? 

MRS. HUFF \still to Shale]. You found me lost in the dirt: I was 
with Huff. 

You lifted me from there; and there again. 

Like a frightened urchin, you’re for throwing me. 

SHALE. Let it be that! I’m fir m 
Not to have you about me, when the thing. 

Whatever it is, that ’s standing now behind 
The burning of the world, comes out on us. 

HUFF. The way men cheat! This windle-stalk was he 
Would hold a show of spirit for the world 
To study while it ruined! — Make what you please 
Of your short wrangle here, but leave me out. 

I have my thoughts — O far enough fifom this. 

[Turning away. 
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SHALE \setztng hiTn\ You shall not put me off I tell you, Huff, 
You are to take her back now 
huff Take her back ' 

And what has she to do tvith what I want^ 

SHALE Isn’t she yours? I must be quit of hdr. 

I’ll not be m the nsk of keeping her 
She ’s yours 1 

huff And what ’s the good of her now to mc^ 

\Vhat’s the good of a woman whom I’ve married^ 

[Ptmng this. Warp the Molecalchcr has come in 
WARP Shale and Huff at tlicir old potlicr again' 

Merrick The Molccatchcr' 

SOLLERS Warp, have you travelled far’ 

Is It through frenzy and ghastly crowds )ou’vc come’ 

VINE Have you got dreadful things to tell us. Warp? 

WARP Wily, no > 

But seemingly you’ld have had news for me. 

If I’d come later Is Huff to murder Shale, 

Or Shale for murdenng Huff’ One way or t’other, 

’Tis tunc ’twas settled siircl> — Mrs Huff, 

Tlicy’rc neither of them worth you here ’s >our health 

[Draus and dnrfj 

HUFF Where have you been’ Arc -jou not nci\ from foil. 

Tliat throng together in a pelting horror’ 

WARP Do joii dunk the whole land hearkens to the Hum 
or an old dog biting at a noting dog’s throat’ 

MFRKicK No, no! Not their shnil j-npping, jou’vc not heard 
Tile world ’s near to lie blasted? 

WARP No mutter of it 

I am from walking the whole ground I trnji, 

And there 's no hi eness of it. hut the moles 
I've turned up de.ad and drictl out of three eounties 
sotjxns Win, hut the fire that's e.ating the who'e earth, 

Tlie breath of it it se.arlct in the skv ' 

\on must ha\x seen that’ 

WARP lint wl ai 's taken \t>'i’ 

You air like Hna that go to hunt fiir r’uwti. 
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And turn the scuttle of rats to a roused demon 
Crawling to shut the door of the bam they search. 

Fire? Yes, fire is playing a pretty game 
Yonder, and has its golden fun to itself. 

Seemingly. 

SOLLERS. You don’t know what ’tis that burns? 

WARP. Gall me a mole and not a molecatcher 
If I do not. It is a rick that burns; 

And a strange thing I’ll count it if the rick 
Be not old Huff’s. 

SOLLERS. That flare a fired stack? 

HUFF. Only one of my ricks alight? O Glory 1 
There may be chance for me yet. 

MERRICK. Best take the train 

To Droitwich, Huff. 

VINE \at the ^^oor] . It would be like a stack. 

But for the star. 

SOLLERS {to Warp\. Yes, as you’re so clever. 

You can talk down maybe yon brandishing star! 

WARP. O, ’tis the Star has flickt your brains'? Indeed, 

The tail swings long enough to-night for that. 

Well, look your best at it; ’tis off again 
To go its rounds, they tell me, firom now on; 

And the next time it swaggers in our sky. 

The moles a long while will have tired themselves 
Of having their easy joke with me. {A pause. 

MERRICK. You mean 

The flight of the star is from us? 

SOLLERS. But the world. 

The whole world reckons on it battering us 1 
WARP. Who told you that? 

SOLLERS. A dowser. 

MERRICK. Where ’s he gone? 

WARP. A dowser! say a tramping conjurer. 

You’ll believe aught, if you believe a dowser. 

SOLLERS. I had it in me to be doubting him. 

MERRICK. The noise you made was like that! But I knew 
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You’ld laugh at me, so sure you were the %vorld 
Would shiver like a bursting gnndlestone 
Else I’ld have said out loud, ’twas a fool’s whimsy 
VINE Where are you now? What am I now to thmk^ 

Your rmnds run round in puzzles, like chased hares 
I cannot sight them 

MERRICK Thmk of gomg to bed 

SOLLERS And dreammg pnees for your pigs 
Merrick O ^Varp, 

You should have seen Vine crying* The moon, he said. 
The silver moon* Just like an onion ’twas 
To stir the water in his eyes 
SOLIXRS He ’s left 

A puddle of his tears where he was droopt 
Over the table 

VINE There ’s to be no ruin'* — 

But what ’s the word of a molccalcher, to crow 
So nnging over a dowser’s %\ord'’ 

WAR? I’ll tell you 

These dowsers live on lies my trade ’s the truth 
I can read moles, and the way they’ve dug their joumc>-s, 
WTicrc you’ld not sec a wrinkle 
vaNE And he knows 

The buried water 

WARP Tlicrc ’s alwa^'s buned water, 

If you prod deep enough A dowser find*; 

Bccaiwc the whole earth ’s (loaung, like a rafi 
\Mnt docs he know ’ A twitching in his thews, 

A dog asleep knows th U much What I know 
I’ve leanit, and if I'd Iramt it wTontr, I'ld starve 
And if I’m right alxiut the gruhhing ino’es. 

Won’t I he right for news of wall mg men’ 
sirRRtcK Ofcouncjoii’rr right. Lei s put the who'r thing In , 
And have a plca'.ant drml 
JIlAtJ. [/•) \/ri. //i'f] ^ oil I iln' I'c tirevl 

With all tlm storv Shall wr lie oil for hi me’ 
itnT You hra<'' You dnn t go now with her ' sh'-’sfire 
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You gave her up. 

SHALE. And you made nothing of her. 

[To Mrs. Hi^. Gome on. 

MRS. HUFF. Warp, will you do a thing for me? 

WARP. A himdred things. 

MRS HUFF. Then slap me these cur-dogs. 

WARP. I will. Where will I slap them, and which first? 

MRS. HUFF. Maybe ’twill do if you but laugh at them. 

WARP, r 11 try for that; but they are not good jokes; 

Though there ’s a kind of monkey-look about them. 

MRS. HUFF. They thinking I’ld be near one or the other 
After this night! WILL I be made no more 
Than clay that children puddle to their minds, 

Moulding it what they fancy? — Shale was brave: 

He made a bogy and defied it, till 
He fitightened of his work and ran away. 

But Huff 1 — Huff was for modelling wickedly. 

HUFF. Who told you that? 

^IRS HUFF. I need no one’s telling. 

I was your wife once. Don’t I know your goodness? 

A stupid heart gone sour with jealousy. 

To feel its blood too dull and thick for sinning. — 

Yes, Huff would figure a wicked thought, but had 
No notion how, and flung the clay aside. — 

O they were gaudy colours both 1 But now 

Fear has bleacht their swagger and left them blank. 

Fear of a loon that cried. End of the World 1 
HUFF. Shale, do you know what we’re to do? 

SHALE. I’ld like 

To have the handling of that dowser-man. 

HUFF. Just that, my lad, just that' 

WARP. ^ And your fired rick? 

HUFF. Let it be blazes! Quick, Shale, after him! 

I’ll tramp the night out, but I’ll take the rogue. 

SHALE [to the othersl. You wait, and see us haul him by the ears. 
And swim the blatherer in Huff’s farmyard pond. 

[.45 Ht^ and Shale go out, they see the comet before them. 
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HUFF The devil’s own star is that ' 

SHALE And floats as calm 

As a pike basking 

HUFF There shouldn’t be such stars' 

SHALE Neither such dowsers, and we’ll learn him that 

[Thiy go off together 

SOLLERS Wiy, the star ’s dmndling now, surely' 

MERRICK O, small 

And dull now to the glmwng size it was. 

VINE But is It certain there’ll be nothing smasht ’ 

Not even a house knockt roaring down in crumbles? 

And I did tliink, I’ld open my wife’s mouth 

With envy of tlic dreadful things Td seen! 

CURTAIN 
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DEBORAH 

ACT I 

PERSONS 

SAUL, a pilot. 

DEBORAH 

THE MOTHER of Deborah's lover, David 

MARTIN, an old fisherman 

MEN ANT) WOMEN of the Village. 

A DOCTOR 

A fishing and pilot milage on a great estuary Low cottages on either 
side of bare ground sloping down to the riier The bact ground is grey 
water and grey sky, and a low coast on the extreme of stc;ht On a 
rough bench beside the open door of one cottage sits moodtlj Saul, a 
pilot {L ) A group of men and itomen [R ) gazing earnestl} up the 
river, among them Deborah, a girl in the early tuenties, o'd .Martin, 
and a woman, thought half-witted by the village (Pirst It'cman) 

1ST WOMAN Tlicrc IS no help for us, uc arc left alone, 

Left in the power of tlies flying tiling 
That Intcs our li\cs God was the only one 
AVho saw It sliding down into our air, 

He would not hold it back, hut means to let 
Tlic wild disease play all it wall wath our jouh 
A MAN Now hold yotir erving tongue, d ifi-wittcd thinr, 

Wc’rc thrang enough without sou cl imotous 
Di noRAH [/la; tag aside from gagirg] So sign of the Ixiat, am! 

we’re an hour watching 
SALT . Not yet in “iglit? 

DrilORMI No 

SAUt^ Curie f, ebtr if, 

And all the tune the mcI hp” gun on wotkti . ' 

Ixl them not Imng the thn-tnr Imre tiv> late 
"I'o ia\e m\ namahs , or if they <Jr» 



454 DEBORAH 

Let them not come within my sight. 

DEBORAH. O God, 

Dear God, send us some skill to help us soon. 

Let them bring back with them cures for my sick darling. 
ANOTHER WOMAN \crouching on the ground^ . They may bring back 
all the skill of the town, 

’Twill be no good to my dears now. 

MARTIN. Woman, 

You should be with your dead. 

THE WOMAN. Don’t tell me that. 

Ah, but the way they cried all night! And I, 

Knowing nothing of this new sudden illness, 

What could I do? I’d naught but water for them. 

Now Tm like one that comes in mazed from a storm: 

And I’m afraid of them, afraid to see 
The darling bodies lying there so hurt; 

I’ld hear their dreadful pains crying again. 

I couldn’t bide it, neighbours. Let me stay 
And hear you talk. 

MARTIN. * But you should go to them; 

Dead or alive, children need their mother. 

THE WOMAN. No, no, I couldn’t bide it. 

MARTIN. Up with you. 

Stay with them till they’re earth-fast. In a month 
You’ll grieve you shirkt seeing them all you might. 

THE WOMAN [suddenly leaping upright'\. Ah 1 what ’s that? 

MARTIN. What then? 

THE WOMAN. I heard one call: 

I heard one of my children calling for me. 

MARTIN. Poor thing, it ’s daft. 

THE WOMAN [frying out\. AVi ! 

Why do you hold your breast? 
THE WOMAN. A great qualm took me; ’twas as if a hand 
Grusht in my heart. Be quiet, let me listen.— 

Ahl there again, like being cut inside. — 

The sickness! It has got me! Oh good God! 

Yes, I will go home to my little ones. [She walks off unsteadily. 
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MARTIN Her children need her 

1ST WOMAN. We’ve no help at all, 

We are left alone, jail’d by nver and marsh. 

The malady can have all its mtII with us 
You don’t know your plight, but I ivithin me 
Can sec tlic dung, a ghost as grey as rain. 

Fleeces of shadowy air wTapping his shape. 

Tall as the ivinds standing up over us. 

Smiling and idly bandying wadi his feet 
This way and that the WTithing Ixxlies like 
A man turns rats that have taken the banc he laid 
MARTIN Ay, do you sec that’ Do you hear her, fnends’ 
Tliosc w’crc no words of crippled wnts, but speech 
Out of a spirit full of aching sight 
She ’s seen our sickness, and die look of it 
Is as die ivrath of God Will )ou cure that’ 

The plague diat ’s on us is the blame of the Lord, 

And all you think of is to get a doctor 
Do >ou mean him to make fnends wath God for >ou? 
nrnoRAii Wiat hate we done, that anger should be poured 
On us more than anodicr towai’ Wc were 
As good as any simple folk can be; 

But all in an evening dowai it came on us, 

Hus tcanng sickness, whether made of some 
Bad breath of the marsh, or blight from o\rr sea 
And ^ou sa^ none c.an put tlic feser down’ 

ANOTltl R WOMAN The fool I was to conic to siicJi .a place, 
And to base children in it' A spit of claj, 

Hunuiiockt between the river and the marsh, 

A fine place for a town it is' A burn 
Would 1 now the health of«urb a rotten ground 
A MAN’ And wlio can rhrK>'c to build in .i fur hraUh 
But the Id c ofnoblrs’ r must pilot and f di. 

And when we vr done o\ir sla\ iip-wi ihr w v.er. 

We ran but triwl alhwe the tide, no irorr, 

Sleep as nevrour irulc as v\r d’ce, si* r! r- 
Wc sh ill Iv- If-Itrr'd in it 
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THE WOMAN. JuSt aS WCll 

Be in the tide as on this rick of slime: 

It ’s nigh as wet, nothing but washt-up ooze 
And silted umber, mere marsh steadied with clay 
To be a kind of mortar, not an earth. 

It takes a man to build houses on slime; 

And then ask women to come bed with him. 

Ay, and to child, in such a filthy place. 

THE MAN. Ah, don’t deafen us, woman. You came blithe, 

I warrant, when Matt whistled you from your Mammy. 

You know there’s never choosing for us folks. 

THE WOMAN. And what ’s the wortli of a young girl’s wits? 
THE MAN. Why, naught. 

Same as an old one’s. 

martin. That’s it, quarrel and snarl. 

When half your people are fighting deatli or dead. 

You’re all alike for wisdom. 

2ND MAN [to the Woman]. IVhy arc you fasht? 

’Tis we are cruelly teased with waiting so 

For medicine, we with cliildren crying in pain, 

DEBORAH. Or with a sweetheart being dragged away 
By this rough dying, 

3RD MAN. Or with a childmg ^vife 

Brought wrongly to her time, — Oh Christ, that I knew 
Some ease for her, even an hour’s ease ! 

2ND MAN \to the Woman]. But the sickness has lowpt over all 
your lot. 

THE WOMAN. Well and what then? There never was an ailing 
With such a sudden stroke as this fiend has. 

All in a minute crazing your whole flesh; 

And I am flayed with fear till doctor comes 
And tells us what the good thing is against it. 

I lost my first baim firom your marshy air. 

His life was nothing but fever from his start. 

And he was gone before they signed his brow 
With holy water. But had I known the place, 

Would I have come? Hemm’d in behind with quags 
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That half the year are fens and ahvays quick. 

With notliing of a trod way going Uirough, 

No skill in all the place, parson or leech, 

Five miles of river for a boat to row 
To fetch m either And here ’s tins pestilence 
Killing us all and none knows how to cure it 
Maybe the sickness isoll learn some of you 
The kind of place you have 
MARTIK It ’s nought to do 

With anything here, it’s over the whole world 
ANOTHER WOMAN Look at the soiTow on Saul ! How that man 
loves 

His httlc Bamaby — O ’twould be cruel 
If he should lose him now, witli his wife gone 
2 ND itAN No more cruel for him with one cliild caught, 

Tlian ’tis for me with two in Uic fearful nsk 
^Vhc^e arc those lagging fellows^ Wc should have sent 
Someone who had the sickness in his house 
I would have got a doctor, if it meant 
Pulling him from the bedside of Uic Ma}or 
DEDORyiir O but my heart is dying m me, waiting, 

With such a yearn of love in it, and all 

Useless, a failure when 'tis needed most 

For us, with lives so hazardous, to lose 

Is like a poor girl’s game of being a queen 

What good arc all these marvellous desires 

Tliat seem to hold life in mTstcry ^ TJiry arc 

Drcimt tilings only Men make no more of ihcin 

Than a Inwk would make of a spider’s lucah, x\lien hfe 

Is fearfully dcsinng towards death 

O Das id, if sou lease me, afier our lose’ 

You to go licsond the inc.amng of los e. 

And 1, with sour memory at ms breast, 

'lo Stas liehiml in all the bitter meining 
1ST MS'. Jlie l>atf, the l>o.at’ 

1)1 noILSlI O Gtsl !)C tJ es'ie <• J.l r ' 

sst 1 llasr ili’-s .a dt>ctor’ 
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1ST MAN. Have they? Have ih 17 ? Kol 

SAUL. Not! Then by God 1 11 handle some of them. 

DEBORAH. Why, you poor-sighted fellow, thcjc he is! 

That man in the stern Avill be a doctor, sure. 

2ND MAN. Or some apothecary chap; what’s that 
He nurses gingerly on his knees? 

DEBORAH. A bag, 

I think. 

SAUL. Well, if he bring some skill in the bag. 

Let him be doctor or apothecary', 

Ay, or a barber, it’s all one. 

DEBORAH. O row. 

Row, you are paddling I 

2ND MAN. Arc they on the mud? 

SAUL. They might be plowing for tlic pace they make; 
They’ve backbones weak as reeds. 

DEBORAH. But if thcy had 

A woman in the crew, she’d let them see 
What ’tis to have your main strength in your heart; 

She would not stop for spraining. O but they’re slow 1 

\Saul goes into his cottage. 

MARTIN. Do you think yon leech can frighten witli his drugs 
The fiend that ’s with us? For it is a fiend. 

No common smitde fever. I have gone 

Into the town lately, and they told me 

The whole earth’s peoples have been fiercely caught 

Like tom small papers in a wind, in this 

Great powerful ailing. And I believe God 

Has taken health out of the world. 

DEBORAH. Why, then. 

We are not the only plagued ones? And belike 
There will be other girls with sweethearts lying 
Tormented with the thing, and no help near? 

And you will say God ’s goodl 
MARTIN. I say man ’s wicked. 

And that ’s enough for me to understand. 

A MAN. What do they call the sickness? 
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MARTIN Cholera 

The name was in tlie town, and that seems like 
To mean a kind of anger But look away 
From what it ’s called to what the malady is 
You simpletons, I tell you all again 
God ’s with us here, God merciless and angry. 

He has made His blame into a swinking fiend 
Has she not seen, this -woman you called daft. 

Seen him who bears the message, the Lord’s blame ^ 

God has given tlie world to one of His fiends, 

A MAN Well, it may be, but thank God here ’s a doctor. 

And he shall have a tr)' at the plague for me 

[A woman, the mother of Deborah's lover Band, runs in 
THE WOMAN Deborah, Deborah, come' it ’s terrible will him 
Ah, the poor boy is hurt so, and he ’s crjnng. 

Crying for you to come and help his heart 
DEnoRAii O, he ’s not dpng? 

THE WOMAN Pcnlous near, I think 

And now he puts his mother aside and wants 
Only his sweetheart ilicrc 
nnnoRAH Run back to him 

O he must keep his hold on life, he must 
Wrestle a little longer, tell him to think 
Of ease stealing o\er his limbs, and me 
Smoolliing the cruelty out of his mind with lose 
TiirwoMAN ^\^lat, you won’t come to him? llois can he tliinl 
In all that pain’ And >ou won’t come’ 

DcnoRMt ^Gi>,'cr, 

Here is the doctor coming, here's the Imit, 

I’ll st.a> here till he lands, and get him fint 

U’rex Ds- cf 

You’ll let me ha\c him first, won’t \o i, nri dilwurs’ 

You'll never male me I<i«e D.ivid in death 
Tl) taking ihc iloclor’s care sonoeUe' wh>'n he's 
Jii'l at the »iimi-«t neetl ofit’ ii would 
(.'ra^e me, I know, if the thing Llllrtl I)„\ tl 
You'll let me have the di*- lor first, n-i "Ivi n^’ 
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THE MADWOMAN. I scc a man’s life like a little flame 
Clinging to one end of a burning spill; 

And the man ’s in the grasp of a great anger, 

Yvflio is for shaking the last glimmer of life 
From off him, as you shake the fire off a match 
When you would have it done w'ith burning. 

ONE OF THE MEN \hailing the boat}. Is he a doctor? 

FROM THE BOAT. Ay; a good one too. 

DEBORAH. You have been wickedly slow; we’re all desperate 
With waiting; row as if death reacht for you. 

FROM THE BOAT. The town 's all full of doctor’s work. 

MARTIN. It’s true. 

The life is draining away out of the people. 

FROM THE BOAT. Are many more down since we left? 
DEBORAH. O many, 

And those that were just tcikcn when you went 
Are hanging over the last danger no^v. 

O hurry; I’m to have the doctor first 
To tend my David, for he ’s worst of all. 

{A cry is heard from Saul’s cottage. 
A WOMAN, YTiose bairn is that? 

A MAN. Saul’s little Bamaby. 

A WOMAN. He sounds like nearing death. O, Saul ■will rage 
If the lad ’s taken ! How can it have 
To do ■with God, this plague, that goes about 
The litde happy life of Bamaby? 

[Saul comes out of the cottage. 

SAUL. What ’s hindering those weak fools in the boat? 

They can’t be rowing stiU? 

THE WOMAN. How is the lad? 

SAUL. Christ, if he should be going! Are they near? 

A MAN. Just at the landing, look. 

SAUL. him have skill 

To hold my Bamaby back firom dying, God 1 

[He runs off towards the river {R.). 
A MAN. Now what’s he after? Going to lug them in? 

A WOMAN. He ’s in the water, up to his shoulders nearly! 
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* i-AN He'll s>™=p 

A MAN He’ll souse the doctor finely ^ he do 
A MAN And drown his drugs may e 

A WOMAN ’ 

The man like a murderer ^ 

* Z. n,a. Saul 's a »re a-reng feU^' _No^o„e cl» 
Standing above waist-deep coul pi 
From out a boat like a htdc parcel, 

TlirouRh mud and water holding 

Iw L head ara» ,»ff aua.gh.cacd out. 

A Kau< He 's got hm, dry 10 shore ^ d,„p 

A WOMAN f u .a. 

He IS, and yet Saul made a toy of hi 

A iiAN Saul seems to pant a bi S enough 

^ , in\ ihf Doctor walhng alongside Saul 

[Saul comes tn (R)> — ,, ^ Doctor 

toA.W./tamtd;'"*""”' hS, orrinm, 

SAOt, Sua.ght on, s.t you'm »>'»' f'”' 

^ ...n vou’rc all bcivildcrcd, mc must go 

DOCTOR Come, come, ^ ou 
Quietly non about this business ^ 

Tut fii^t >ou’ll go the road ^’'^ Tr%oTll’ begin there 
And that ’s straight on to mv home, %ou 

DOCTOR Tlicn free m> .arms thc/!l gne u' rcHiin 

TfMC push hard. It’s onl> 

By or\ou cni\nnt; 

^ [nrorc^utthrc'.te/ ' 


.lUin V--t'r 


■^RD St s** 
SSI n 


/)dr( r fnn, tt ft' t 
f I 

Rml Ssnl. ms "aie ' «' aemn. 


hi n y I’’ 


!rv e V > 
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Let her have patience for a while, or else 
Groan, as she pleases; it’s all one to me. 

But Bamaby shall have the doctor first. 

DOCTOR. Help me with this wild fellow: hold him ofTl 
3RD MAN. Gome to my wife, sir, only come and do 
Something to quieten her horrible pains; 

That’s all I want. O come! 

DOCTOR. * I will, if you 

Hold off this crazy ruffian. 

SAUL. Out of the road ! 

Am I not the strongest framed man in the place? 

My Barnaby shall have some good of that, 

Else he might all as well be son to limbs 
As weakly strung as yours. 

3RD MAN. O listen, sir. 

For Jesus’ sake listen: all through the night 
And all this morning, I have seen my wife. 

Whom I would bum for, being slowly killed 

With the mere torment — God, you shall come wdth me. 

SAUL. You fool, am I playing a game? Take tliis \stnkes 
hirn\ 

To show you what I mean: crawl out of the way. 

DOCTOR. Stop now. Leave handling me. It ’s not for you 
To say how I must work. 

SAUL {pulling at him\. Gome on, come on; 

Or you’ll be shouldered like a sack of meal. 

DEBORAH. Saxil, I was promised the doctor first, these folk 
All promised him to me — did you not, friends? 

For David’s hold on life is nigh worn through 
With the fierce fretting of the malady; 

Now this man’s sloll would seize his slipping life 
Back to his body again till the stress were done; 

But else he’ll die — Saul, my David will die. 

{Others also lay hold of the Doctor. 
SAUL. 1 11 not have this: you, Deborah, stand away; 

It s your fault if I hurt you. Leave go, all. 

You should have been bom strong, now is the time 



DEBORAH 463 

AVhen a man may be glad of his lough them 

[He has at last got the Doctor across to hts cottage {L ), 
and thrusts him within, shutting the door on him and 
standing against it facing the crowd 
In with you, sir, and if there ’s any skdl 
Known that -will better tlus sickness, use it ivcll 
I’ll keep the village off from hampcnng you 
Now let you all be qmet awhile and ruled* 

Your brabblemcnt ivill spoil the doctor’s craft 
I have him and I’ll keep him till he ’s saved 
My Bamaby, when he has lifted him 
Back into easy breathing, he is yours. 

But till I have the danger off the boy 
I make not a farthing’s toss for shrills and grumbles. 

Let every ache the devil knows of imng 
Your wives, children, and lovers Now I know 
What good my muscles are Stand off, women ' 

BoUi kinds of women, keep well out of mv reach * 

A MAN Let’s have him away from there we arc enough 
To master Saul, I’m sure 

anothcr Yes, rush him down. 

Hustle him out of that 

another tVe’v c as much nght 

iks he has to the doctor’s cures 
SAUL A>,ha\c>ou’ 

Here 's my nght [Ptchnt; up an axe from the brreh.] l\ 1 nt will 
you say to this’ 

Good heavy steel, and an edge to it, and nrim 
To make it speak manfully, — thecc arc my rights, 

And Barnabs’s rights, to lia\e the doctor fir't 

Ay, flinch, you arc waw, and cowrr, and hold your longue*-. 

You’ll not talk down this fellow of mine, nor me. 

I warr ml I’ll grid a con*^cicnrc on \mir hrarti 
Will hold Nou fearful and mini offfn'iii me, 

Aa though I did pricu’i liU'mc-r m a rhutch 
nir \iM)wuu\N \lffi i,h-f cl px rl( •sisrf S 
1 hc\'ll 'lurk to coinc ai Innderiju with a nan 
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They see bragging himself as good as death; 

And yet they’ll all be shrivelled in an hour 
By death they cannot see. Like flies on a heath 
Hiding from wind they are; but there comes running 
A singeing wild fire through the heather, — ^yes, 

And they mean to put the death out with some drugs, 

Gordd they get past a man playing at death. 

[The woman who is mother of DeboraKs lover, David, runs in. 
THE WOMAN. Where ’s that girl Deborah? 

DEBORAH. Ah, is he worse? 

THE WOMAN. What do you care whether he ’s worse or not? 
You were to bring me the docton when he landed. 

But you must have your gossip out before 
You’ll stir for David. I’ve long kept away 
From saying this; now I’ll tell you my heart: 

For it is bitter to me, bitter, that he 

Should put his mind on an easy wench like you, 

A doxy who ’s a tavern-word for freedom, 

And set you in front of me. Ay, now, in his death. 

Off he shrugs his mother’s own hands and looks 
Moaning for you, a whim of his blood, to come. 

DEBORAH. Let all this be for now; is David worse? 

THE WOMAN. His life ’s just tottering in the sickness, like 
A candle in the draught of an open door; 

Ah, it ’s as if his body had been wrencht 
Open, and death blew in upon his soul. 

DEBORAH. No hope, then? 

THE WOMAN. I can hope, for I’m his mother. 

And I have none but him. But if he dies. 

There are always men for a free lass like you. 

Hope? Yes, if now, while he still holds the plague. 

Just holds the beast off from his life, he had 
The help of a doctor’s skill, he would come through. 
DEBORAH. Saul, surely the doctor ’s done with Bamaby 
By now? Will you not tell him to make haste? 

Saul, you’ve been often very kind to us, 

David and me; but you’ll do good to yourself 
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If you save David’s life, and save my soul 

SAUL You may stop talking, girl, and bide my tunc 

DEBORAH But, man, do you know what you arc doing now^ 
David IS on a deadly brink, and you 
Shove off his weakening hold, — you murder him 
As ivickedly now all as you did that — 

Nay, nay, I did not mean any hard words, 

I know how madden’d you have been But now 
Bamaby has got healing, only bid 
Tile doctor hurry over the lad’s cure, 

And give hun to me 

SAUL Not I, I’ll have the boy 

Tended as leisurely as he were a lord, 

Tlic man shan’t scamp the least of his drugging, — Wounds' 
I'll pay him quccrly if he docs 

DEBORAH And you, 

^^'hat earnings is this work like to bnng >ou’ 

If David’s life is broken off from mine, 

Wiat will your v’agcs bc’’ I can tell >011 
Some day, out of hiding in ^our dark flesh. 

Your soul iiall creep like a beast out of a llnckct 
Into the shadowlcss light where men sec God, 

And llicrc’Il bc a hound of anger has been set 

To wan for >ou, and it will flv at >ou 

You make yourself now game for God's hunting waath 

Saul, tlicrc ’s something sacred alxiut losers 

God will not easily forget tlic fault 

Of one who parts those who arc fast troth-plight 

For there is wondrous more th m the joy of life 

In losers, there’s in them GihI llunseir 

1 aking great joy to lose the hie I Jr made 

We arc Gotl's desires more than our owai, s\c losers 

You dare not injnix Co<l' niiiik s'n it, baiil’- 

O Saul, let inr have Dasid's Imr' Dear Saul, [S‘ l-n’r 

You inu'l not ilo surh an uninort-il vsnm.- 

As WTenthhig lliy vslmlr hfr Katl fn- n 1,1 Wiiia'iiti, 

Miirdctiii ’ Divitlh rhiMirn that j'llt *'erj> 
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Within our love. All my body and brain 
Needs David. There ’s no good for me beside. 

The world would all be round me like an evil 
If David left me; it would come in at tlic wound 
And make me itself, drench my spirit with poison. — 

[She stands up. 

Curse you, Saul, and curse your Bamabyl 
May it be the lad’s death now, may yourself 
FoUow him into sickness, but come dirough 
Alive and blasted by it in your heart, 

All of you turned to a great himger for sin. 

That will keep you for ever as fan apart 
From Barnaby as God’s hell is from heaven. 

[The doctor appears behind Saul in the cottage door. 
DOCTOR. The lad ’s in a fair way now. 

SAUL [^gripping him}. He will not die? 

Gan you teU that for certain? Mind you, man. 

Don’t juggle any sleight of words with me. 

DOCTOR. Gome, come, I know my trade. His pains are gone, 
The fever ’s slipping out of him. Let go, 

Others are needing me. 

SAUL. But dare you leave him? 

Is there no danger between him and health? 

DOCTOR. No, no, his malady ’s aU but finisht now; 

For this thing either suddenly turns to death 
Or else as suddenly gives up. The boy 
Is now as good as well. 

SAUL. Barnaby ’s safe? 

I need not hold out longer. 

DEBORAH [to the doctor}. O sir, make haste*. 

[The Doctor goes out surrounded by Deborah and others. 
A few remain with Saul. 

SAUL. My Barnaby wUl live. — ^Do you think he knows? 

Did he say for sure that Barnaby would live? 

A ILAN. O ay, he knows. Barnaby ’s through it now. 

SAUL. I was afraid for him, mightily afraid. 

What! where ’s the doctor? Did I let him go? 
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My God, suppose he ’s playing a dog-tnck on me 
If he has swindled me! Shall I after 
Ah, but X could not master them 
He has broken the fear in me, and 1 ^ 

Kept me strung upright, and thrasht you doim 

And throng’d unth an anger, would have m 

If you had dared me O my spirit s o 

Within me then, I had limbs hkc a giant 

But now my ivdl crumbles mto failure, 

The fear has snapt, I felt it m my bimn 
Snap hkc a strand, and all my e fear. 

Because it parted, and I can t 

That ’s strange, isn’t it? I can t heart? 

mat made it break, and so ^ 

Ah, I remember, Bamaby s 
A stAN. ^^^lat, Saul, man, you are 

For hours it’s been ‘"^ifcy’Vdrown me nou 

That reacht higher and high^ “ 

I’m glad you queneht so 

For had It come to a tussle, 1 oa > ^ ^l,^c5s \\caUing 

You’d have found me in slack 
THE MAN Is It the sickness on > > ‘ ^ think 

SAUL* , - ihrin 

lias lea itself 10 do ,, 

Tlir MAN. 

riic doctor back. others want Inm »o" . 

And Barmbj mi» ^ 
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Did he not? Yes, I’m sure he said it. 

THE MAN. Ay, 

But it ’s leapt from Barnaby to you; and maybe 
Soon it Avill beat die man to loose its grip. 

SAUL. Nay, it began last night, and all to-day 
I’ve felt it burrowing deeper in my vitals; 

Ay, like claws working wiUiin me, tearing 
The roots of my life apart. But there was one 
Main sinew was too tough for all its gnawing, 

My fear for Eamaby. And now that ’s given; 

The lad vdll live: in a few days, maybe, 

You’ll see him playing ally-com-panny here 
Or football. Yes, he’ll take to football first 
When he gets up; he likes a running game. 

I hope this bout won’t set his growth aback. 

0 Christ, I’m dizzy: am I standing now? 

1 seem falling and falling endlessly; 

The air is shouting past me. I ought to pray; 

But there ’s no need: Barnaby will live. \He falls. 

Matthew, Mark, Luke and John 
Bless the bed that I lie on. 

I’m going to swoon, I think. Lads, will you try 
To carry me indoors? — quick, while I have 
Some senses left. I must not go without 
Saying good-bye to Barnaby. 

\They cany him into the cottage. 

. [A short pause. Deborah rushes in distraught. 
DEBORAH. Saul, you murderer, you murderer! 

What? O, it’s no good hiding: come out now: 

Let ’s have no whimpering over Barnaby; 

You’ve killed my David; stand out into the open. 

You and your crime, and let me see you blench 
To feel, at my asking, God take hold of you. 

[She sees SauVs axe on the ground, and picks it up. 
His axel Said’s dropt his axe! Why, this is the word 
For me to give Saul, this is the word I want! 

[Battering at SauVs cottage door. 
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David has sent a message to you, Saul 

Come out, and take it , r, j r . One of 

{She stands ready with the axe Ufiedfor striking J 

the men opens the door 

T Saul IS dead 

DEBORAH [slaggenng}. 

Who kiUed him^ , 

THE.1AK Dead of the plague he ,s 

Had Saul the plague?— No, it’s afraid he is. 

And shamming, — tell lum 1 mean to see 

the MAN Look there 

DEBORAH [peering past kini] go so sudden? 

[The axe drops from her hands 

What fell?— O yes, he ’s cheated that too, now'— 

David, David, I can do noUung for >oul 


CURTAIN 


ACT 11 

PERSONS 

DEBORAH 

Tin MOTHER of Deborah s /orrr, Da.rd 
MIRIAM, Dand’s younger sister 
barNab^ , SauVs son, now grou n up 

■n, .sn,>..,au: r,„„ - w,."' « '■ 

fiooT info \ht lane d( had (/- She 

Deborah by herself, herding o^ei a seaman s ehni 

innfT rf»Dm 


t)t iroRAit Binnln ' r-a- e^iei mfr m th bed- 

[Hair^bs, pr- b' ■ 

\ our t u ie-mU I lln'ik. 

You’ll nrrd to coul u uflh tl'- ’> " t’ 
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BARNABY \as he cords the box ^ . Lucky for me you had this chest 


put by; 

I’ve not too many shillings. 

DEBORAH. Yes, ’twas lucky. 

BARNABY. You’ve never told me where it came from. 
DEBORAH. 

[She pauses a moment, then adds quietly^ This was my David s 
box. — He would have gone, 

Too, for a sailor; and I often lookt 

To pack this box for him with things he’ld need. 

I begged it from his mother when he died; 


I’ve nothing else of his. — Well, ’tis yours now. 

It ’s you are off for a sailor now. 

BARNABY [rising from the box'\. That’s done; 

And properly. Try the rope by the knot; 

You could mgh fiddle on it, — O, it ’s queer! 

I can scarce think I’m off to see the world. 

DEBORAH. Ay, here ’s the evening come that I’ve watched coming 
These many years. 

BARNABY. You knew I’ld go? 

DEBORAH. O, WeUl 

BARNABY. But you aren’t grieved with me? 

DEBORAH, Why should I grieve? 

The world ’s made for young men. And you’ll come back. 
There ’s that, I think, in the village will draw you home. 
Often I’ll see you coming through that door 
With a fine swagger learnt on foreign quays. 

BARNABY. Deborah, if I don’t come back 

DEBORAH. Fie, now. 

What sort of talk is this? 

BARNABY. But I must say it. — 

When in that pestilence my father died. 

And I was homeless in the village, you 
Took me and housed me. ’Tis so long ago 
That I’ve no mind of it. But no one else, 

I know, would have to do with me; the men 
Remembered how, to keep the doctor with me. 
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My father cowed tlicmliJvC a lot of dogs, 

Y«, and he wth the sickness on him And tlic women 
Hated me as the child for whose small hie 

So many dead were paid 
DEBORAH Tlic women' Gulls 

Chattermg slinlly when the ude is out ' 

It’s true Saul seized the Doctor s sl^ for you, 

Kept It till you were sound But who s to kno 
That those the doctor could not save had live 
If they’d been tended sooner^ ,, „„„ght to me 

Whether tlicy lived or died — But I \s’as tlierc 

In sight of aU, a living thing die folk 

Could spend their bitterness on WTiat matters 

IMicther their bitterness was lies or no 

It’s what tlicy said tliat matters j 1,0. 

And ^vlth th Jr saying Uiey’ld have smeamd m> life. 
Made me a workliousc boy, had it not been 
For you, Deborah 

DEBORAir It’s all o%crnou 

No one tliinks of it nowadaj's 

No one 

BARNABY 

But mc-and David’s motlicr 
DEBOR-Ml . , , 

And Miriam takes no heart from her, j 

BARNABY {breahng m hasUlA But >ou, who d Ind throng 

the dearest loss , , 

or all m the Milage, >ou whoni m> hfe 
Of Dasid— O I know the man he was, 

I'sc heard the talk of who remctnlier him- 
Yoii tool me m and housed me , 

TjCI Ik* ^ 

BMUVsin. I must not let it l*^ lorsYirs 
l\c I al cn all >-our lose as. 1 1 

Rich folks e.u Err-id-without thanks or a tJ o ..,ht 
I'or noutijhtnit 


iTiC 
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DEBORAH. There needed none. 

BARNABY. And now — ^you give me David’s box ! 

DEBORAH. Who else 

Should have it? 

BARNABY. I did not know it was his. 

DEBORAH. What then? 

DEBORAH. O Deborah, dare you give it me? 

Is it only a small thing to you, this 
That once was David’s? If he saw you now! 

If David saw you giving me, who brought 
Death between you and him, this last small thing 1 
DEBORAH. No more, Bamabyl — ^You must take the box; 

It means something to me. — ^And now I’ll say 
What I, too, have kept hid for many years. 

Hid even from myself. While you were growing. 

Our hearts quietly drew our minds to be. 

Almost at unawares, brother and sister. 

Now you are grown, and now to-night you are off 
For the great seas of the world and a man’s adventure; — 
And now, Bamaby — ^you are my son. — 

Let that be the full quittance in your thought 
Of what I’ve done for you. Into my life 
You came terribly; I dare think I’ld have 
More right to claim you than your mother’s pangs. 

You were such an anguish to me. Yes, and I 
Died then, save for a husk of living, still 
Fastened about the soul perisht within me. 

But now the hidden senses in my soul 

Are nursed out of their dreadful grave of winter, 

As rains nurse in the earth the buried plenty; 

And you have put in me the power of life 
Again, like a new season in the world. 

You, and the joy you’re bringing me. — It ’s well. 

Maybe, we are not used to have our speech 
Deal with such things as these: but is there not, 

Now that your going ’s brought us to the mood, 
Somewhat besides ^vithm you, you should tell me? 
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baknaby [unjofy] I? I’ve said what I had to say — But now 
I must go see some fhends before I start 
DEBORAH Yes, that you must I ^stII wait here for you 
barnaby \to himself as he goes'] Time I ^vas going for a sador 
indeed 

[Bamaby goes through the door to the lane Deborah 
remains, looking at the box 

DEBORAH He should have told me, but I kno^v ’tis so, 

I know how it is ivitli him and Minam, — 

David’s sister! O I was wrencht at first' 

Gruel It was to see the signs of their love 
At first but now — am I %vronging you now, 

David, my David, to feel life so strong. 

To be so glad that life is in my heart, 

And you there in the graved Domti there so long, 

My beautiful David, and tlic stones beti\ccn us! 

And I tvalking over you with a heart 
Sweet -with life! — But ageing, ageing slowly. 

[.d knock at the outer door and DncitTs mother comes in 
She is now an old woman 

David’s mother They tcl! me Barnaby sets out to-nigliL 
Deborah Tlicy told you trutli. 

the mother And you'll be lonely tlicn’’ 

Deborah Why, not so lonclv Minam w ill come 
Often, and talk with me of Barnaby 
mother Minam 's ray daughter, and I’ll ha\c her mind 
When once she 's free from the lad's looks 
nrnoR,\H Ay, will you? 

You know, then^ But you will not ponon her. 
mother Poivni'" Yes, if the tnuh lie powon, as 
It must l)c to some folks, pot«on ani! shame — 

All! here wilt Ik- Baniaby's lio-c now, I dare vas 
[if/ /pilj flfise at the h-<\ ] Whs, this it h! 1 t^in's\t thiv’ Tint 
15 whv 
I c-ainc here 

Dri'OUMi. 1 was staint'eiii e s'hs \a>o ri",'-, 

MOTlitn. Miiiam told m<-, arm I id ft>‘ir.d a Ivix 
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Put by, would do for Barnaby. And I, 

In the instant of her words, was very sure 
The box would be this tliat was David’s once. 

O it ’s a queer thing you should be so faithless ! 

But you shall have the truth now, Del^orah: 

And if it makes your blood burn, if it makes 
The woman in you grieve like an inmost pain. 

It ’s you are the shame, you are tlie poison, not 
The truth I’m giving you. 

DEBORAH. It will be well 

To have this out now: it must come some time. 
MOTHER. Well, is it? And is this well, this last thing 
You’ve done to David? Give his box away 
To the boy for whom David’s life was murder’d! 

O yes, I know it ’s not the worst you’ve done; 

And I’ve stood by and watched you, these long years, 
Wronging my son, whose living heart was all 
Yours, but dead is mine only, all mine! 

DEBORAH. I never wronged your son. 

MOTHER. Never? O, wait! 

You’ll see yourself at last now as you are. 

For this has fetched me out of bitter silence. 

After the plague was done, and David earthed. 

And when you came making yoiur cry to me. 

You forged your words so clever, I could not help 
But give you this for keepsake, David’s box, — 

His father’s, too, before him. It had been yours. 

You said, to pack against his voyages. 

And see who has it now! Now whose voyage 
Have you been careful of, whose? Barnaby’s! 

The child of wicked Saul, who let my David 
Die that his brat might steal the doctor’s skill! 

This is not such a little thing: it is 
A great and dreadful thing, because it tops 
So much — Girl' do you not feel guilty? 

DEBORAH. No. 

MOTHER. It ’s a strange wonder. You watch Bamaby, 
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Grcr\vn to the height almost that Davad had, 

Living here m your house as though he iverc 
Your own blood, and you never \vince as if fire 
Fell on your skin, to think who was driven down 
Out of the hfe he made so much of, ay. 

Out of your hfe and mine, by Bamaby 
O, I have been patient, Deborah, my God, 

I’ve had good need to be patient, seeing you. 

The one who, after me, should have kept pure 
David’s memory, usmg him this way. 

Fostering Bamaby' I hope the souls 
See when they’ve gone through deatli, tliat David now 
May know what faith his sweetheart keeps for him, — 
Housing the boy who iv'as his dcatli ! — and know 
At last, his motlicr is the faithful one 
DEBORAH O, David secs us now, be you u ell sure 
Mother And docs he sec, tliink you, this Bamaby 
Trapping the heart of his sister-’ 

DEBORAH Ay, at last 

VVc’vc come to it 

mother. Indeed nc’vc come to it 

You know, do you, Bamaby ’s drawn the girl, 

My Minam, into his mlcs^ 

DEBORAH She loves him 

mother She docs not How could she, Da\ id's sister, los c 
Bamaby? ’Tis but Ins looks have scircd her miinl 
DrnoRAH And do >ou mean to put jounclf atrainst 
Tlicsc two lives dial arc hound to love each other’ 
MOTiUR O, this IS handsome talk' And I supjKuc 
It pleases you — it will be bov\ jou keep 
Your love for David sull alu;bt within >ou — 

To iluuk of thc'c ivvo cominr into love, 

DraoiEMi 1'lc.ascs me’ No, tli'- wonlb small 
MOTUra. Xnltlni 

llic hoiTiblrsi iliinv a drramiii„- f-wer rou'd 
Devite to fifken yuir heart' I'd ruber Invar 
'Die lutl rauebt by a t<w,u.ef imp. c; d r„it*r y-.i ,c t 
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Than to fall in with Barnaby, Why, that 
Would be as if she hclpt in David’s death; 

Her love would be growing out of David’s grave! 
DEBORAH. We cau’t look back so far; lliesc two mustbav 
Their need of life; and life must still fare on 
As it were burning the past things in gladness. 

MOTHER. Gladness for you, mayhap; but not for me; 

I still am thinking on my dead David. 

DEBORAH. But if you will not i cckon as I do 
These matters, you will gall and break yourself. 

Striving with what is not to be striven down. 

MOTHER. Not myself but this wicked love I’ll break, — 

If love ’s already upon them. 

DEBORAH. And it is; 

You know it is. 

MOTHER. My God, I do: and I know 

You’re mightily glad of it, — David’s sweetheart! 
DEBORAH. You shall listen to me. I think I could 
Never persuade your mind that it should know 
How life went tlirough me, every living moment 
Making my body feel as the air must feel 
When a song takes it, — how I thrilled to life 

In those gone days of David loving me. 

And when I came to myself and was no longer 
Senseless, after they had buried David, 

I was all sealed away from the health of life; 

And through my misery only came the throb 
Of a huge force of pain. And then I saw 
You village folk meaning to turn your grief 
To malice put on that young helpless boy, 

Bamaby. I stopt that; and, to be true, 

Then I knew nothing why I gave the lad 
My hearth. Blindly I did it; but it was 
The life in me desiring joy again, 

And, unknown to itself, making a way 
Out of sorrow. 

MOTHER. 


Ay, that ’s your wickedness. 
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Not to be sorry for your David dead 
Through all your time 

Deborah And vex him ividi my gneP — 

I know the strength of sorrow, but I know. 

Even I know, who have such need of deadi. 

What life can do against its sorrow, how 
Lovely m gladness life can be I have 
Great joy m living now, knowing these two 
Love as I loved my David — This house hes 
So close to the marsh, that I must alwaj's have 
The quiet sounds m my cars the quags and pools 
\Vhimpcr at night, as though the darkness v ere 
A pain to Itself, and often as I would sit 
To gneve before my fire, aching within. 

All wound and rankle, I would seem to be 
Life shut in its narrow nature, and outside. 

Surrounding me, die sighing, crying marsh 
Was sorrow and darkness alnajs oilling to life — 

Tlicn I began to take young Bamaby 
Into my mind, and feel him dear to me 
MOTiiFR O shameless, shameless* Listen to her, Dat id! 
DEBORAH He ’s listening, and he knows 1 Iicar the mirsh 
Still calling, but my heart is strong against it 
For now in the life I know, lose once more 
Begins — in Bnniabj and Mimm* 

It begins, and it shales off the calling sorrow 
And ^ou — jou will hinder it* fins life of ours, 

Tliat can fight down all the temblr strength 
or misers coming s.ikl and fierce ngainu it; 

And, like a kindled thing, goes on mjos, 

I^asini; the hitter spite of all ns s rung 
Behind it, as a flame leaves empts ash'-s, — 
lliis life sou’ll iinnage hi r a brol rn horae. 

And drive s\ath .a few s\o'ds in the little trsui 
Vour fanciful nations tale’ No. at.u su’l not, 

I care not vs hat sou m-ike of n*'-, f,.- J 
do iiu now tru'tirg m the |,f.- J En i,\; 
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I trust it to be in me a strong heart. 

And I’ll not spend my breath in pleading with you 
For these two children, to be kind witli them. 

But I’ll do this; I’ll warn you, not to risk 
What scant frail happiness you have, in hope 
To match your will against the poucr of life 
When it means making glory of love again. 

[Miriam comes in hastilj luith an air of (rouble. 
DEBORAH. Miriam! 

MOTHER. Miriam! you here in this house? 

mmAu\to Deborah}. Wntcrc’sBamaby? Where is he, Deborah? 
He has not gone? I will not let him go 
Without some speech \sdth me. 

DEBORAH. IVliat have you done? 

Miriam, why do you look afeared^ Is this 
Some quarrel you and Bamaby have made? 

You’ve never let a wliim of anger sting 
Your minds, just at the hour of his leaving you? 

MIRIAM. But he ’s not gone? I cannot have him go 
Not saying a word. 

MOTHER. You ^vill not let him go? 

What do you want with words from Barnaby? 

MIRIAM. O you know nothing, nothing of this: I came 
For Deborah. 

MOTHER. It must be hidden then 

From yoiH own mother? There is like to be 
Something shameful in this. 

DEBORAH. Some folly, I think; 

To sour your first parting with a quarrel! 

MIRIAM. But I’ve been waiting, hearkening all day 
For him to whistle his curlew-cry without 
That tells me he is there, ready for me. 

MOTHER. Ho, now we know the trick: the fool I have 
been! 

DEBORAH. What! What is this? Bamaby went from here 
A moment since to find you. 

MIRIAM. 


He did not come. 
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DEBORAH Thcn,you’llhavciiiisscdhim Butlook,tJicrc’shisbo\‘ 
He mint come back for that before he starts 
You shall stay here, and mend this foolishness, 

He cannot be long away, you not to be found 
MOTHER Now this IS mine, I have the say here now. 

Minam, you shall take your road vitli me 
Back to the house. Bamaby ’s nought to you. 

And from tins hour you’ll hear no pretty curlews 
Crying you to put by your maidenhood 
MIRIAM O God, she knoivs' I did not think she knew’ 

[Site falls on her knees at the table with face in arms A 
short pause follows Miriam's cry 
MOTHER I was looking for this, I knew wc’Jd find 
Some shameful thing We’ve had enough of words, 

Witli me noiv, girl ' 

DEBORAH You must not go with her, 

You must not! Minam, tell her she mistakes, 

Fearfully mistakes you, and ma>bc then 

She’ll let you stay here — ^\^lat• have 70U no words. 

Nothing to answer her’ Do 7 ou not guess 
What a mIc thing Jicr mind is making of )oii’* 

MOTiiTR You’ld have her face me with some hard) show ? 

Let her weep and be ashamed But hear me, )ou, [to Ifirium] 
If >011 staj here for Bamabv, joii’lJ staj 
Out of in^j house for ever — God, ni> daughter 
A boy's wanton' Your fine wor! , Dcliorah ' 

’'Its this has gladdened )oii, and inadr \nii sJufi 
llic sorrow )ou so talk of, and lose life. 

Hus is what Divid died for' An cse-w\cct thing' 

A spice for all the blati-loiigues on the river' 
ni iiouAii Have no Iteed for her, Minam, hut iru'l inr 
Poor lass' j-our little quarrel is * > ’ore on voii 
Her t.alk goes past voti But we'H male it lui’liiie’, 

'atav for Uaniihv, iiid sou'll luieh -at this 
MOilii u I have no nine lo>' whihlie lir'r, < r u 
Now waih me home or 1 rr tra tv.uii 
'Ht of mj hnu*e 1 r jl.e divi* >■ *' i' \ hr 4 »t 
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DEBORAH. Miriam, I know Bamaby’s mind; stay here. 

{Barnaby comes in, but stands doubtful a short way from the door. 
MOTHER So here ’s yom boy; and now you make your choice, 
And it ’s for ever. You will get no good 
From him; his father’s wicked blood is all 
Too strong within him; and it is he who brought 
Misery on us, and poverty so hard 
That we’ve been beggars in the village often. 

Beggars for food many a bitter day. 

He killed David; put that in your heart 
Beside the folly that you’ve played with him. 

He ’s made my heart sick to be sending life 
Still through my brain. Now choose if he ’s yom lover. 
DEBORAH. Miriam, it ’s for you to speak. 

MIRIAM [looking up\. Bamabyl 

[A brief pause. 

MOTHER [breaking into lament], I am alone now! I am alone 
with my age ! 

Nothing is left me out of all my years. 

Nothing but grieving. Long ago they killed 
My son, and now my daughter turns on me 
And joins with them who’ve been so wicked to me. 

I’ll never heal of this; nothing but grieving! 

O Christ, I am too old; I should be gone. 

[She shuffles through the outer door. 
MIRIAM [rising to her feet] . Bamaby ! Barnaby ! What have I done? 
DEBORAH. We’h have some quiet now. And now, you children, 
See if we do not set this quarrel straight. 

MIRIAM. I say it is no quarrel; but for three days. 

Three days, he has been careful to keep far 
From seeing me. 

DEBORAH. For three days! but this comes 

Like thunder on me. Three days ! — Bamaby ! 

What holds your tongue? 

^nniAM. And it ’s worse than I dared 

Even to think! for I did think he’ld have 
Some hard word to give me; but here ’s nothing. 
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Surely I am to blame, but he says notlnng, 

And I, Deborah, I’m nothing to him! 

O Deborah, make him speak to me 
DEBORAH You mUSt, 

Bamaby, you must speak Do you not see 
It’s dreadful, you not saying a word, and standing 
There wath your grounded looks’ Why are you sullen’ 
BARNABY. I w’ould have done without this 
MIRIAM O, to me' 

Not to yourself, as though your e^cs took shame 
To find me, but say out to me the tiling 
That makes you strange against me I am strong, 

You need not think of tears I am past tears — 

Barnaby, you arc leaving me to-night' 

BARNABY Ay, and it had been better if }ou'd staged 
From catching at my going 
DEBORAH But, O dear God, 

What does it all mean? What is in >our mind’ 

BARNABY Well, yoii wall ha\c it then? — It 's not m> fault, 

Nor yours, Miriam It just had to be 
DEBORAH Wlial IS u’ What is it’ 

BARNABY I'ld IiiTvcr ha\ c gone off 

Without coming to this 

MIRIAM What ha\ c 1 done? 

BARNABY. \Miy, nothing — It ’s a troublesome thing to «a\, 

A troublesome thing to Inow nghtlj the work 
Mj mind 's been making in me — But I know this, 

Miriam I must clean go from jou to-mght. 

And from to-mght on,— sou must be done with me 
MIRIAM You’re going for a gootl while’ 

BARNAna lor gostsl ai d all 

MIRIAM What docs he sa), Delionh’ Sure I h i\e 
.Some fnmiiiess on me, and it hurts m> Itrarmk 
Di'iiORAH You will get usetl to tin' ''I w how i'im'’s f o 
Here m the world You iruitetl in )our life, 

Did ^ou not’ \a, 'I'oii taistrd there \vu» 

To cam sou through It'e Ihn i\ wl at f-*!!' 

r. 
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To those who trust so —But it cannot be; 

The old despair cannot be coming down 
On me again. Now, not for the love of me, 

Barnaby, but for the love of God, say out 
What it is truly we two women must 
Look for at your hands now. 

BARNABY. Have I not said it? — 

\With sudden impatience:] It ’s all too small for me here: it ’s all 
crampt, 

A misery of litde drudging work, 

With now and then some fair risk of a danger 
Out on the river; and that ’s the one fine thing 
In this half-smothered hfe. And what comes then. 

When we are through the danger, with a breath 
That ’s all sharp tingling from it? Back we come, 

A penny or two in our pockets maybe, back 
To this — ^what shall I call it? ay, a kennel, 

A kennel made of mud, this penn’d village, 

This knab of dirt between river and marsh. 

But I’ll fhng free I’ll not keep stifling here. 

Out in the world there ’s China and the Indies, 

Lands they speak of wonderfully, and capes 
That ask a month of storming to get round; 

All the great life of sailors, as I’ve heard 

The pilots teh of, they who bring to dock 

And through our shoals the ships that trade in the East. 

And what ’s the best for me if I stay here? 

Grow to a pilot’s wisdom, maybe; climb 
In the half-light the sides of vessels, stained 
With pushing through the salty weather of seas 
Where the sun makes the waters bum like stone 
That floors a furnace; and have some snatch of talk 
With them who live what I must dream, as men 
Visit a cripple bedrid in a room. 

DEBORAH. I know all this; I have long seen it growing. 

And there ’s no harm in it. And is this all 
The reason for your cruelty, — ^your want 
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To go a-vagabonding -wadi die sailors'’ 
barnadV No, ’tis not all, but it is all my words 
Can fashion of die mind in me That life 
WTiich leaps so keen awake within my brain 
'V\Tien, like a hatred that has been in hiding, 

Danger blows on die fishing fleet, and we 
Must fight to win ashore, that power of life 
Is what has taken a strong hold on me 
I must go out and let it spend itself 
Somewhere — someliow — I don’t know nghd>, )ct 
This is plain as a candle-flame in darkness, — 

I’m to have done w’lth being hampered here 
DCBORAH And this girl — w hy should ) ou not come back to her, 
\Vlicn you have seen die world’ 

BARNAny. Well, I’sL m>sclf 

To please about that first I’ll not be made 
A mamnict for you women to phy games with 
crnoRAii I understand your meaning now Vou’icdonc 
Tile wacked thing b> her 
BARNAiiv And what did slic 

But please her own mind in it’ 

MIRIAM O God ' Cod ' 

nniORAii IVh>,>ou should smile when you driiil gall, Min iin. 
For there’s naught else ^our soul will tlrml of lift 
liAIiNAnv O, bill It ’s not so cxs\ for me to base h-'r' 

A deal of comfort calls me licrc, and 'hr 
Keeps all of It, — she 's nil the little cIot 
S weetness of comfortable wonted life 
Winch would gnp finii alioiit me, and ii ’s ih it — 

'Ilial IS die thing I must !«- cruel with , 

And to tnj-self, too, I must lie cniel 
ni non Ml And sou c-ire n wight for wb w mav bapiv-n t.> 1 s-r’ 
BMtNAnv And wliit jhonld liapjieii to hei?-what s'm i‘d 
Inpjieti’ (D/'- 1 1 1 .'/ 

ii\RN\ti\ DrlHirth. Irwe us a mo nent 

[/) ' f ' f - 
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That you’ve let on. about our foolishness? 

MIRIAM. Foolishness'. It was sacred to me. 

BARNABY. Lcavc that, 

And tell me. Is there aught like to come of it? 

MIRIAM. And if there was, what would it mean to you? 
BARNABY. Why — ^why, I think — ^I should come back to you. 
MIRIAM. You may go with an easy mind then. No, 

There ’s nothing like to come of it — nothing. 

BARNABY. Well, the boat’s waiting at the jetty now 

To row me and my traps up to the dock 

{He hesitates a moment^ then suddenly picks up his box, 
shoulders tt, and makes off through the door into the lane, 
DEBORAH {coming in from the bedroorri\. He ’s gone? 

MIRIAM. Gone. 

DEBORAH. And I thought my ears surely lied to me, when 
They heard the door latch. And he ’s gone ! 

MIRIAM. Deborah ! He hcis left me, Deborah ! 

DEBORAH. And David loved her so, she but a bairn ! — 

Saul and Barnaby ! David and his sister ' 

MIRIAM. Deborah! — I am with child. 

CURTAIN 

ACT III 

PERSONS 

DEBORAH. 

MIRIAM. 

AN OLD WOMAN OF THE VILLAGE. 

barnaby. 

The living room in Deborah’s cottage. Might: a ship’s lamp burning. 
There is the sound of a wind outside. Deborah and a Midunfe, an 
old woman of the village. 

OUD WOMAN. TTat was a cry of wind! You’ Id think the night 
Was a thing living, when it cries like that: 

Sure it ’s some anger breaking out in the world, 
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Such wldncss of the air skirling aloud 
Do you never fear for staving of your windows^ 

DEDORAii They need good hasps w c get the strength of it here 
OLD WOMAN Ay, you must be the first thing for the Mind 
To seize after its crossing of the marsh, 

^Vhcre nothing stands at all 
DEBORAH And I think often 

The wind comes out of the open marsh a spirit 
Raving to find naught, all tliose cmpt> miles, 

To throw Itself against, and feeling onlj 
Its own rage in the air. But when it lights 
Upon these walls, then there’s glee in the wind 
Tlien sowsc it hurls on us its whole weight of sprrtl, 

And there’ll be yells and bullying at the door, 

And a dm aloft like desnls blowing tnimpcLs, 

And tlien ’twill fall to liLssing round the cases 
And fumbling at tlie thatch (or a \sa> in. 

While seemingly, for a blood-heat or two, 

Half of the gale crouches a short ssay off, 

And then a hundred beasts of wind leap howling. 

And pounce upon the roof with worn mg paws, 

And roar to feel the walls not shal mg down 
01 D WOMAN Lord, if I thought ilic wind alive u ilut 
1 should be feared of it 
111 noRAit But I must mal e 

.Some silly gainr with the outcrv of the wind, 

Likening it to dragons and a pack 
Of wing’d licasts plajmg their glad rage on the home 
With snarls and screams and gniiitles The mavlie 
I should lie feared of the wind iiuleeil 
HI ji WOMAN \Vliai, gho-ts 

Or fiends would )ou hear claiiiouung in it^ 

111 noRMt ,Nav 

I have no mind for phii'iv --li’v ill a gvtre, 

WTielher vou male ihr wnul luiiver ami hits. 

Or. .as -out'' <lo, a reufiil cr nnr c'eijiair 
But what the wind me am inilv to ms - i il 
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Is something I must cower and shrink from knowing. 

You will soon hear my game, though: there’ll be beasts 
Lowing to break through on us to-night, — 

Ay, to-night, when Miriam needs quiet. 

OLD WOMAN. I vow ’tis growing a rare pace indeed; 

Hark at it! It will be a great wind soon. 

Enough drones through the framing of your door 
Already, to scrub the chaps upon my skin. 

DEBORAH. And markt you that? Is not my game the thing? 
That mew against the window must have cohic 
From somewhat like a beast, went flying past. 

And there, to try if the latch be fasten’d well; 

It is like horns at the door. 

OLD WOMAN. And a horn in the chimney. 

DEBORAH. It would comc in, the wind, it would come ini 
Listen! Out there, upon the sill of the door 
It moans like a wounded thing or bitterly clemm’d; 

But that won’t serve. And now, up with you, wind. 

Now bay, shriek till you tear your throat, and thrust 
A shoving flank fiercely against the door, 

And curse the bolt and hinges 1 I know the way. — 

Is Miriam asleep? 

OLD WOMAN. A while ago 

She slept, poor lass, tired with crying, as sound 
Almost as her baby, that did nothing else 
Save sleep. But this mad fool of a wind is like 
To shout her broad awake again. 

DEBORAH. Best gO 

And see if she be stirring. 

{The Old Woman goes into the bedroom. 
Yes, and me. 

Mad fool of a wind, you are fike to shout 
Desperately awake again. O wind, 

You are too loud 1 If I’d the heart for prayer 
Would I not ask the God that men call good 
To keep His winds from pouring their great strength 
Where I must hear them rushing and destroying! 
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For I’m all coward again, when the mnd ’s up, 

The noise of it, and tlie fierceness of its pleasure, 

Sound into my soul I am like one 
Who falls bcncadi the running of a crowd, 

The wind has grown to such a meaning for me’ — 

Helpless, utterly helpless, underneath 
Tlic speed and outcry and die anger of joy, 

Tlic merciless onward-thronging power of life 
Witli which God fills the places of the earth, — 

Helpless, all overcome in my desires. 

And trodden down by that main storm of life. 

Am I, when the mnd is pounng over me 

{The Old Woman comes in from the bedroom 
OLD WOMAN IVe’ll have a fearful night with her, 1 doubt 
DEBORAH Has tlic wind roused hcr^ 

OLD w'OMAN It has Stirred her sleep 

So, tliat she tosses in a sobbing dream. 

And mutters of tlic hounds ba>ing far-off. 

And casting round to find her baby’s soul 
She will wake soon; and then wc’ll have some work 
DEBORAH O, if It had been a hsing child, 1 lliink 
Miriam might ha\c lifted up her heart, 

That now is gone so low 

OLD WOMAN ’Twtis Ixiiind to die, 

Her baim She chose a bid >car for her rliilding 
You, a nnid-woniaii, little know these things, 

But this IS what wee ill a scicnth scar 
DrnoRAH How seventh’ 

OLD WOMAN In the wild countries of the wo-ld. 

The licirs and tigers whelp their little ones 
But once in every seven veins, md then, 
llirougli ill the twelve tnonllis tint the Iv-avts me Ii^iniig, 
Woineii Invccniel childlietls, and the burnt 
Arc very like to die 

111 non MI I hite tiles'- tiM 

Life has enough ofrvi! vvidiinit them 
To fill the unknown to'-nm of it v\ith fear 
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OLD WOMAN. Ahj well, I know; I had a seventh year child. 
She died before I got my feet again. 

DEBORAH. Here ’s Miriam now with a mind like blown burning, 
Tortured so by one of these wicked tales. 

OLD WOMAN. The Gabriel Hounds? 

DEBORAH. I wish I knew the fool 

A woman sure enough — ^who first would make 
The calling of wild geese in the night-wind 
A pack of hounds yelping after the souls 
Of stillborn babies and unchristened men. 

OLD WOMAN. How if ’twere mother Eve? And arc you sure 
They’re only wild geese? I behove ’tis hounds, — 

Gabriel Hounds. 

DEBORAH. Ay, coursing souls, no doubt. 

OLD WOMAN. They do hold something mighty hot in chase; 
You may tell that from the fierce way they bark. 

DEBORAH. The fools we women are! 

OLD WOMAN. That was not wind ! 

That was a hound’s tongue! Deborah, you heard? 

The beagles out of hell are loose in the wind. 

The Gabriel Hounds are running wild to-night 1 
O, now, God rest the httle one’s soul: he died 
Unchristened, and the Gabriel Hounds are out! 

Here we two sit and warm us at the fire. 

And yonder in the darkness and the wind 
The little soul of Muiam’s stiUbom child 
Runs crying from the mouths of the Gabriel Hounds 1 
DEBORAH. I heard it: the sharp homing of wild geese 
On their night-journey. O, it matters not 
Whether ’tis geese or Gabriel Hounds indeed; 

’Tis hounds, the beagles of hell, to Miriam. 

And they are preying after her child’s soul, 

Chasing his naked spirit down the wind 
And famishing to have him in their greed. 

God, let her sleep ! 

OLD WOMAN. Again! the yelping falls 

Through the wind ’s rushing like a stone through water. 
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DEBORAH Ay, ’tis fearfully clear 

OLD WOMAN And hark again ' 

The night above us must be full of the fiends 
DEBORAH I’ve sccn me listening on blowzy nights 
All the dark hours to the Gabncl Hounds 
Yelping and yelping over me My heart, 

If tliey were really hounds chasing a soul ' 

[The door of the bedroom [R ) suddenly Jlmgs open and 
Mtrtam, wearing a nightdress, loiters into the room 
DEBORAH Christ, she has heard tlicm ' 

OLD WOMAN Now the ivork begins 

MIRIAM How long have die Gabncl Hounds been calling^ 
OLD WOMAN Wliat^ 

Gabncl Hounds? Honey, there’s no such thing, 

Tlicre ’s naught but a sounding wnd at work in the night 
MIRIAM Deborah, you won’t he to me’ Hou long 
Have they been running in the air and baling’ 

DEBORAH ’Tis only flights of geese 
MIRIAM All lies, all lies' 

Evcrj'onc in the world lies' 
oiD WOMAN You’ll catch cold, 

Come to your l>cd 

MIRIAM What should I do in bed, 

You fool, when that hounding nngs in the night'* 

O what a wand to pcnsli a baby's soul ' 

But I can’t hear die hounds, was jt all dream’ 

DLBORAH A sillj dream, indeed, there ’s only wind. 

SURIAM No' O, the) will he for e\cr' 'Ihcrctlic) «ouiul' 

And there’s a hunger on ihem, a •vrlping hunger, 

Tlicy base a soul m sight, and thcs’re close to him, close 
And there! a scream came 'lirdlmg through their cues, 

Was It not like the fear of a b tbs’s »<nil? 

Ixt me out, Deborah, let nir- out, to 'ec 

What soul the Gabtirl Mounds will teir to-ni dit’ 

'riic whole night '< fell with the huniuw of -a sitid 
urnonAit Deirl.a*^' 

MimsM 


Die dtkir! tliTeb train.* at the i| ..*! 
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OLD WOMAN. Only the pnshing wind. 

DEBORAH. Wlio’ld bc at tlic doof? 

MIRIAM \low ^ . It will be the huntsman of the Gabriel Hounds. 
DEBORAH. Why should he come in here? 

MIRIAM. Not coming in, 

Not coming in, but guarding my way out, 

Lest I should save my baby’s soul from his hounds. 

OLD WOMAN. Well, someone ’s coming in. 

[The outer door is seen to be slowly opening. 
MIRIAM. Ay, it ’s the huntsman ! 

He knows I mean to save my baby; now 
He ’s coming to destroy me, that his hounds 
May run my baby down and feed on him. 

You’ll help me against him, Deborah? — All, no! 

’Tis not the hunstman; ’tis a living man. 

[The outer door has been blown wide open by a gust of 
wind and Barnaby comes in painfully^ as infirm. 
Deborah stares at him in amaze. The Old Woman 
has her arm round Miriam. 


BARNABY. Miriam' — 

Miriam, what ads you? 

MIRIAM. Have you come through the night? 

BARNABY. For you I have come, Miriam. 

DEBORAH. Ay, out of the wind 1 

MIRIAM And did you scan the wind, as you came through? 
BARNABY. You cannot tell what fearful things have fought 
Against me in the wind. Look, I am trembling; 

I am like ridden down under their noises. 

MIRIAM. What are your fearful things? Hounds? Were they 
black hounds 

With mouths frothing white flame and drawing it 
After them, like loose rags of fiery manes 
Seized by the wind? 

BARNABY. Hounds? No, there were no hounds; 

Twas a man’s voice I heard, a man who ’s dead. — 

Shut the door, Deborah; keep out that dreadful wind. 

[Deborah mechanically does his bidding. 
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DEBORAH [or she comes from the rfoor] Out of the \\Bnd you have 
come back to us ' 

BARNABY And broken I come back to you, Deborah, 

And to you, Minam Have you no good word 
To comfort me? I tell you I am sick, 

You cannot see it on me, foe, it is 

My mmd is wounded You must care for me, 

Minam 

inRiAM Are you sure there were no hounds^ 

BARNABY. 'WTiat docs she mean’ 

MIRIAM ’Tis Gabncl Hounds I mean 

Would you be looking up into tlic wind 
As you came near the house’ Thcy’ld be, most like, 

Nosing round and around, with their gnat heads 
Stoopt close to where their feet made floor of tlic air. 

Or maybe coming at a skcltcnng pace 
With lifted heads baynng along the wind 
Ay, you would hear Uicm if you did not see them 
You did not hear their longues? 

DEBORAH Ansiscr her 

BARNABY No 

MIRIAM Nor see somewhere a little cow'cnng soul’ 

Nor hear a whimpering like a fnghtcii’d babj ’ 

BARNABY No, no 

MIRIAM Tlicii for a while he must hr safe 

Hold me now , my senses all arc fimting 

[ThQ ore sitpporlwi; \finnm tie hfs^ro^m 
BARNABY. Minam' — Don’t take her from me, Dclwrih. 

I am broken, Miriam, the spin! in me 
Is a hurt tiling, a cowering hurt thing — 

O let her listen to me, let her listen' 

[Drhetah cod the Old Hc-aT ire led l//n n rf. 
Dft’rrnh returrs rl o-ee 

ni noRAIt \ on niiist not siaj here We’sr .ado eiiuii.'h 
A\ ithniit \ ou coming Inck Why come son b n 1 ’ 

BAHSMn \linani did not 1 now me, D'-liordi' 

■V on would not Irt me tril lier all nn n'^cd 
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DEBORAH. 

BARNABY. 


DEBORAH 

Why come you back? 

For Miriam, I say. 


What is it so strangely ails her? 

DEBORAH. She had a child. 

BARNABY. A child I A child of mine? It cannot have been 


My child. 

DEBORAH. You beast 1 — Yes, Sir, a child of yours. - 

BARNABY. O, nol — ^Am I to believe this? 

DEBORAH. Even now 

Ydu saw her and the horror in her eyes; 

What ’s her mind doing mth the Gabriel Hounds 
But making them fiU the wind with their loud hunger 
For her stilibom unchristen’d baby’s soul? 

BARNABY, God help mel Can I get forgiveness from her? 
DEBORAH. O the guilt is not all yours, Bamaby, 

Nor half of it yours. I have made this evil 
That is devouring Muiam’s spirit ahve. 

I was the one, I thought, when David died, 

Who would find life a poison of anguish; now 
Trying to make a health of life through you, 

I’ve made it strike into Miriam’s heart. 

Now David sees the sister he so loved 
Caught into madness and pain fasten’d to her 
For all the days she’ll have. And it is I thrust 
The madness and the pain upon her soul, 

I whom he also loved, and might have trusted ! . . . 

Hark at that wndl the whining joy it has 
To harm what stands against it, is a sound 
Terrible now to me; it ’s life in the world. 

But fearfuller shouting even than that in the \vind 
iVIiriam hears; she hears the tongues of heU. 

Here are enough bad things, "without her finding 
You in the house. You shall go out from here. 

BARNABY. You must not turn me out; not into the wind, 
Deborah; don’t make me face the wind again. 

DBBORAH. You fcar the wind? You who have given the wind 
A voice to hound Miriam into madness, 
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And to my heart a meaning like a sword’ 
barnaby I’ve done nothmg %vrong to you, Deborah 
DEBORAH You have made life an utter evil to me 

[Bamaby sinks on a chair and covers hts face 
Bamaby' Bamaby' O, are you crymg’ 

Have I made you cry? 
barnaby. It was your doing, 

I felt you wishing me tcy love the girl 
DEBORAH Stand up now, you arc not the one to weep 
You must go now the way you came, and quickly 
barnaby I ivill not go mto the lyrnd again 
Do you know what I hear in the wind’ A man. 

With the ribs of liis breast crusht like a trodden hamper. 
Lying three days crampt in a boat, and thirst 
Terrible on him, and he for ever groaning, 

Through the great noise of mnd and spitung is-avcs 
That drench his wounded skin with brine, groaning 
All the cold days and nights unul at last 
He dies, and hastily we pitch him out. 

Then curse ourselves for throuang food aw ay 
And still his torment fnghtens me in the wind, 

Under the shrill of it, my ears still have him 
Panting his cruel brcatli he keeps on groaning 
DEBORAH Wc’\c heard nothing of this Wlicn were jdu 
WTcckt? 

BARNABY. I cannot tell you tint I was clean crazcil 
Wien the steamer found us I’m the onlj one 
Come through alive, and it’s haunted I am, 

Haunted asleep, and when the wind is up. 

Fearfully haunted It falLs on me again 
All in a throng, the s.iils blow out hi c guns, 

And hi c .1 noise of fiercclj bunnng sticks 
Tlic rigging sHls, and then the ship lies jinoilicr'd 
Under the mainmaM rropl off at the decl 
As if It were a tliisdr, and, pinti’d Ix-neath it, 

'Ilic mate screams slnrji and thin thrmiili the VTlIiiir i a'--. 
And then— who 1 nowa how inanv starvin'* d tva 
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Of cold, hunger, and thirst, in an open boat? 

’Tis those days haunt me, ah. those days of starving; 

They keep awfully driving through my brain 
Round and round, like swinging speed of wheels. . . . 

I was carried to hospital, and there 

It must have been for weeks they kept me lying. 

They say I’m mended now as much as may be. 

But they don’t know of Miriam. She will cure me; 

She’ll quench this frantic work that fills my brain. 

With her beside me I might sleep, and not 
Al\vays be starting upright from my bed. 

Bitten by stinging agony of dreams. 

DEBORAH. Now God forgive me! Am I glad of this? 

No, no; not glad. And yet a kind of ease — 

God pardon it — makes way upon my heart. 

Now that I see you here so pitiable. 

You and the mastery life had in you 

T^vice to destroy my spirit and break my heart. 

You come to wreck, makes me strangely quiet! 

Like, when the river ’s rough with snatch of squall. 

The pour of the tide incoming from the sea 
Forces a smoothness on the choppy water. — 

You bring me the work of what is stronger than life! 

{The calling of wild geese is heard. 
Quiet, said I? — ^This is but half done yet; 

There 's Miriam still, and the Gabriel Hounds ! 

They sound again. You must not cumber us. 

Nor must her mind be hurt with seeing you. 

Barnaby, you can’t lodge with us to-night. 

{She goes io the outer door and sets it open, waiting for 
him io go through. 

n\RNAnY. But tile wind ’s worse than ever! No, Deborah, 

^ ou shall not put me into its pow'er again. 

{The vuild geese call again. 

DLnoicMi. C^mc, gather your wits; Miriam’s first with me. 

don’t know w’hat the doctor warned me of; 

I IS your mind’s wounded, says he, not your body; 
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You take good care of being distrest and frighten’d 
Those were ins own words 
DEBORAH I say, Minam ’s first 

The mastery here is ours, I think; you’ve come 
To the tvrong house for tenderness 
BARNABY But the mate! 

He ’s waiting out there, he and his groaning breath. 

Waiting to creep behind me and groan in my cars. 

Not mto the night, Deborah, the night that ’s full 
Of terrible windy noises 1 

[The wtld geese call again Miriam is heard erring out 
from the bedroom 

DEBORAH Now no more’ 

How should your co^^'ardlcc move mc^ Am I 
To pit my woman’s force against ^ou^ Qiiick 
The door ’s been open long enough, the hounds 
Call fearfully tlirough it 

[The door of the bedroom suddenly opens and Minam 
appears stnigglmg unth the Old Woman 
OLD WOMAN I cannot hold her ^ 

BARNABY Miriam, I’ve come back to you, and she s 

For driving me out again Say>ouvant mc 
MIRIAM They’re bavng after him again the Hounds, 

The Gabncl Hounds arc murdering m\ bain 
DEBORAH Quick, Bamabyl Go before she 1 noss-s >ou ^ 

oijj WOMAN God sn%c you, you\c the door natlc open on in 
Close It, and come and help me site’s gone nild 
We’ll hn\c her running into the midst of the marsh, 

And that N sheer dron ning on a night hi c this 
nr BORAH [as she helps the Old Woman to Inl.l CIo- the 

door, Bamnb) , \sh n keeps \ou there 

So stupid’ , , , 

BARNABY I durst not go to.r nigh the divir 
But let me fne her 'lie ein t help but knou me. 

Miriam, here am 1. Ikmialn, eome for sou' _ 

MIRIAM Are soil .dl deaP I dioiihl thmk a s.]se- n>. i d 1 -w 
Hie \s.av dies re griping and the m i) h- nrnms 
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Leave got I must be there to put myself 
Between those ravening hounds and my child’s soul. 

O, Deborah, leave go, leave go! They must 
Have nearly run him down. 

OLD WOMAN. What could you do 

If you went out? It ’s in the air they run. 

MIRIAM. Perhaps I’ Id draw them after me, and let 
His frighten’d soul hide somewhere in the dark. 

O, I’m not feared of the Gabriel Hounds, but he 
Is shrieking from them. 

DEBORAH \to Bamaby], Gan you not shut the door? 
BARNABY. He ’s there! Behind the door-post there he waits, 
The man that haunts me with his dying voice. 

MIRIAM \she stops striving to free herself]. Don’t keep me fast m 
the house, Deborah 1 

Let me just try to draw the hounds away 
From chasing, chasing the starved little soul; 

They’ll easily lose him in such a black wind. 

O surely you hear him crying out his terror 1 
He ’s all alone, and the hounds after him; 

What should I do, his mother, listening here 

To him hunted along the wind? — ^Again 

They yelp ! Then they’ve not caught him yet, the hounds 1 

And I know their lips are grinning from their teeth 

Fiendishly in their rage of hunger. 

[S/ie begins fiercely struggling again 
I’ll kill you if you will not loose me. 

You there, you man, whoever you be. 

Find me a knife and put it in my hands. 

There ’s a soul out there, a baby’s soul. 

The Gabriel Hounds are hunting through the wind; 

You may hear them baying, and they’re fearfully 
Close on their prey; and it ’s a baby’s soul. 

I knew him alive beneath my heart 
But dead I brought him into the world, 

God cares nothing for his soul. 

. nd now he ’s alone with night and wind 
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Ai^ the Gabnel Hounds 

\ [She suddenly breaks free and runs through the outer door 

Deborah and the Old Woman follow her 
OLD WOMAN [as she goes} She ’s making for the marsh, we’ll 
never catch her 

[Bamaby gazes stupidly through the open door into the 
windy darkness There follows a pause of silence 
Then' the Old Woman comes back alone 
OLD WOMAN She ’s gone 
Straight for the middle of the marsh she made, 

No hvmg hand could save her O, she ran 
So swift, and calling as she went out loud, 

Bent almost double for the strength of wind, 

I could not have believed the like My breath " 

Is almost blown out of my poor body • 

Pray God Deborah ’s got some brandy here 

Poor lass! her path would take her nglit to the worst 

And deadliest quaking mirc of the whole marsh, 

’Twould swallow her before she knew her feet 
Had lost firm ground Why is not Deborah back? 

If the mire stifles her, she ’s but herself 
To blame, no living hand could save the girl 
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PHOENIX 


PERSONS 

TWO SOLUIERS 
THE QUEEN 

amYntor, the King 
RHODOPE, the bought woman 
phoenix, the Prince. 

Thi Action ts placed m a town on the coast of Northern Greece, in the 
times before the Trojan War. 

The Scene is the roof of the King's palace ‘‘ 
a low wall round (he three sides visible Agai . „ at the 

marble bench Tlie entrj^from the stairs f 

front of the stage in the middle a well with low walk ^ j 

the opening facing the audience up from the roof 

watch-tower, each with a narrow Jhg f m/wng, stretched 

The back part of the stage is overspread 7;™ ^Me 

just below the (op of the watch-towers so a 
visible to the audience, are not seen by 
Between the back wall and the owning a vieiv ofhca 

ACT I 

»»m»c Ur MS' ■> ”/ W 

To fed her tooV, i5ie tt.r om, 

To-hnv; ‘o nn itl over «lir -r.i . hhi bdu. 
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As much as if we watcht a black fly crawl 
Over the blue awming. 

2ND SOLDIER. Ay, but she knows 

She’d best be gone; those oars of hers, I’m sure. 

Spurn at the water till they bend. See now 
The glittering white fuss she threshes round her ! 

1ST SOLDIER. Now ship oars and set sail! You have the mole 
Fairly to windward. 

2ND SOLDIER. She hears you ! Up she hawls 

Her shaking canvas, dusky as her hull. 

1ST SOLDIER. That’s what I like to see; keep a taut sheet. 
You steersman with the jewel in your hat 
That flashes even to here. 

2 ND SOLDIER. She ’s away now. 

And now her flight grazes the gleaming water 
As if she were a black wild duck that skims 
Glancing the waves a long way before settling. 

1 ST SOLDIER, The bird has left a fine chick in our keeping. 
2 ND SOLDIER. One pirate told me, if they’d a clear month 
Dealing in girls at the price the king paid, 

They’ld never drink the profits in two years. 

1ST SOLDIER. Good Sailing, you black pirates, and good cheating 

[The Queen comes up through the stairway 
QUEEN. Y/hat do you shout for? What is there in sight? 

1 ST SOLDIER. Only the ship of the Sidonian pirates 
Putting to sea. 

QUEEN. They have my curse among them; 

They do not know what kind of supercargo 
I have sent voyaging with them out of my heart. 

They are the men who’ve taken plague on board. 

And sail off gay, to find, some mid-sea mom. 

An evil god quietly sitting above them 
On the high stem, and smiling like a hunter. 

Enchanting them to feel like feeble dreams; 

And where he looks and smiles a sailor drops 
Festering in the sunlight. — ^But you are to watch 
The land, not the sea-faring. 
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1ST SOLDIER. Nothing to watch. 

My lady, on the land, coming or going 
queen Fools, you’ve dazzled yourselves, staring against 
The brightness of the sea — the bright ill-luck. 

The tinsel-gay mahgnity that still 

Keeps lapping at the earth Look to the land. 

Look hard and tell me that you see the Prince 
Galloping he must feel me needing him ' — 

I am lU-used ' Phoeim. to stay so long 
Abroad on his first hunting, and I then 
To be so ficry-parcht witli need of him ' — 

Well, have you lookt^ Do you strain your eyes wth looking^ 
1ST SOLDIER Nothing at all, my lady, coming or going 
queen Are you bhnd-foldcd^ I will look myself 

[She goes up into one of the watchers' posts above the 
owning, where she ts not seen from below, though tn 
sight of the audience 

Presently Amyntor and Rhodope come up through the 
stairway 

amyntor Out of brcatli, sweetheart? 

RHODOPE Me out of brcnili ’ — You arc 

AMYNTOR A little But you’ll call this north a climb 
Tins is my pleasant place, and here we’ll keep 
A kind of heaven, where wc shall find our moods 
Made one with tilings For look how white and smooth 
Idleness has become a marble place. 

And this Is our das -dreaming passion glowing 
Os’cr it, this blue and shadow v light 
O coloured like the summer of the gcnN 
Our life shall be up here, here shall it [lame 
Like that immortal fortune of the gmls 
In unenneemed jxrfertion of oui'the-v 
Ko world ’s here left for lose to vare ii[>,m 
But what must 'eem Inse's ini igerv'— llie blue 
J rcmbhiig flame of the •r'l's iiilimie gle im. 

And rlmidesl •nows that piie iNeit tl e .-i,r 
With towerhu' motion, breatlim • sludowlm |i-ht 
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RHODOPE \yaivns\. Ah — Lai 
The bench is comfortable and the view pretty. 

But not all day up here, surely ! — goddess, 

When she can wear the love of a wealthy god. 

Needs to show off. 

amvntor. Well, so you shall; my love 

Shall blaze upon you: gold and emerald 
And ruby, and silk as bright as summer streams. 

I’ll clothe you in a god’s delighted desire. 

RHODOPE. That sounds all right. But I must choose the 
things. 

Finery on me, and all the other women 

Staring and nudging 1 — ou can have the clouds. — 

There ’s just one thing I have against yomr heaven. 

It seems to me, gods shoxild not feel beneath them 
The devils in the cellars. 

AMYNTOR. What do you mean? 

What devils? 

RHODOPE. The Queen’s eyes; they are the devils 

That live a burning life imder our heaven. — 

Why, do not think I fear her. Queens don’t fight. 

And nothing scares me but a fighting woman. 

Yet it ’s uneasy, feeling they bum beneath me. 

[They are seated on the bench between the two watchers^ 
posts at the back. The Queen steps down from her look- 
out and suddenly stands before them. 

QUEEN. You’re wrong, bought woman: they burnt above you 
then. 

RHODOPE \in a little shriekl. Ow ! — [Then she laughs and shrugs.'] 
This is the poorest heaven I have heard of. 

AMYNTOR ffo the Queen: blusterous]. 

What are you sneaking here for? Leave me alone: 

I will have no one breaking in on my pleasure. 

WTiat is it you’re about? Spying? 

QUEEN. Yes, spying 

To see if Phoenix is not coming home: 

I’ve much to say to him. 
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RHODOPE Phoenix? Who ’s hc^ 

q,ueen My son, and his 

RHODOPE O, are you old enough 

To have a grmvn-up son? 

QUEEN To have a son 

Who ’s old enough hunself to be a lather, 

So you can call me granny if you like 
RHODOPE I don’t need you to learn me to call names 
You arc the woman the King has done with 
QUEEN And therefore he bought you it ’s to be hoped 
The pirates did not swmdlc him in you 
As blankly as they did over those rugs — 

Threadbare trash' 

RHODOPE Eh ' Wc did have a laugh 

About those mgs' 

QUEEN ‘Wc did’? — So you were all 

Good fnends togcdier? 

RHODOPE. 'Veil, why not 5>— But then 

\N'liat i\ould a man know about buying nigs^ 

QUEEN Or this man about buying girls'* 

RHODOPE. 

The bargain he has made ' 

AsrvNTOR Enough of this 

RHODOPE Girls— that ’s a thing he ’s wise about 
AStl’NTOR 

QUEEN Then he ’s been mights qmrt lc.arning it, 

And kept it hid 
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No more! 


nitoDOPL 
Poor man ' 
QurcN 
AMYNTOR 

Go I 

Qn IS [to lih 


Ves, >ou would see to that 


I did' 




Salt fire's a fe.wt von like-’ 
niioDori 

Qra 11. t’ .'true' f] 

Salted white with ^ears 


I'll not l>c troiiblrd here' 

As for >aiii, .after >0 lone on shipboud 


Salt' 


nm oM fl’-.t) 



5o6 phoenix 

amvntor. Go down 1 , , , Vr 

{The Qticcn moves towards the slam. 

RHODOPE [calling after her\ I 

What I can get. Besides, he ’s only grizzly. 

[The Queen goes down the stairs. 

[To Amynior'] . Am I really the first? Well, you’ve been good . 
AMYNTOR.. So 1 Time has paid a visit to the gods, 

Time that is for ever a thing past, 


And gone down full of grudges, to keep up 
Her trifling stir of dust on the dry earth, 

Cancelling still with tarnish of her hands 
The gleam of every moment as it flies: 

And we stay here, idling immortally 1 
1ST SOLDIER. I see a dust that may be riding men. 

RHODOPE. Bless me, there ’s someone there still 1 

AMYNTOR. Only soldiers. 


They always have a watch up there. — ^Keep quiet 1 

[Shouting up to the sentry. 

1ST SOLDIER. It will be the prince Phoenix and the hunt. 
AMYNTOR. No matter if it is: don’t bother me. — 


I will be now nothing but my own pleasure. 

I’ve been mere senseless duty until now. 

Like blundering in a mist. But over me 
You dawn: at your first glance my foggy air 
Spangled with particles of whitening gold; 

Now that bewilderment of milky fire 
Clears to a blaze of morning in my eyes — 

1 ST SOLDIER. Now I Can see* the Queen must know. It is 
Phoenix, it is the Prince I 


2ND SOLDIER. And he comes galloping, 

Galloping hard, far ahead of his troop; 

Though all of them are stretcht with speed as though 
Hornets hung on their horses’ quarters. 

1 ST SOLDIER. The Queen 

Should know. 

2 ND SOLDIER. One of us should go tell the Queen. 
AMYNTOR. Silence I 
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I’ll find the Queen 


1ST SOLDIER - — 

amyntor You sUr from there. 

I’ll hang you by the heels for a whole day 
What, leave my roof unwatcht?— now no more noise 
RHODOPE Is there a bustle like this always in heaven'^ 

We might be at the docks I thought ^^'e were 
Gods on the noiseless top of all the world 
AifYNTOR We shall be quiet now — O there s a ghost 
Of earthly sound roaming the air of heaven, 

Else would tlie gods forget what misery 
Must come to hfe only to feed their bliss 
So here those arc not men to us they arc 
Mere rumours of the care that frets beneath us, 

Reminding our unaltering dchght 
Still to be fired ivith an amazed self-love 
RHODOPE soldiers} I wonder what t lesc 

rumours look like 

AMYNTOR [drawing her back} Ghwls 

To us now' notliing lives in Uic whole world 
But you and I, for only love is life. 

And wc have m a mesh of exquisite scasc 
aaught all the fire and sweetness that is love 
Our hfe is brightness now that will not take 
Tlie touch of earth, no more than dust pollutes 
A blade of forging steel. 

When from the coals it comes 

Blinding hot, inspired with sparkling glor> 

Yet arc wc also life 

Steept in a love as sweet 1 , 1 ,, 

As candied flowers or Iruiisdrcncht in ho.iri 

RHODOPr U hi, that -sit I was wondrnng what hr .veil licit. 
Sweetmeats, ofeoure 1 love hone> -drow neil fruit. 

C-au wc have some brought here 

\ou .ire a child — 

AMvvrou. , r. , 

ram.edown onr..riuU , 

I [irt Sddier er'ar Jf ~ r' ! v-<.* 

Qiliir a luitdiTiir ( 1, tit 


KlIOIKll 1 



The prince 
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AMYNTOR. Ask for the Qiiccn’s best candy-stufT- 
IST SOLDIER. 

Phoenix is just alighting at the gate. 

RHODOPE. O, I am tired of Phoenix! 

AMYNTOR. Do you know 

What sometimes chances to a nimble tongue? 

They stretch it out with pincers and then leave it 
Skewered, to loll full length and take the air. 

Bring me the sweet things instantly. 

RHODOPE {detaining hvn\. And wine, 

Amiable ghost; tlie queen’s best wane as well. 

Some golden wine; and for the candy, figs 
Or cherries, or sharp-sweet quinces best of all. 

Ply those excellent legs as if you were running 
Stiurdily out of a fight, and back again 
As if you had heard your side had won. 

AMYNTOR. No words; 

Instantly now 1 {ist Soldier exit downstairsi] 

RHODOPE. Well? — ^You were saying something. 

AMYNTOR. You never shall tell me what you have been, the 
things 

You’ve suffered, before this — 

RHODOPE. Why should I suffer? 

I am not one to suffer things, unless 
You would call being hungry suffering: 

It never spoilt my looks though. 

AMYNTOR. Not a hint! 

I will not have it. You never lived till now. 

RHODOPE. What' Never lived? — ^There’s one thing I can do. 
And that is, live' 

amYntor. You never lived till now: 

Understand that — never till now! — ^How could you. 

Since you were but delight love had imagined. 

Wandering phantasmal like a dream 
That cannot find a dreamer. But love knew 
I was the vacant sleep wailing for you 
To glide into surprismg presence there 
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And shine ahve at last Love brought you to me, 

Gave you the dream’s desire to be dreamt and kno\vn, 

And like the god that dreams this summer earth 
My life divmely sleeps, m effordess 
Lueid ecstasy of imagmation 

Dreaming your loveliness, touching yUu, breathing you. 

You who exist because my love can dream you 

[Phoemx rushes tn, calling aloud 
PHOENIX Mother, where arc you^ ^Vhc^c is she. Father^ — 
O Father, 

I’ve lulled a lion ' And I %vas all alone 

amyntor Not so much noise, dear boy, not so much noise. 
PHOENIX I must tell Modicr 

AtryNTOR Why, yes, you run and find her 

PHOENIX. No one was with me mine was the only spear 
Toucht him Tlie thicket where I was standing watch 
Burst in front of me with^a deafening crackle 
Like dry w'ood mightily flaring, and the beast 
Came blazing on me, a leap of yellow flame 
AMYNTOR Yes, and notv, Phoenix 

RHODOPE O, so diis IS Phoenix’ 

AtrYNTOR Your mother likes to hear these things the first 
Run down and tell her. 

PHOENIX But I will just show >011 

Tile thrust I gate him — 

AMYNTOR I’m sure jou Intc no notion 

Of tvhat a sight you arc — Afncan bhek 
With sttcat and dirt. 

RiioDOPr Arc >ou like tint all oter? 

AMYNTOR And I can sec jou’rc tired out niii off, 

Have a good bath, and sleep— sleep a long tune 
riioi SIX But just hear tins 1 spitted bun as rlean 
As if 1 had jimctiscd it on fiftt lions, 

Right down into the roanng of his throat 
1 drove ni> slrsike as he elnn'esl si uirhteniig nt me 

[lU-en'tt ril '•■’’•'leT i( I'*' rterti n 
AM\ NTOR A fine tale it will lie when vu 1 tidt. 
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But now this lady wants to cat her sweets 
In peace. 

PHOENIX. Who is she? 

AMYNTOR. She ’s — O slic ’s your aunt. 

Let us alone now; we have some affairs 
Must be talkt out. 

PHOENIX. And they are more to you 

Than my first lion? And the way I stood 
Alone and took him on my single spear? 
amyNtor. O, he was very likely old and had no teeth; 

Or a pet lion strayed; and I have heard 
The l^ng of Lokri’s lion is gone missing; 

The children used to ride on him. 

PHOENIX. No, no I 

This was a raging beast, a man-eater: 

You have not heard the half. He was so feared 
No one would beat for us; we had to draw 
In wide half-moon a skirmish of our bowmen 
Round him, volleying into the likely haunts, 

To fluster him with arrows towards my stand. 

Listen; I’ll tell you. 

AMYNTOR. O, this is mere damnation! 

Am I to be worn out with the whole world 

Bothering at me? I have a grave concern 

To settle with this lady — and a swarm 

Of noises must needs cluster on my brain 

To make a fren2ry of me. [To Khodope\ Gome to my gardens; 

There we’ll have peace; and I have roses there 

From Persia, with a fragrance that will seize 

Your heart like yearning. 

RHODOPE [to Phoenix\. Good-bye, Lion-killer. 

I hope you’ll never take me for a lion 

And thrust me with your spear where I am tender. 

\Exeunt Amyntor and Rhodope, snd Soldier comes down. 
1ST SOLDIER. So now you are a hunter! 

2ND SOLDIER. 

You kill, a lion! 


The first game 
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PHOENDC And alone, mind that' 

No one at all was ivith me 

1 ST SOLDIER A full-grown bon'’ 

PHOENDC Why, he came ravening for me I was to be 
A mouthful snatcht as easily as you might pluck 
A cherry, and I lodged him on my spear 
As neat as pickmg hay up with a fork 
Wait till you see the skin 
2ND SOLDIER And your first kill ' 

PHOENDC O now I know the life for a man ' This round 
Of manners m a court — it ’s puppet-show 
WTiy should tlic morning burn into the air 
And fill It ivith blue fire, and shivering grass 
Lie gray with dciv, and chill woods smell ofcartli, 

If I’m not there to leap awake wth mind 

Clear as water, and feel 

The forces of my body 

Keen and tuneable like stnngs of music^ 

2ND SOLDIER Lct ’s have the whole hunt from the start 
^ „ You shall 

PHOENDC 

It scTis a wicked beast It seems he h%cd 
In smouldering grudge against mankind, and rule 
The country like a demon — But I must find 

Tlic Queen. , 

1ST SOLDIER O, they arc scounng c\cr>i%]icrc for lirr 
A moment now will bring her here Tlicrc < >ccn 
A fever in the place to-d.a> aliout vou 

pitoiNix ^\^lal' Am I wanted? , , , .it 

isrsOLD.rR Ah has he lire., u-antrd! 

aND soiDii u ‘You must we Inm’ I ell me hr is coming. 

That ’s hou the Queen kept on all ih> anil mc 
G lowering for >-011 up there until our rjrs 
Stood out hi c emh's eses 

mnt 's Ml thu alKiur 

l-cr SOI ntru You'll know just now I ln\e -etit wxs'd of \n-i 
Ihir^uu; to e\er\ comer of the pdsee 
' TssiU stir her like a gichflc 
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PHOENIX. What can she want? 

The King could do without me. 

2ND SOLDIER. Well, he might! 

1ST SOLDIER. She ’s here! 

\Before they can get hack to their posts the Qiteen enters. 
QUEEN. Phoenix'. At last! — How was the sport? 

PHOENIX. You have not heard ^ — A lion, a full-grown lion! 
QUEEN. A lion! Was it your kill? 

PHOENIX. Mine was the first 

Stroke at him. 

QUEEN. O, well done! 

PHOENIX. And mine the last. 

QUEEN. The death was yours? 

PHOENIX. First stroke and last were one. 

I was alone against him. I thrust once: 

And left them nothing more to do but flay him. 

QUEEN. Why, we must make a feast of this. 

PHOENIX. A feast? 

But I hate getting drunk. — ^And I hate walls 
And roofe and beds and being waited on. 

I can’t feel clean in a house. 

QUEEN. Indeed, just now 

You don’t look clean. 

PHOENIX. You know what I would say: 

To feel the life in me running clean and bright 
And hale as the air between the sun and the sea. 

QUEEN. I know. You are young: that ’s all you’re saying now. 
But you must love to live all kinds of moods: 

Dangers abroad and pleasuring at home — 

I mean you to be first in everything; 

And not a soul in the court — ^no, not one ! — 

But shall step back fi:om you and know his master. — 

But we must see to the feast; and you should wear 
The skin. Will it be here to-night? 
phoenix. ^ O surely; 

I left them at it Soon as the life in the beast 
Had shuddered itself still, and those lithe flanks 
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Sprawled like the slack of a half-empty bag 
With their lunp hollows and ungainly bones, 

I leapt to horse, my glorying hot upon me. 

To post with the news myself — ^And lucky I did. 

It seems you have some need of me? 
auEEN I havc^ 

Who told you that^ 

PHOENIX. But do you not ivant mc^ 

queen Of course I irant you home, when you hunt lions 
PHOENIX. O ivas that all’ 

queen And what else could there be’ — 

[To ilie senlncs 1 One of you, now, find where the King has 
gone 

1ST soLXiiER He ’s m the Persian garden 
QUEEN Break in on him 

Give him the Prince’s news 
PHOENIX O he has had it 

It might have been a rabbit I had killed 
By what he made of it 

QUEEN Well, gi\c him this 

From me there is to be no thought of sleep, 

But feasting wadi die Pnnee all the night through 
1ST souHER And, I should s.Ty, flogging all da> for me 
QUEEN. Off now ! [Exit 1st Soldirr 

[To the snd Sold\n'\ Is this ■jour post’ [2nd Soldier f^oes cleft 
PiiorAix. Father was strange 

in Ind a son, and he had killed a hon — 

And do >011 know what whimsa of longing ran 
Wild through m> brain as I s\as galloping here’ 

Tliat T were nding home to my liab) Ixiy, 

Planning to snatch him out of his cradle .and s.a) 

'You too wall face 'onie das a tawny demon 
Spniiging out of lus anibu‘h on sou alone 
And saaii loo wilh the one nehl thnut of yoxtr jps-ar 
\Sill change the tcmhle graces ofhn a igrr 
A' in'tanth ai. when a Ntil's «ut tlown. 

Tirnbhne out of us Ii!e in the Inch sstt.d 
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It cowers in helpless creases on the deck.’ 

Who was that lady here? Not your sister? 

QUEEN. My sister! 

PHOENIX. Father said she was my aunt. 

QUEEN. Some joke of his. She is just staying here: 

No one to do with us. How did you like her? 

PHOENIX. How did I like her? I never lookt at her. 

QUEEN. Now I call that unnatural. — ^You there! Soldier! 
After your fellow, quick: and tell the King 
There is no doubt to-night shall be a feast; 

And he should make his orders. 

2ND SOLDIER [on his Way to the stairs]. They’ll be made 
For me. I can see me put up to fight 

A cat-o’-nine-tails, let alone a lion. [Exit. 

QUEEN. Simply unnatural. In my young days 
Lads knew what girls were for. 

PHOENIX. Simpering things. 

I know right well what the girls think they’re for: 

It ’s to make men look fools. 

QUEEN. They’re not far out 

With some men; and they’ve managed it with you, 

If they have made you scared to look at them. 

PHOENIX. Me scared? — I made that lion look a fool; 

It ’s not a girl will do the same to me. 

QUEEN. O, with your glances shying at her, you’ld miss 
How she enjoyed quizzing you. I am still 
A woman, old as I may be; and don’t I know 
The giggling htde triumph over you 
She ’s making at this moment! 

PHOENIX. I know better 

She will be scowling at the thought of me: 

She knows now what it is not to exist. 

QUEEN- Well, well: no anger. But she will be thinking 
We have odd princes here. 

PHOENIX. Yes, if it ’s odd 

To come home with a lion-skin to wear 
After your first hunt. 
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Q,UEEN. But that ’s what I mean ! 

She secs you come in here, nerved and sharp-set 
After a spell of stramed and nsky living — 

The commonest nobody would be ready Uicn 
To take his pleasure — and you arc a prince ' — 

And there she is, waiting for you to take her 
And she — doesn’t exist ' \\Tiat is a girl 
To gam from being made of hvely flesh, 

If such a man as you won’t look at her^ 

PHOENIX This seems a pretty lesson 

QUEEN O, you a man^ 

You’re still a squeamish boy I must take you 
Seriously, Phoenix Women know well enough 
The sort of world they’re in — yes, and like it 
PHOENIX Well, what of that^ I’m in the same world 
QUEEN You’ 

You’ve never toucht the shadow of the world 
Women belong to 

PHOENTX ^Vliy, w'hat is tlicir w orld ’ 

QUEEN Men, my dear, men • — But let tlicm catch 
The world they should amuse scrupling at it' — 

0 die mere glimpse of nicety about it — 

And tlic fun changes sides I’ll not have tliat 
With >ou, Phoenix, I’ll hasc no half-grown girl 
Drolling at )0u because she sees >011 blush 

To meet her eyes on jou 
PHOi MX All one to me 

For wlnt I care, girls can lie full of feelings 
As a pot of iKiilmg water is of bubbles 

1 am not bothered with them 

Qiii i-s Win should >ou l>c? 

What I am saving n, jou’rc called a pnnre 
riicn Ih: one* not a startletl hobhtedelio) 

You ran fire lions ftcc a gitl and imke her 
1 -owrr her e)cs, or it will be her glee 
To nnJ r a g iwk of joii m cxrrvo'ie’i uV’it 
And tint, mj Iki), n wlnt I will nut 

» 2 
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PHOENIX. I’ll have a look at her, if tliat will please you. 

QUEEN. You’ll find yourself being pleased. And now ’s your time. 
PHOENDC. Now? She ’s not here. 

QUEEN. I’m waiting for her, though. 

PHOENIX. You’ve sent for her? 

QUEEN. No: but I’m sure she ’s coming 

As fast as she can arm your panting father 
Up the stairs to have his rage out with me. 

PHOENIX. Has he been crost? 

QUEEN. I’ve sent him word of things 

I must have done, and he is with Ins roses. 

He broods among his roses like a man 
Trying to find a hint of a lost dream; 

And if the mood is snapt, it lashes back 

Like a string overstrained and cut, and whips him 

Into a finy that must scold a little. 

I hear it coming: we know these harmless storms. 

[Enter Amyntor and Rhodope, followed by the two 
soldiers, who take up their posts aloft. 

AMYNTOR You dared break in on me again! I’ll make 
Yom: haunting insolence stop short at this. 

QUEEN. I’m glad you’ve come. You’ll pardon me: I have 
A hmnble thing to say. Phoenix will give 
This lady entertaiiunent while I say it. 

RHODOPE. I’m sure he wiU. 

AMYNTOR. Stay beside me. 

QUEEN [to Amyntorl. What harm? 

He must learn easy manners with your guests. — 

Phoenix, take this lady aside and show her 
Our coastwise outlook. [To Rhodope^ It is celebrated. 
RHODOPE. I’ll have enchanted eyes, if he will take me. 
amyntor. What do you mean? 

QUEEN. Why, you are slow, Phoenix! 

RHODOPE. Gome and tell me about the terrible poke 
You gave the badger. 

PHOENIX. Badger? It was a lion! 

RHODOPE. A lion; so it was. Lions, I’ve heard, 
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Arc just large cats Was this a tabby lion^ 

Did It rruaotv at you^ 

PHOENIX Can It be you don’t knou’ 

A lion IS the god among the beasts^ 

RHODOPE Does he work miracles^ 

PHOENIX He has no need 

At wind of him, the hulking bison’s hoof 
Pounds such a fury of stampede, the rock 
Ten fathoms under earth must ring of it, 

And then the hon m an easy bound 
Cuffs at his spine, and the carcenng brute 
Somersaults headlong That is a lion for >ou 
RHODOPE And you lulled one of these gods all by yoursclP 
Tell me tlie whole stor>' 

\Thiy are by the parapet at back The King and Queen 
remain in front, by the stairs, 

Q,UEEN He ’s just a boy 

No need to scowl 

MiYSTon. What have you got to say^ 

QUEZS I’ve been a fool It is only a fool-woman 
Loses her temper wiUi a man And jou 
Forgot how age rankles in a woman 
Enough of that I'll be no trouble to )ou 
Asrv'NTOR You’ve lost the kmck ^oii had of troubling me 
QjjCES Nothing shall l>c but what is to )our liking, 

Only your will shall count 
AMV'NTOR And tmir It did 

Qin rj. You sec how it is, though Here is I’hoeniv home 
Wc must not set him vexing liis voung nnnd. 

Seeing us look nnhginnt on rarh other. 

1 would Invt, this affair lleet by hrs sense 
Like an impotent ghost at noon, ftint .intl nonclesj 
But if he come home vsath ihe heart of a brio 
From his first hunt, brageuig .n lion’s 1 ill, 

And we’ve no fexst for him, will he not tlunk 
Some monster Ins come itridine in Ivrtween 
His life and ours? And il ere is non*- unless 
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We let our rancour grow. Well, mine is dead, 

And yours fed upon mine. 

AMYNTOR. Wliat do you want? 

QUEEN. A feast to-night for Phoenix. 

AMYNTOR. , When did I say 

I would not have him feasted? 

QUEEN. So that’s settled; 

And you will order for it? — ^And meanwhile 
I’ll hint her manners to her.' 

AMYNTOR. You teach her? 

What are good manners but beauty in the act? 

You cannot teach her. 

QUEEN. O you mistake me. 

I only mean, she must not jeer at me; 

That would make Phoenix rough wth her, and you 
Would snarl him down — and at once before his eyes 
The thing is notable, glaring at him. 

So I will let her see I’ve changed my mood, 

And mean mere friendship now; and you, Amyntor, 
You at the feast to-night with her beside you. 

You win not let the boy read in your eyes 
Contempt of me, and passion worshipping her? 

' I only ask for this: in aU the rest 
You shall be free from me. 

AMYNTOR. Why, I don’t want 

A wrangling boy worrying me. Keep him quiet, 

I’ll play the part But it is my word now 
Rules in the house. 

QUEEN. I say so. — It is time 

You went about the feast. TeU the steward 
To seat the girl and Phoenix in between us, 

Phoenix by me and Rhodope by you; 

That will look best. Now we are all at one. 

But you have much to do; and I must set 
Rhodope at her ease with me. 
amyntor. I’m glad 

This is the way you’ve chosen You are -prudent. [Exit. 
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QUEEN I am — 

RHODOPE Why, this was tcmblc ' 

PHOENIX Pooh, notliing 

There was a dangerous moment — 

RHODOPE O you men ' 

Always so wild to gamble wuth your lives ' 

QUEEN Now then, you two I’m bound to interrupt you 
You can finish the story at Uie feast 
RHODOPE O you must tell it me all over again ' 

PHOENIX I will ! 

QUEEN Plenty of time for tliat to-night 

You’ll not be out of earshot of each other 
Until the stars go out Off wth you now, 

Phoenix your father ’s sure to need your help 
And you Iiave things of your own to mind the pelt — 

Have your men brought it^ Is it drest for >ou 
To wear to-night^ Tlie feast would be a joke 
^\^tholtt you in your hon-skin But first 
You ought to wash 

PHOENIX My soul* I had forgot 

The filthy state I'm in' [Sfarfini^ texiards Ihf sfatrs. 

RHODOPE Hunters of lions 

Need no fine manners 

PHOENIX Good-bje till the feast. [/-n/ 

QUEEN It just fell out so I am soiTj 
RHODOPE ^\^l> ? 

Qurr.N You’ll ln\c to paulon me I did not niran it. 
RHODOPE What IS the matter'* 

QULi N But \ou too! H kindK 

1 will s.a\ th It 

RHODOPE O I’m no goo<l at rUIdln 

What is H I'm to jiardon'’ 

QUl r„N W1i\, that jiiM now, 

During in) pnvatr iinticra wiih the Knur, 

You must put up SMih Phoenix for a whi’'* 

RHOtiovr Put up with him’ 

QiTl N Yta It 1 a.1 1 ivxl ] 
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For of course I know it is old men you like. 

RHODOPE. I’ve told you once, I like what I can get. 

QUEEN. You do? — Fvery thing? — 1 should have rather thoug it 
You would take care to get what you can like.— 

Still, it is fine to hear an old man talk. 

RHODOPE. Nay, if it ’s talking, let it be of lions. 

The maundering that has dinned upon my brain 
All day! I’ve had to gape till I felt faint. 

QUEEN. I can remember, when I was your age, 

I couldn’t bear old men: not when they came 
Too close, I mean. 

RHODOPE. O I am used to that. 

QUEEN. Why should we not be friends? — I know I’m old; 
And what men are, that is a thing I know. 

And as for you, my dear — I’m sure I svish 
I was a man myself! — It ’s strange to me 
How careless of their hours young people arc. 

It ’s their own fault, if the old folk push in 
Between them and their pleasure. 

RHODOPE. O, we know 

How to slip past! Half the fun is in that. 

QUEEN. Phoenix is proud about that lion of his. 

RHODOPE. He should be proud. It W8is the sort of feat 
They sing of in the ballads. 

QltEEN. Do tell him that! — 

He’Ll be beside you at the feast to-night. 

RHODOPE. What, sitting next to me? 


QUEEN. ^ ^ Of course you’ll have 

The King’s grave speeches in your other ear — 

RHODOPE. I’ll have them bouncing off the back of my head ! 
QUEEN. I’ Id like to see the lad eiyoy to-night. 

No sort of homecoming for a yoimg man, 

With only his old mother flattering him! — 

See if you can’t be kind to him a little! — [Extf. 

RHODOPE. O? Is that it? — I will! I certainly will! 

[She follows the Qwen downstairs, laughing. 
2ND SOEDIER. I’m Sure she will. 
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1ST SOLDIER. And if I gel the chance 

She shall be kind to me, I know the sort 
It pours from one love into another as smooth 
And noiseless as a theft of tilted oil 
Goes sleek and sliding from the jar to the flask 

CURTAIN 


ACT II 

The Ntghl of the Feast The awning has been furled and remoied, 
leaving the palace roof open to the starlit night On top of each 
watch-tower a brazier is burning 

The stage is apparently empty Enter the Queen and Rhodope 

RHODOPE Delicious air' 

QUEEN But there ’s no Phocnoc here ' 

RHODOPE O i\e cm do without men for a while 

Q,UEEN Now where can he have slipt to^ I made sure 
It would be here 

RHODOPE Well, It IS no great matter — 

Tlic King was right tins is the plicc Tlic air 
Makes It a blessing to be brciUiing here 
After die frowst downsLiirs of cooker) stcim 
And smoking torclics, and the smell of the wine 
Tlic King spilt when lie lost his temper with me, 

Didn’t he shout! 

Qurr_N It was just after lint 

I’liocni's slid off But sslicrc, I wmt to 1 now ! 

RHODOPE To find anotlicr lion — O I hope not’ 

I’or then hc'ld tell me ilxiiii it 

Q.urrs You did not hie him” 

UHonorr A till soiing imn smiIi i ntre as s'm dit as tint. 
And me not hie him? Ortiinl) I hknl hltn — 

I’s-c come to feel, thourh, it svus a i lisukr- 
laons were eser irisriitcd. 
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QUEEN. Boys must talk 

Over their doings; you have no need to listen. 

RHODOPE. O, when the King is thrilling down my neck 
And ticlding at my cars with his hoarse fancies 
About himself beha\nng lil:c a god, 

WTiy, gods seem a much w'orsc mistake than lions. 

But they must all talk big, one way or another. 

QUEEN. I will go look for Phoenix. I am sure 

He -would be with you if he knew 

RHODOPE. He knows. 

I told him I’ld be here. 

QUEEN. He can’t have heard you. 

RHODOPE. It was he had the notion to meet here. 

QUEEN. Then where ’s he mooning now'? 

RHODOPE. O let him be. — 

I could believe myself at home again 
On board the ship, up here: lil;e when we’ld lie 
Benighted in a calm, poised in a nowhere 
Of breathless dark midway between the stars 
That throng the air and the stars that throng the water. 
QUEEN. But it won’t do to have this slacken now 
Into a dawdling business. I must find him. [Exit. 

RHODOPE \nioviTig to the back of the stagef O, it is taking the cold 
silver fire 

Of starlight into your blood, to breathe this air! 

What a simple harmless world it would have been 
If they had made it with no men in it; 

And no gods, and no lions. 

1ST SOLDIER \lying at foot of watch-tower]. And no women. 
RHODOPE \iTipping over him as he speaks]. Ow! What are you? — 
It is never Phoenix! 

1ST SOLDIER [getting up]. Pff! That’s better: I have slept it 
off. 

I can alv/ays do that with a dose of %vine. — 

So it is you, my pretty? 

RHODOPE. Ssh! The Queen! 

1ST SOLDIER. Nay, we are all alone. 
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RHODOPE What' Has she gone ^ — 

And how did you get drunk^ 

1ST SOLDIER. Stole it. Silly 

If there ’s a thing I irant and haven’t got, 

I steal It, see^ — Like this [ICtssing her ] 

RHODOPE What arms you have ' 

Nearly as thick as my legs — O not too tight ' 

They’re cobble-stones, the bunches of your muscles 
Wasn’t It you were the ghost up there tins mommg^ 

1ST SOLDIER I’ll show you the kind of ghost 
RHODOPE Yes, but not nou 

O, you won’t fnghten me in the dark But here 
We shall have Phoenix running in on us, 

And he might make you play at lions wath him 
Be a good ghost and vanish 
1 ST SOLDIER If I do, 

Wiat Mill you play wth me^ 

RiiODOPF A scoundrel ghost' 

I believe he ’s in love with me — Run off. 

I’ll find you someume Leave go, or I’ll tickle — 

^^^lat amis these arc' — Will jou be scntiy again 
To-morrow morning? 

1ST SOLDIER Yes, if jou will come 

And base the life squeezed out ofjou 
RHODOPE One thing 

I will not come for if you tiy it on. 

I’ll tell the King of'jou and ln\c jou bmidcd 
Promise ')ou won’t, now ' 

1ST SOIDIER. What^ 

unoDorr Swnr on sour life 

You won’t make lose to me bv lalkmg at me' 

1 ha\c l>ccn secthcil in talk since 1 came here. 

1 ST SOI Pirn Tint ’s what joii get ofgtiing wiih il rcnira 
But you’ll lie safe with me M\ he e ’i i-o talker 
RiiODOn You’ll do Give me a ktvs and jump — O la'll,' 
Heir's Pliormx come' [f'-'rt .t-i-’ > 

SMaNTi'n Wheic o no I <-.5\r<ta .-"Jl r 1 
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Returns from earth, hungering to be taken 
Into his heaven again. 

RHODOPE. O, heaven, is it? 

I thought we should be kiUing lions. 

1ST SOLDIER. The King? 

RHODOPE. We’ll face this out easily. Gan you not smell 
The wine on him? 

AMVNTOR. Ah, she is there, my heaven ! — 

Why, there are men with you! Who are those men? 
RHODOPE. I lost my way downstairs, and these tw^o soldiers 
Guided the pair of me here, to stay for you. 

Now you have come, they can both go to bed. 

[Exit ist Soldier. 

AMYNTOR. Those braziers make a puzzling light. It seemed. 
Just for a moment, as if it was one man 
Walking away. 

RHODOPE. O no; they have both gone. 

I have been waiting for you. 

AMYNTOR. I must have drowzed. 

Let me sit on the bench. Stand there before me. 

RHODOPE. How many am I? 

AMYNTOR. What, will you say I’m drunk? — 

0 drunk with you, RJhodope, drunk with you 1 

1 caimot tell you. I am the life of the world 
Escaping from its fate. Seeing and hearing 
And touching are become adorable things. 

And it is I go forth trimnphing blissfriUy 
Into yoinr loveliness before me, I 

Am life adoring its own marvellous senses ! 

0 drunk with you! — and a little drunk with wine; 

With wine that is the summer of the gods. 

[Lying full length on the bench. 
Look at it there — summer asleep in heaven: 

It is my mind I My mind is night and stars I 

1 am the depth of that unspeakable blue, 

I am that glittering plenty of white delights ! — 

And I am sleepy. 
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I had a thought just now What can it be, 

Rhodope, teazing me to brmg it to mind^ 

RHODOPE Thirst, I should thmk, after all that 
amyntor. I have it' 

Why is there not blue ivme^ — Summer should be 
The colour of everything ours, the mountam summer 
Our love inhabits everythmg blue as the air 
Of noon or midnight, white as snow or the stars 
There must be blue -wine there is white already. 

I am very sleepy [He falls asleep 

RHODOPE Odious old man, nothing but gloat and talk 
But counting him, that ’s two Now where ’s the third ^ 

■ — And how he fook about the stars ' The thing 
I look for m the stars is what I’m not, 

There is enough of what I am down here — 

Ah, what’s Uus? Do they say. Three for luck’ 

[Enter Phoemx, wearing the lion's shn 
PHOENIX Rhodope, Rliodopc’ Where arc you? 

O you arc there, Rhodope, my isondcr' 

RHODOPF I have been waiting for > ou 
PHOENIX Tlicn It is true' 

RHODOPE That I’ve been waiung’ — You tell me wlicrc to 
meet you, 

Keep me loitcnng for jou all by inpclf, 

And ask me if it ’s true’ 

riiorxrx You must forgive me 

Not till Uic Qiiecn had told me jou were here 
Could 1 believe it, Rhodope — dare I believe it 
Riionorr You might have come to see 
rnor„MX No, I dire not. 

Rnonorr Wli)’ Did vou think 1 would leap out at pui 
And towzc >011, lion fashion’ But even then 
You might have brought jour <pear, and pmht me wath it 
Miorsix nds IS not .anger jeenng at me’ 
nilODOlT. Weil, 

You’ve kept nic waiting 
I'liorMS 


il It vou v\iU f. reive me. 
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Sitting beside you in the noise of the feast, 

The thought of being alone and quiet witli you 
Shot stinging like a spark into my mind. 

Before I knew, I had spoken; and heard my words 
Like one who wakes up to his own voice raving. 

That you would meet me here I I dared not think it. 

For it would mean, Rhodope, if you came 
To be with me alone here — ^But you have cornel 
And you know what it means! — O even now 
Dare I think it? 

RHODOPE. To think is no great daring. 

PHOENIX. To think? Do my hands think? Dare I let them 
Take their longing to know the warmth of you? 

Let them go loving witb their startled sense 
Over your smoothness? — I cannot keep them off you! 
RHODOPE. No? I am sure you can. 

PHOENIX. You are sure? Why? 

RHODOPE. Because you do. 

PHOENIX [seizing her in his armr]. Rhodope, it was this 
I did not dare believe. 


RHODOPE. You believe now? 

PHOENIX. It is so strange to me I might have leapt 
Glean into a new world: eiU that my mind 
Has known till now shrivels aside as feebly 
As a grey cobweb broken through. 

RHODOPE. A world 

So strange, there are not even lions in it? 

PHOENIX. O I have been a chattering boy with you. 
You’ll hear no more of that. This morning’s pride 
Has gone the way of knucklebones and marbles. 
RHODOPE. It hangs about you still 

PHOENIX No, not a shred. 

RHODOPE. A whole hide of it: here ’s that pelt the feast 
So doated on and made such cheers about; 

And now is in my way. 

PHOENIX. Off it goes, then; 

Ridiculous thing. 
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RHODOPE Ah, you do hkc me better^ 

PHOENIX I could no longer feel it dangbng on me 
RHODOPE Nor smcU it, I dare say It had a brave 
And savage look, snarhng on your shoulders 
You are pleasanter to handle, though, ivithout it 
PHOENIX What should I know now but the blood in me glowing 
To beat so near to yours m this shm body^ — 

O, I have yielded now I have no wull left 
But to be life tliat blends with yours as sound 
Chimes into sound But at the first there was 
Some mutiny My brain baffled tvith it 
1 tried to think against it, and I tried 
To think the unbelievable things it promised 
Then, like the seizure of a demon’s hand, 

And with as fierce a search into my life 
As mountain wnd blowing an icy sleet. 

The strength of it had me. I could not bear it 
I dreaded you beside me I had to go 
Where I could be alone, and like a man 
In bitter ailment I went sliuddcnng 
RHODOPE It IS a cruel thing, that sliuddcnng lo\c 
It passes, tliough, is it not sweeter now ’ 

PHOEMX So sweet it asks almost for tears 
RHODOPE And tins 

Was why ^ou left the fcast^ 

PHOEMX A slighter thing 

Moved me as well I feared the passion in me, 

If I let any anger loose, would dmc it 

Into some stonning foll>. And when the King — 

RHOnopr Tlic King’ 

PitoCMX Yes when j oil would not hrtal Ins stories. 

And he bmkc into huhlnib like a nifTnn — 

Ritoiiopr Do ^uu not think, if we went joinrwhrrr rhe, 

We should lie safer’ 

1 iiorNix. Safer’ 

uiiolKU'l Viimeonr niiehl nunr 

Uistmlnng 10, if we staj lalkuiv <>n 
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PHOENIX. Was anyone here before I came? 

RHODOPE. O no: 

I quietly sauntered away the time alone. 

PHOENIX. Why, no one wiU come now. The world ’s asleep, 
All but our friendship with immortal natures 
Here, where the night looks burning down on us. 

And the sea joins its counsel to our sweet 
Conspiracy; and love delights in us. 

Gome, we will sit here on this bench — 

RHODOPE. No, no; 

Not on the bench ! there might be dew on it. 

I am chilled here. Take me indoors. Please, Phoenix! 

[They are moving towards the stairs, with arms round each 
others waist, when the King sits up and stares at them. 
PHOENIX. And you take me to heaven 1 
AMYNTOR. Did he say that? 

Those were my very words, now, in the dream I — 

Who is that with you? Where are you going? 

Turn back, Rhodope ! 

RHODOPE. Yes, he would wake up 

The instant we were getting clear. 

PHOENIX. Who is it? 

RHODOPE. I’m not to blame. Anyone would have thought 
He’ld sleep the night out. 

AMYNTOR [coming towards theml. There shall be whips for this. 
Whips? Theyid be for the merest fancy of it. 

Cords of fire this needs, blazing splinters 
Stuck till you bristle like a hedgehog with them. 

You should have called to me, girl: or did the beast 
Stifle your voice? Who is it? One of those soldiers 
Come sideling back to bide his wicked moment? — 

Phoenix! — 

PHOENIX. There is no matter for this rage. 

How could I tell you would be sleeping here? 

A^^YNTOR. Well I know you reckon’d on me sleeping! 
PHOENIX. This is mere wandering. Do you suppose 
I came up here to rouse you? 
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amyntor. No you came 

On tiptoe, m a whispermg violence 
What are you here for? 

PHOENIX It IS my affair 

But I should think, if you’re awake, you’ld see. 

This is the style, then? You’re to make it look 
Gay-ivitted foohng or a vapour of wine — 

You in your mood harmless as a feather 
Giddy upon the wmd — and laugh it ofP 
You ivill be lucky if you make me think it 
phoenix Now wluch of us is crazy^ 
amyntor. No more talk 

Your guilt stares at me 
phoenix This is tedious 

I am not now the boy you used to check 
In every happmess he tried My guilt? 

Choose better words than that, or choose to go 
Speechless back to sleep we will not stir it. 

Now, Rhodope 

amyntor. Fondling her under my eyes? 

phoenix Why, look away, then ' 

AsrvNTOR Take your hands from her! 

Will you stand mauling her before my facc^ 

[He leaps foncard at Phomix and clutches hu arm 
RHODOPE Let me go, Phoenix You \wll need both hands 
If you must fight for me 

PHOE,Nrx Fight for >ou? No such thing. 

WHiat ’s he to do sndi its’ 

amyntor Tlicrc'll l>c no fighting 

When bo)-s arc troublesome, wc puiush them 
He’ll right about and ni irch downstairs , and Ic.a\e us 
Quiet together 

1’iiar.MX Lc.a\c her with \oii’ 

amyntor At once’ 

pitorsix. It IS not jMSSsible' 

AUY NTon You’ll find lo-morro » 

1 here .Yre 'ome startling thiniri .ire jKi-iib''-; 
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You'll know that by the thigliu^. 

ruoENix. I have not, siuvly, 

Such a \vn* mind, I'm making tilthy g\\c5S-\\\'*rk 

Of some meix' I'amblincr foolerv, — You say 

I am to leaxT her here? 

RHODorK, O but you will i\ot ! 

PHO^Kix, No fear of that. But 1 must sound his mcariing, 

AMYXTOR. hhist you indeed? Tev-motrow will not do? 

You would start whimpering no\c? 

RtiooopK. I'll not be left 

'With him aguiu ! 

PHORXtx, AjRiin? 

AMYXTOR, Whv, mv belox'ed. 

• ♦ - 

Here Y no anger for x'ou. I do not make it 

A iault of N'oui's, that 1 must scold him fixun vou — 

^ •* 

ruopxix. Plain, plain! Plain at last I Plain and vile! 

I'x'e heard of this in tales: scandals of this 

I'n-c heard auurse tlrose who xs'lll daub their talk 

With mess fivnx I'otterr hearts: how there have, been 

Fathers xvho've set their smooth ingeuious lusts 

To plunder with a ivlish their oxvn sons 

Deliciously I — And 1 hax'e now to touch 

This fabulous iirfamy I — Ay, aird you s,rid 

'Ag,urr,' Bhodopc: ‘not xvith him ag,un': 

Was it not that you said? — So he 's ahxxrdy 

Tried his meddlmg with you? 

Ruonorr. Arid sicken'd nre. 

ruoRNix, Vm srrrc of it, 

AMYx-WR. Rhodope! Y"ou are not 

-Vfraid of this vouue: blusterer? No need 
To hud him pleasimt speeches! 
rnrovxrx. And it 's wau'se 

Than all I'n'c he,nd of! You cv'me pmetisirrg 
Your sly experience behind my back, 

Tminhig \'our ollcn-handled snares to take her: 

And when 1 hnd wu out you tunr on me 
In a ccuunanding auger: Fm to obey 
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The King my father even when he lords it 
Over my love ' I’m to be meek and hand her 
To your sweet mercy' — Fables never made 
Lascivious plot so gross 
amyntor What! My mercy' 

But I’ll not answer you Out of our sight! 

Your love left to my mercy^ You’re m a dream 
Your love'* I’m sorry for you leave ours in peace, 

And brawl no more about a boyish prank 
PHOENDC The insolence of old lechery ! I believe 
He thinks, Rhodope, if I went dowui from here. 

You, of no force but your oum liking for him. 

Would watch me go, and nesde to him, sigliing 
AMYNTOR And she would w'atcli you go, and ask me w y 
We have no nursery' for you 
PHOENIX Well, Rhodope 

RHODOPE What? , _ 

phoend: You arc Ixiund b> nothing He s not Uic 

King, 

He ’s not my scheming fatlicr I am a man 
And he ’s a man he sta)'s here and I go 
Now it IS you to say 
RHODOPE Stay here or go 

PHOENIX Your choice 

RHODOPE It IS a joke, to ask me that' 

AMlTsTOR And there’s your aiuascr, PliocniN 1 

St i\ witli Imn 

RIIODOPF •' 

^\^lcn I could go with jou’ I tcH >ou, 1 Ik^ui':, 

1 wll bcloni; to you nois Hr and his lose 
Will I hi\c lus old knuckles rumbling me 
Gnc him old ssomcn thr)'ll be ghd of him 
But ni not hold him up, rlmging agniisi me 
With biishrs in his nostnb and hi' rTs 
Take me a" is. Phoenix J loathe him 

nioi MX , , 

And there 's j-our aii'vsrr' -Ome s,iih n e, 

Ms beaunrul fins Yo 1 base jmuI I i-i Intb 
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AMVNTOR. No, v/ait, wait', Phoenix I Do not take her away. 

Phoenix, you are stealing her from me ! 
pitOENix. There’s been enough drivelling: we’ll find some 

quiet. 

AMYNTOR. I’ll give you anything you please for her: 

Phoenix, I must have her 1 You do not know 
What it has been to find her loveliness 
After all these wearisome blank years. 

I went with her to heaven. I became 
Spirit that was the god of its own life. 

This idiot world gleamed about my mind 
As if it was the golden flame I made 
Quivering round me with my burning passion. 

Leave her with me, Phoenix! You are young, 

You will find plenty of other girls to love. 

But she is mine, the only one for me; 

I am the dirt of the earth, if I lose her. 

She does not really hate me. Leave her alone 
And she’ll come round to me. 

RHODOPE. She’ll not! 

PHOENIX. Why should she? 

Will you grow young again? 

RHODOPE, Give me a kiss 

To taunt him: hug me to your very heart! \TTiey kiss. 

PHOENIX. Heavenly girl. Gome now. 

RHODOPE. The Persian Garden! 

There we’ll have peace. And bring the lion-skin: 

Terribly cold and hard those flagstones are ! 

\Exeunt Phoenix and Rhodope. 
[The Queen has come in during the latter part of this and 
stood by unobserved. She now comes forward and 
stands above Amyntor^ who is seated on the bench, head 
in arms, weeping. 

QUEEN, That is the end, I think. 

AMyNTOR. O I have lost her ! 

queen. You have. What did you think? He can walk through 
Your sternest will like walking through your shadow. 
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Phoenix is young, and you, my poor, rebellious. 

Dear, troublesome man, you are not young 

Anythmg but your pity whirung at me ' 
queen So strong m cranks and notions, and so weak 
When there are thmgs to deal with Always your truth 
Was what you wanted, never what must be. 

And always your truth bed — ^Bruised old fellow ' 
Desolate as an urchm when his fnend 
Has pusht him down and run off with his toy 
And left him gncvmg! Come to bed, my dear 

CURTAIN 


ACT III 

Early momtng of next day TJie awning xs in place again, and the 
two soldiers are at their posts m the towers 

1ST soixiiER Then you bet on it^ 

2ND SOLDIER But slic’Id bc caught ' 

Thcrc’ld bc no sense in risking such a tnck 
1ST SOLDIER I say she’ll come Name >our bet I’ll take it 

[Enter Rhodope 

RHODOPE Arc you up there’ Now \\hich ofyou is mine’ 

1ST SOLDIER and 2ND SOLDIER [together] Here' 
tsT SOLDIER You old rascal' It ’s me! 

2ND SOLDIER Don t >ou I>clic\e him. 

This way, I)c.Tut> 

Riionorn up to tsl Soldier] I 1 now my !>Hcl bird's voter 

An>how, I can tell it from a frog’s 
1 ST soiDiru. Vail to >ou, lad 

2ND SOI Dim M\ turn will comr. 

RHODOIT It Will 

You’ll know It whrn I lute you 
esn soLDirn. \ burr, arr \lu’ 

You can Jln\ ihrre 
1ST souum 


n ivr a mn ulifill of n 
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And listen for his teeth to grind. Come close. 

Plenty of room up here for two in a squeeze; [Kissing her. 
And it is that you’ve come for. Now: this is better 
Than blathering with royalty, I think? 

RHODOPE. Not a word against the Prince; he ’s a good learner. 
1ST SOLDIER. Ay, but I don’t need learning. 

2ND SOLDIER. WhlSt, yOU tWO . 

I can hear someone. 

1ST SOLDIER. At this time of morning! 

[To Rhodope'] Still as an image till we know who it is 1 
RHODOPE. But they can’t see us? 

1ST SOLDIER. You’re safe if you don’t jostle. 

2ND SOLDIER. Put youT foot On her tongue, mate, or you’U hang. 
There ’s a rage coming. 

[Enter Amyntor with a whip, followed by the Queen. 
amYntor. What? Not here, not here? 

QUEEN. Lovers are shy, you know. They hide themselves. 
amyntor. My whip ’s the lover now. He is not shy; 

He’ll rout them out. 

QUEEN. You had best give it up. 

You are too late with your whip. She ’s out of reach: 

She’U be with Phoenix somewhere. 

AMYNTOR. All the better. 

He can look on, while I and the one friend 
Left to me now, my whip, score her flesh 
Criss-cross and scarlet with the way we love her. 

QUEEN. O very likely. 

amyntor. You think the boy will stop me? 

QUEEN He ■win not need to. 
amyntor. Why, who will? 

queen. The girl. 

AMYNTOR. Whimpering at me? Pah! 

QUEEN. Yes, I can see 

Just how you’ve figured her meeting your vengeance. 

She’ll scream and quail and bend one frighten’d arm 
To blind her eyes, and stretch the other out 
, Beseeching you to spare‘s How easily then 



PHOENIX 535 

You would laugh down upon her kneeling terror. 

And make the swooping lash cry through the air 
Its shrill zest for the business ' — Ah but, my dear. 

That’s not how it will be 

amyntor Not^ And how then^ 

queen. A smihng girl who clasps her hands behind her, 
Nodding at you wth eyes wnde open and impudent 
Signalhng their gay irresistible gibe — 

‘Have I not made a pretty piece of raischien* ^ 

But It ’s done now. come, are we friends again^ 

And while you stand ogling a speechless answer 
Of Credulous new pleasure, and your whip 
Trails behind you limp and harmless, she 11 turn 
Smekenng away, and lead her Phoenix off 
Walking hkc music Uie strength of his young shoulders 
Captured in the warm crook of her careless arm 
No, no, my dear they’ve won Hand me the whip. 

And sit here quiet while I hang it up 

AMYNTOR You’U scc wlio ’s won Yes, 1 mil sit here quiet 
They’ll come here before long I’ld spend my strength 
If I went searching further, and I’ll nant 
All tile slrcngtli my arm can summon 

Talc care’ 

QUEEN , 

You’re brandishing again I’m sure > ou s c given 
Your then-s so much fierce threatening to do, 

Tlic flogging when it comes mil scarccl> raise 
A blush upon her skm —But haic >ou thought 
Who’s to take Rhodope’s pl.ice? Would it be wise 
To have anotlicr young onc^ It 's hard work 
Munging these young things 
AviYSTon I 

'Hie way 1 stop the nlkine of old women [77'if^ e < 

[rnter Ph"fm \ I r, i t ■ 

I'liorsix hat’s till!.’ Yon m an .nigrr But 's leii i w > 

hc.ird 

‘llie stoty of last night, 'hnluig wdl lis* 

'Hlc jKisr fo' yni, mid the pi we f >r ^ou a com'--' 



536 PHOHNIX 

Where her indignant scorn will not spy you. 

Mother, he tried — 

QUEEN, I know. 

PHOENIX. So he ’s confest^ 

And looks as glorious about it now 
As a gilded thing in sunlight! 

QUEEN. I tliink, by this 

His mind ’s made up to leave some sports alone. 

And the thing now for us all is — to forget. 

PHOENIX. I have misst Rhodope somehow. — It cannot be ^ 

He has been at her again I [To Amyntor^ Wherc’vc you enticed 
My Rhodope? 

AMYKTOR, Would you like certain proof 

I cannot find her? 

PHOENIX. Well? 

AMYNTOR. You sec this whip? 

PHOENIX. Well? 

AMYNTOR. And you sec the thong is brown? — the broivn 
Of tough old slicing leather that can rip 
Tatters in any flesh it strokes against? 

PHOEtnx, Go on. 

AMYNTOR. It is too homely a colour for me. 

Think what a handsome whip, now, if the thong 
Were glazed bright red! — ^I’ld love to have it so. 

But it is brown, you see. Is this not proof 
I have not yet found Rhodope? 

PHOENIX, It proves 

There is a thing more laughably obscene 
Than an old man’s mumbling lust: it is 
A quavering old man blood-thirsty. 

AMYNTOR. Lust! 

You talk to me of lust! You with your young 
Insolent animalism fouling a love 
Like mine! 

PHOENIX. Like yours I Fouling it! 

AMYNTOR. 

That lived the lofty hours of the gods. 


Love like mine 
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The yellow flies that mate upon the dung 
■^ght call it that Your love! 

■He s had his lesson, we have tamed him now 
phoendc. So you forgive him? That should make his blood 
hcald in his heart, but I am not so easy 
■And even now the wicked fool is threatemng ' 

QPeen And who ’s the worse for that^ 

P^ENix. Why, you arc right 

We’ll let hun keep his anger, and with that 
Be brave in front of us When we arc gone 
The stiffness ivill be out of him, I think 
Queen You are much too hard You have the treasure safe 
He longed for, and you broke his fingenng off 
Like stepping past a bramble You’re not hurt. 

And as for me, I am but sorry his heart. 

Which should go quietly nowadays, fell into this 
Fantastic fit that must have ivrcnclit it cruelly 
phoenix His thought was to disgrace you, and to me 
He meant an injury I iviU not think of 
Yes, you arc right still we will pity him 
We can do nothing keener he has failed 
amyntor Failed? Everything in the world fails hut dirt 
Tlic clean things have no power against the dirt 
There is a sort of smeanng eagerness 
In dirt, and to find any cleanliness 
To smear is dirt’s delight Yes, you have won 
niiOFNix Hark at the injured man* 

AMVNTOR InjurcrP — And fin'letl 

I might have known how it vvas gome, wlini she 
Sal heedless of me at the feast and gave 
Her mind to the random smirking chat of a lad 
(Ti? lit Qiwn 1 It was your domt;' ^<nl told me h'- w i* 
harmless, 

\nd would not have him 'ce your j’l icr w u t ikrn. 

\nd out of innocent kmdlmr's to von 
1 kept U from liim 
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PHOENIX. Whal did you keep from me? 

AMYNTOR. Why, what you now .savour so pleasantly 
That Rhodope was mine, my very own, 

And I was hers, a life like heaven on cartlt, 

Until you came. 

PHOENIX. What do you mean? How yours? 

AMYNTOR. How mine? I bought her, I payed money for her. 
That made her mine, I hope? 

PHOENIX. What lies arc these? 

AMYNTOR. Lies! Lies, do you say? — Is this a lover's flourish? 
You do not really think I’m lying? — O no I 
Jests like that don’t happen! — ^But if they did 
I would have something good to say for the world. — 

Don’t disappoint me! Tell me again you think 
It is a lie, I bought her. 

PHOENIX. An old man’s lie, 

An impotent imbecile old man’s. 

AMYNTOR. He means it! 

He never guesst his delicate bliss was feeding 
Upon my leavings! Astonishing news to him, 

His darling had been purchased for my pleasure 
Before she thrilled him ! — ^And I will say she proved 
Well worth the money. 

PHOENIX. I’ll put a stop to this. 

QUEEN. Both of you stop. Y ou will not change what ’s happen’d 
By squabbling about it. 

PHOENIX. I will change 

The vile speech in his throat to truth or silence. 

AMYNTOR. Ay, look at my fine fellow now! It gives 
A jolt to his dainty mind, to know at last 
The hackney thing he ’s been so exquisitely 
In love with 

PHOENIX. It is not true, it cannot be true. 

AMYNTOR. Dear boy, she was my drab, my concubine. 

I paid the price of her like buying stock. 

She wanted to be bought: she had her beauty 
Shown to me as merchandise. — O let me 
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Relish this a httle * High-minded youth 
Glaspmg his harlot like a maiden love ' 
phoenix And she does love me 

•'^^iyntor. Simple lad ! And me 

She loved dehciously a day or two 
Before you came She does her art devoudy 
OPEEN Do leave the boy alone What do you gain 
Tormentmg him? Why won’t you let things stay 
As they have fallen out^ 
ajiyntor. I will mdecd, 

Soon as he has it clear, the way they’ve fallen 
phoenix I see what this is The marauding beast 
In anguish of the trap — what can it do 
But bite and be malignant to the last? 

Old fool, if there iverc any truth in diis 
Would not the Queen have known it? 
awyntor. Did she not know it^ 

She was after us as viciously and as sofdy 
As a snow-leopard trots along die snow 
In winter famine Rhodope and I 
Would make blithe wagers, when we w ere alone, 

How soon her jealousy would nose us out 
And tremble at us, glanng 
5,UEEN Blithe, were you^ 

You lookt It blithe as murderers haunted 
PiiorMx Mother! 

You knew'^ And it is true? 

Qurij\ O sunh, Plioemv, 

You can see pHin enough h) now 
niouNix SIic w IS 

Bought for lus lust’ lint was wh) she w is here’ 

QUii \ You don’t suppose 1 nski her in’ 

AMS-STOU \iul now, 

Ain 1 still King’ — Whs, if 1 shouhl tell \o i 
How much *hr ct^si me, y»ui ssauild so\\ I hr<! 

Wlnl <lid the pure ofhrr matte' to lu'’ 1 Id pis 
AnSthiiK this ui' ilirli jr» Voiniie witt' ! 
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Might ask for such a magical release — 

QUEEN. Release! From what? From me? — Say it; release 
From me! And in the end, wheic arc you now? 

AMYNTOR. Caught and stifled again ! Don’t I know that? 
With misery and shame ten times as fiercely 
Fastened upon me in a gluttony 
Like starving leeches! You need not tell me of it. — 

But for a while I was released — O not 

From you alone! — from all the world that hugs me 

Smothering down, as bird-lime clutches wings. 

In the first splendour of my sight of her 
The fiery sweet incredible magic came 
And cleansed the world from off me. 

[To Phoenix^ And then came you! 
Rousing the dirt you came, hunting your pleasure ! 
Nothing to trouble you, that when my mind 
Gould shine like immortality, you flung 
Corruption on me again, and seized me down 
From my bright freedom to be lapt again 
In bird-lime, in the blinding filth of the world. 

— ^Ay, but the rare thing is, you’re smeared yourself! 
Your feasting love, like men the moon has turned 
Into the hungering madness of the wolves. 

Awakes from its enchanted gusto and finds 
Carrion on its hands and in its mouth. 

May it foretell the luck of your whole life ! 

I wish you may go on as you’ve begxm. 

Wenching among the marketable stuff, 

And always when the dazzling passion ends 
Sicken’d to find yourself plodding in slime 
And it shall be my justice upon you 
That never any child shall be called yours 
And live; no boy shall thrive to gladden you 
After this wickedness; never believe 
You will catch son of yours on to your knees 
And pour your heart upon him, blessing him. 

As I pour my whole heart in cursing mine ! 
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phoenix. But this I ^vlll not bear. It shall end now 

[Drawing fns sword on Amynior 
Q. EN No, no' he has squandered upon your name 
•iniamy enough without that 
phoenix You on his side^ 

q^EN ^Surely on yours Gather your wits You know 
oiv I ve indulged you I have let you show him 
hat you can do one way against him now 
emember he ’s your father. You’ll strive with me^ 

■out you shan’t reach him 

phoenix Let jujj, keep qmet, tlicn. 

I’ll see to that. And after all, there are hurts 
Not easily borne You might expect from him 
A gusty speech or two. You ruffled at lum 
To think he merely tried on you tlie thing 
You have done perfectly to hun 
phoenk I’ll have it 

S^ple and doivnnght now m yes or no 
Did you know of it? 

queen What, it ’s my turn noi\ ? 

^^y> if the mnd should change, what a fnghicning face 
You’Id go about with! — Did I know ofitP 
phoenk Did you? 

QUEEN. I’ve known of queer dungs in m> time, 

Wiicli of Uicm all am I to confess to now ? 


PHOrjux. You knew about — Rhodope and that man? 
queen Well, It IS like explaining things to a child 
Soon as you think you arc plain, back you arc swrrvrtl 
To the licginning again — And a dangerous rhild' 
llns would ha\c put a handsome cm! to it, 

If after I had so keenly planned it out 
And co.axcd the whole event into iny pattern, 

^ou flared into a munlcr, and lost me rvcrvalune' 
rii()t.Nix. Rut you .arc worse than he is* Vw ki rw the rtil 
Was for his use, and sci me on to love her’ 

Qt us I never set you on I s.»w the way 
%ou meant to go, and would i'r>t lin’d v.iu btrX- 
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Why should 1? — It was too ridiculous, 

The sight of him charming the girl ! The man 
Who goes downstairs peering for his footing 
And upstairs with a trouble you can hear — 

He to be awkwardly languishing after her. 

Blandly priding himself on every look 

Her sham love gave him, in between the whiles 

She had to turn away for laughing at him 1 — 

If you were there, he would see past mistake 
How girls like her are kindled ! And you were 
Plungeing to be there 1 Why should I stop you, 

When you would show him up even to himself 
The piece of elderly innocence I saw him? 

And don’t make out you are another piece 
Of innocence! You could see %vell enough 
\Vho must be shoulder’d out of his place in the game 
To make room for your venture. 

PHOENIX [to Amyntof]. Dirt wins, you said. 

You were right; and thank you for it. 

[To the Queen.l I could have sworn, 

When I came back from hunting, I had found 

The life for me. As simple as the feeling 

Of my own eagerness, it was in my mind 

Why trees are so delighted to be green 

When they are sunning themselves. I could live then. 

And love to be alive, on the same terms 

As trees drink light, and winds are hasty and showers 

Stately, leaving the hiUs where they alighted. 

I wanted nothing more; and that is the life 
You’ve killed in me. You twined and plaited me 
In with your malice as easily as straw; 

But now I see what you have done with me. 

I know to what detestable places life. 

Speaking like an angel, can persuade me. 

You taught me that, and I will pay you for it 
The only way I can; I will leave you. 
queen. But have some thought for me. I’m not the wife 
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Who minds her household whde the husband ’s off 
Sweetheartmg, and the wives whose luck has held 
Clack at her name, breathless with relishing pity 
He ’s mme, and mine he shall be let him watch it 
I’ve never yet been gossip for the women 
And his first fhng away from me must be 
At home 1 Darmg me to my face he’ld start 
His gay old age’ As if I’ld let him think 
He ivas the man when you, Phoenix, were by ’ 

PHOENIX No more of you You have made me ashamed 
Never again ivill the roof that houses you 
Be shelter over me 
amyntor I am amused 

At this [To Phoenix ] There ’s nothing has toucht you, to 
stir 

The hate in you like mine [To the Queen ] So it was > ou 
Roused the calPs blood’’ — It is a thing to chensh; 

Never while I can look on you wll I 
Forget to foster this — But the jest is 
The way the son thanks his contriving mother 
For the siNcct hours she hclpt him to! 

QUEFN Have done' 

You’ve been Uie mischief here from first to last. 

You ^vlth jour rage to be Ixioby to a girl. 

And now you’ll turn Phocrux against me, i\all jou” 

You’ll finish off the scorn yoii’sc thought out for inr 
By jicstenng my Ikj) out of the house'’ 

[To Phoentx'\ Never heed him I-cl a feu quirt hours 
Go hv, and sou’ll be asking sshai could set 
riic notion stirring in you, to lease here 
niorsiN You do not know what I hasT lo't, nor how 
Tlie gash has tom me It is no ssoiind for time 
To clrrc in a rallous sear, and I’ll not tisc 
Gathering hatred round the 'cn'e of it 
I'll go, anil nrsTr lir rriniiidrtl ofyu — 

\ntl for a sheen s'rhr.auts i-lennitu' thin 
As glare a white ilo id cans on lo'ten mire. 
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I sold my heart ! How can such heavenly light 
Live on the lying wantonness of women? 
amYntor. And you are one to be nice about her, you 
The boy who stole into liis father’s love ! 

QUEEN. But let me come on her now! Let me pay 
My debts to her now, when no worshipping man 
Will fend for her prettily blossoming skin! You’ll see 
How long the heavenly light \sdll stay with her. 

AMYNTOR. Keep out! You’re nothing here. This is all 
mine; 

And I have promised it to my whip to deal with. 

QUEEN, Ay, and where is she? Have you thought of that? 
AMYNTOR. What are you fancying now? 

QUEEN. WeU, where is she? 

Not by herself, I am sure: she is not one 
For going lonely. But not with you or Phoenix! 

Where then? 

AMYNTOR. In hiding, I dare say. 

QUEEN. And who ’s 

The lucky man this time? 

AMYNTOR. What man? 

QUEEN. The man 

In hidmg with her. 

AMYNTOR What is the nonsense now? 

Phoenix and I are here. 

QUEEN. That ’s what I say: 

And she ’s not here. My turn to be amused. 

AMYNTOR. What breeding minds old women have! We’re 
deep 

In shame enough here, without your inventions. 

QUEEN. I’m sorry. I forgot how well you know her. 

It was a little careless of her, to be 
So kind to both of you; but you can coimt 
At least on keeping her in the fanuly. 

AMYNTOR [to Phoenix]. What have you done with her? 
PHOENIX. Why, I came here 

Looking for her. 
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amyntor This IS the siUiest whimsy 

I will not let It goad me 
queen [calling up lo the soldiers] Have you seen, 

Sentmels there, the girl that the King bought 
Of the Sidoman pirates^ 
tST SOLDIER She ivas up here 

Yesterday. 

queen What' With you? 

1ST SOLDIER. No, no I mean 

Where you are now, my lady 
aND SOLDIER I saw her too 

queen Yes, but to-day, you lout 
1ST SOLDIER O, has she been 

Up here to-day? 

queen Anywhere have you seen her? 

Up here, or out-of-doors below? 

1ST SOLDIER I’U swear 

She has not left the palace 
aND SOLDIER Is she lost'* 

If you search througli the building noiv, before 
She can shp out, you’re bound to come across her 
QUEEN Tlicn you’ve not seen her’ 

1ST SOLDIER Not to-das 

aND SOLDIFR N’or nir 

RiiODOPr [giggles'] 

QUCIN Ha, ha' Now who was m the nght^ Hut this 
Is belter linn an\ thing I could base gur'M 
Trust her to be perfection in her kind' 

The lightest-going f.incy will be founder’d 
Before it can catch up \\ith her — Come down! 

You must not hide >ou arc to lie idnured — 

And now at last, my pair of jiniplctoni, 

You’ll sec wlnt )ou were treasuring — linng her tio »m' 

[W-J-fe u~fj d I-. /'/ te' h ft •, r- 

rr ee- f df. I -r d irhif'/it’! -i- 

Riionorr Mmd the luml-Well, w'm lurK lis-e^’ 

You might i>e Ininiim’ me m d'-.id'v ejif--’' 

a 
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QUEEN. What took you there? 

RHODOPE. The view is celebrated: 

You told me so yourself. You see it best 
From the gazebo there, as yesterday 
You surely must have noticed, when you were 
So long up there looking out for Phoenix. 

PHOENIX. Why looking out for me? 

RHODOPE. In hopes you’ld come 

Quickly and help the King to entertain me. 

PHOENIX. Plotted beforehand, was it? 

RHODOPE. Not, I think. 

Out of favour to me. I never felt 
She truly liked me, even though she did 
Press me to make the most of my time with Phoenix. 
AMYNTOR. She did? — Why, yes: she would. 

PHOENIX. Over head and ears 

Soused I have been in abomination. 

Surely there is a stench upon me like 
Flesh the plague is rotting alive. 

RHODOPE [fo Amyntor]. From you, 

I know, these looks mean nothing I need dread. 

AMYNTOR {holding up the whtp^. Do you see this? 

RHODOPE. Phoenix, you will not let him? 

It was you vext him, dragging me out of his arms. 

PHOENIX. Why don’t you whip her? What are you waiting 
for? 

RHODOPE. So your love ’s out of breath? Indeed, young men 
Cannot stay like their elders. 
amyntor. Then you think 

I will not whip you? 

RHODOPE. Well, it would be unjust. 

Ai.rv'NTOR. Unjust? 

RHODOPE. It would, after the way I’ve taken 

Care of you. Last night, now; you did not know, 

But Phoenix, in this very place — ay, yonder' — 

He would have sat on you if I’d not stopt him. 
queen. How long is she to go on? Give me the whip. 
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I ^vlll not let her impudence put off 
My reckonmg Look at her dimphng there ' 

I am the talk of the country It must be 
Despismg mockery that ivill shake my heart 
Like swallowed poison, if anyone calls me now 
Wife or mother she h'as done that, and stands 
Mincing there as easy and sweet about it 
As if it were the forfeit in a game 
And is It nothmg, what she has done to you, 

Amyntor, and you, Phoenuv? Has she left 
No sUngmg touch of her skiU festering in you? 

What do you seem now to each othcr^ Kind 
As once you were — as father and son might bc^ 

What do you seem noiv to yourselves’ — It is 
Her doing her clever work, all of it, 

As deep in you as it has gone 
RHODOPE My doing’ 

I have done notliing at all I’m not so old 
I have to work for tlus to liappcn round me 
I’m simply here or there, and all tlic rest 
The men do for tlicmsclvcs — croud to do it 
'\N’hy should I trouble, if they mil keep on’ 

Q.UEEN Right! You arc notliing — nothing but >our looks' 
I do believe there is no evil in >oii 
You ha\e no ruinous art, no skilful lust 
You ha\c your skin Let there be siitbl of it 
And handling of it, )ou arc a uild-firc jo) , 

Unspeakably desired mind and sjiirii 
I'aun on ^ou adoring — Gi\c me tlir whip' 

RllODOiT How can 1 help it’ — Tell me w!i\ I siioidd want 
To help it, when it is m\ drheht’— Hut I 
NevTr askt an) one lo quarrel almut mr 
Hies will take ilmii^ Ml MrriousK, ilier men' 

The) make i lot ofrann-'t non'i'ine up 
\nd tall It at me. wlicn we mi"ht i-r jiIt. m 
'nirn m a rrirl ihrs’n' at raih o'liei’s tlu' ui 
And I am to hi mw if insonr’s liuri* -H'U wh 
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Must there be all this flustering work about 
The simplest easiest pleasure in the world? 

Wfliy can’t they be like me, the men that love me? 

PHOENIX. Well, no^v ^ve have come to sometliing firm at 
last 

After these cra2es: firm and calm Ife a rock 
When laughing sunny wnd drives the water 
To tear itself to surges to possess it; 

And aU. the sea can do, as it lunges by, 

Is to disguise the rock’s insensible nature 
In rearing glittering flights of spray, as \vhite 
And vanishing as love’s imagination, 

RHODOPE. Now there it is. That is the ^vay they talk. 

They ^\dll have everything so serious ! 

PHOENIX. You are right. It is our fault. But I have done. 
Your ^^dsdom fights upon me somewhat rudely. 

And it may cost me yet a stagger or two 
To bear it. But you speak an honesty 
Which I can understand; and it is to you 
That I will say, with all my heart, farewell. [Exit. 

RHODOPE. Why, I believe he would come round to me 
yet. 

QUEEN, Lash at her, lash at her now! Catch her, while 
Her wantormess is grinning, into anguish. 

And let me see how she will dimple screaming! 

What, are you stupefied again •with her? 

I’ll ply it for you. 

AiiYNTOR \throws the whip down\. No; no whipping. 

QUEEN. Not? 

Do you not understand? We have lost Phoenix! 

That was a trifling squall, the jealousy 
That bluster’d in between you and the boy: 

A squall that blows grit in yoxn: eyes might be 
More troublesome; both of you now have seen 
The slut is common. — ^But what is it she does 
That draws the spirit out of a man and leaves him 
Hollow for her to play on, as a lad 
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Dram pith from a stalk to make a whistle of it^ 

She turns her eyes on you, and there ’s an end 
Of whippmg! IDo you think Phoenix mil come back^ 

I know him better for all he’ll be to us now 

She might have murder’d him ' And there she stands 

Facing me down, delighted mth her work, 

And you, his father, ■will not have her feel 
A stroke for it' 

Miyntor. Not a stroke You would be pleased. 

Reason enough why she shall not be toucht 
QUEEN And what is she to have, then'’ 
amyntor What she desen cs 

Contempt. We throw discarded meat to dogs 
She thought herself a feast for a King The King 
Has tasted her, and gives her to his soldiers 
Tlicy shall dc\'our her 

RHODOPE [pntUs at ist Soldier] Tliat one first 
QUEEN Dear fool, 

You send her to the stars, living to heaven ' 

Arc you rewarding her because she has 
Endured your love? 

A.MVNTOR O, end it as -jou will 

So long as it is ended Rid me of her. 

And let me have some peace 
QUi EN Then we will ^rll her 

AMVVTOR The \crj’ thing Sec to it I am too tired 
It will be at a loss, but sold she ^Inli lie. 

I’ll know then she is out of rc.ich and mind 
You nc\cr even hint where she Iits gone 
RilODOri I’m •■urc that will be lir>l I’ltl n^^^r feel 
Quite at nn i a^c here now You ought to irll me. 
lUil 1 hojK- all the Kine^ tound here ate not 
Kept in 'o Miicllj And if it could 1 h- iimi ai’C'l. 

Don’t 'ell me to a Kine who very o'd* 

A'IS -TOl 1 .d e her aw-i\ 

Qi I rx 


Whj mu'i It It- t Kit ? 

|/j ! u '< r S e. 
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AiiYNTOR. But somebody shall smart! {to ist Soldier}. And you 
will do. 

Where is my whip? I am not blaming you; 

Nothing to me, where you may choose to drab. 

But I must let my torment loose on someone. 

Come on: we’U do it thoroughly and gravely. 

CURTAIN 
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